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PREFACE. 


These  volumes  have  been  compiled  from  the 
numerous  collections  of  Ballads  printed  since  the 
beginning  of  the  last  century.  They  contain  all 
but  two  or  three  of  the  ancient  ballads  of  Eng- 
land and  Scotland,  and  nearly  all  those  ballads 
which,  in  either  country,  have  been  gathered  from 
oral  tradition,  —  whether  ancient  or  not.  Widely 
different  from  tlie  true  popular  ballads,  the  spon- 
taneous products  of  nature,  are  the  works  of  the 
professional  ballad-maker,  which  make  up  the 
bulk  of  Garlands  and  Broadsides.  These,  though 
sometimes  not  without  grace,  more  frequently  not 
lacking  in  humor,  belong  to  artificial  literature, 
—  of   course    to   an    humble    department.*       As 

^  This  distinction  is  not  absolute,  for  seyeral  of  the  Ancient 
ballads  have  a  sort  of  literary  character,  and  many  broad- 
sides were  printed  from  oral  tradition.  The  only  popular 
ballads  excluded  from  this  selection  that  require  mention, 
are  The  Bonny  Ilytul^  The  Jolly  Begt/ar^  The  BnJJltd  Kniyht^ 
Jlte  Ktnch  in  the  Creel,  and  The  Earl  of  Errol.  These  bal- 
lads, in  all  their  varieties,  may  be  found  by  referring  to  the 
general  Index  at  the  end  of  the  eighth  volume.     To  extend 


maaj  bniladi  of  tfas  feconj  cla»  twre  beat  i 

mined  m  il  w»s  liiowgiii  m^i  be  wished  t 
perhaiH  I  »tiouli)  »)'  loieraud,  bj  ib«  "  bcnero^ 
feat  reader."  No  voHv  coald  »pn»s  ibe  dot- 
nea  and  roulttitj  oT  a  eolleciion  wliicfa  eboold 
embrace  sU  tht  Raxboi^ie  and  Prpys  broad^ts 
—  m  «cope  "illi  wlik-h  iLis  publimlion  w»s  most 
tinitnservedl;  u-iHiiied  bv  an  En^i-h  joumaL 
But  i>hn«  ll>e  browbidt.-  ballads  have  been  and 
miiM  have  been  gleaned,  the  (upular  ballade 
demand  mach  more  liberal  irvslmeni.  Many  of 
the  older  ones  arc  mutilated,  mnuy  more  are  mis- 
erably t»rrupled,  but  as  long  ait  anj  ii-acts  of  ili«r 
originaU  are  left,  thev  are  worthy  of  ariculion  Mid 
have  received  it>  When  a  balind  i?  enlani  in  a 
Tarielj  of  forrn^,  all  the  mo*l  important  vifr-ionE 
■re  given.  —  Less  than  tlii-^  would  hare  eeenied 
ineaffident  for  a  colleclioa  itiiendffd  as  a  comple- 
menl  to  an  eslcnsire  B*-ries  of  the  BrilUli  Poets. 
To  meet  the  objei-tiona  of  readers  for  pleasure, 
all  ibo^e  piecra  which  are  wanting  in  general 
interefii  are  in  eacb  volume  inserted  in  an  «p- 
petMjiit. 

The  ballads  lurv  grouped  ia  eight  Books,  netirly 
oarre«|ionding  to  the  diviF<ion  of  loliinies.  The 
arrangi'mmit  in  the  Msventl  Uouks  may  be  called 


chronulogical,  by  which  is 


11  arrangement 


dW  utility  oT  ihiB  index,  lefMCneM  kn  alu  gi*ni  to  muiy 


rimwlly  iK  tiMuirad  tbr. 


h,  Choqgti  not  vorlti  rephnUog,  nuj  o 


I  ftcmriling  lo  tlio  [•robsble  oDliquiij-  of  the  Bloty, 

I.Bot  [he  age  of  ihe  acIuhI  form  or  kngiiage.     Ex- 

Lc«plions  to  tiiis  rule  will  be  (ibMTvi^d,  purtly  liie 

I  TCsull  of  oversight,  partly  of  lluc-luuting  views; 

I  tiie  moat   noiiceiible  ca^e  ia  ia  tLie  Firi^t  Book, 

'   wbere  the  bulimia  Ibat  stand  Ut  Ihe  beginning  arv 

certainty  not  so  old  as  eome  that  follow.     Again, 

it  is  vury  po^ible  thnt  some  pieces  might  wirh 

kdroQlage  be  transferi«d  to  different  Books,  but 

Lh  is  believed  ibat  ihe  geoeral  disposition  will  he 

Rfbond  practically  convenieDt.     It  is  as  fc>Uow» :  — 

BoQK  I.  conlains  Ballads  iovolring  Super^tj- 

Btioos   of  various    kinds,  —  as    of   Fairies,    Elves. 

LWater-epirils.  Endiantment,  and   Ghostly  Appa- 

Britiooi  i    and    aUo    ^me    Legends   of    Popular 

BooE  II.  Tragic  Love-ballads. 
Book  III.  other  Tragic  Ballads. 
Boor  IV.  Love-ballads  not  Tragic 
Book  V.  Ballads  of  Robin  Hood,  his  followers. 
tBd  conipeerj. 
Book  VI.  Bnllads  of  oiber  Outlaws,  e^peeinlly 

r  Outlaws,  of  Border  Forays,  Feuds,  &c 
Book  YII. Historical  Ballads,  or  those  relating 
■  Id  public  characters  or  events. 

Boos  VIILMiacellaiieous  Ballads,  especially 
l-'Hirmorous,  Satirical,  Burlesque;  sl.-<o  some  speci- 
lens  of  ilie  Uorul  and  Scriplural.  and  all  fiivh 
iecee  us  had  been  ovi'riooked  in  niTunpiiig  rhe 
irlier  vulumes. 


For  the  Tcxu,  the  nile  bm^  been  h>  select  the 

ooel  uithemic  copies,  wid  lo  reprint  tlu-m  as  ihej 

Maud   in   ibe  rollections,  restoring  readings  ilwt 

i  be«n  changed  iriiboul  grounds,  and  nocing  all 

L  daviatiom  from  the  origiDsls.  wbedtnr   those   of 

I  ftcTiMM  editors  or  of  ihis  ediikm,  in  ibe  matgok 
rliir«|iiilatinnii  acknowledged  bj  ibe  editors  hara 
Lgenentlljr  been  dntpped.  In  tuo  insunns  oolj 
^feav«  fmncMiij  printnd  texts  be«ii  $a[«r9ed«l  or 
IgRMljr  inpraied:  tb»  lexi  ot  TIU  Son*  •r'Axny 
[,jtf«bir,  in  the  Gra  xfthtmm^  n£  fttnu^bcd  froat 
fAe  taaaaaaift,  bv  X  O.  UalUvetl,  &^  and 
k  Jdte  £U.  in  Ike  fiMi  «dqa>o,  has  be««  amnded 

II  Iqr  a  nctrntlf  diwamnd  fi»gnw«  of  a 
ioo,  kindljr  ewiiiniiditud   bj  J.  P. 

The  lntrodiKtar}r  Notkes  ptcfix*d  k>  th*  a 
lal  ballttdi  m»j  sveut  dry  aad  «onK«i 
Tk-^r  mm  be  tbul.  it  »  beUe**4  t 


Bi^d^  to  DMkk  Sarwfiilk  m4  GmMB,  an  faci«l7 
Ifiwiwi  cat.     Bu  ibaM*  bM  nonrei  ara  ivf;  b- 


iiftaX  coaU  aof  he  alh»\d  to  mtutuim  vitfc  ite 
Bflf  the  wti«»  of  PuMsof  vUdhtbwMl. 


le«4ion  ef  Ititlbul^  forms  a  part,  doi-  were  the 
liece?«)iry  books  iiimicdiBttly  at  banil.  At  a  more 
^ttYirulile  timu  Iliu  whulu  subject  may  be  resumed, 
imlcas  some  persun  better  qualified  eliaU  lake  it 

While  u|>on  this  point  let  me  make  itie  wuriii- 
esl  ndmowledgmeittd  liir  ttie  help  received  from 
Gmndlvig's  Ancient  Popoliir  BftlUd*  of  Den- 
mark {Danmarki  Gamie  Folkeviier),  a  work 
irhidi  liiLs  DO  equal  in  iis  line,  and  wliieh  may 
in  erery  way  ?er?e  as  n  moJel  for  colleclioiiB  of 
Ka^onal  Bctllads.  Sui-h  a  work  as  Grundtvlg's 
can  only  l>e  imitated  by  an  English  eililor,  never 
oquiillcd,  (or  the  material  is  not  at  band.  All 
Denmurk  seems  to  have  combined  to  help  on  his 
Iftbors ;  schoolmasters  and  I'lerg^men,  in  thoM 
retired  nooks  where  tradition  longest  lingers,  have 
been  very  active  in  taking  <loivn  ballads  from 
the  mouths  of  the  people,  and  a  large  number 
of  old  manuscripts  have  been  placed  lit  liis  dis- 
posal.—  We  have  not  even  ihe  Perry  Maim- 
•cript  at  our  eommand,  and  mu^t  be  content  lu 
take  the  ballads  as  they  are  printed  in  the  Re- 
tigtitt,  with  all  the  editor's  changes.  This  nianu- 
ampt  i«  still  in  the  Ininds  of  the  grandchildren  of 
Bfahop  Percy,  but  unfortunately  they  are  not  dis- 
posed to  give  it  to  the  world.  The  greii test  service 
tliat  can  now  l>e  done  lo  English  Ballail -literature 
is  to  publish  litis  precious  document.  Civilization 
has  made  loo  great  strides  in  the  inland  of  Great 


Britain  Tor  us  to  expect  mnch  more  from  tra^ 

Certain  short  roDuinces  which  formerly  Etood 
in  ihe  First  Book,  hure  heen  dropped  from  ihia 
second  Ediiioo,  in  order  to  give  the  collection  a 
homc^neous  character.  One  or  two  ballads  bare 
lieen  added,  and  some  of  the  prefaces  considera 
b\y  enlarged.  F.  J.  C 

3tn^,  i§eo. 


LIST  OF    THE    PRINCIPAL    COLLECTIONS 


or  ENQUSH  A.VI)  scomsa  ballads  « 


)  sONas- 


[Thia  list  do«i  not  Inclade  (excepting  a  fow  reprints)  tha 

eoUectiani  of  Sungi,  JlnJrigiils, "  BnllctB,"  &c.,  published  in 

Um  itlteenlli  and  uventHntb  canturln,  —  the  title*  of  moft 

of  wbluh  are  to  be  aeeii  in  Bimbault's  BibSotiuca  Madrigal- 

laao.     Oil  the  other  huid,  it  does  inclnda  a  (ew  lucfnl  booka 

eonseete'l  villi  bsllnd-poeti^  vbich  would  ool  properly  ooma 

L  Into  *  litl  of  colleotiona.     The  relative  Importanca  of  tha 

Kvoric*  In  Ihli  I1«l  it  parllally  Indioatsd  bv  dlRerenoe  of  t;pe. 

I  Wban  two  or  more  editlooi  are  mentlooeil,  Ihoie  uged  ta  thia 

t  coUMitiaa   aro   dlstlofnilibed    bj  bmokeU.      A  Tew  booki 

wUbIi  va  have  not  laecaeded  [□  finding—  all  of  ilighl  or  no 

imporUnce  —  are  marked  irith  a  ilar.] 

"A  Choice  CatlecHon  of  Comio  and  Serious  Si'ob  roetiu. 

I  Both  AncicDl  and  Modem.  By  Msveral  Bandji.  Edinburgh. 
Printed  by  Jimea  Wiitaon."  Three  Furn,  1706,  1700, 1710. 
(ITll,  ITOO,  17U.] 
*MIiioeUaiiy  Poenift,  contalninR  a  lariotyof  newTranrfalSoni 
of  the  Aiicleiil  foeli,  ti^Iber  itilii  seroral  oriKlual  poetni. 
By  (ha  most  eminent  baodB."  Ed.  by  Dryden.  6  vols. 
Uled.  1B84-170S.  Ed.  of  1716  coutains  ballads  notin  the 
earlier  onea. 
"Wit  and  Uirth:  orKlUto  Put^  Melancholy;  bnliig 
•  ColleFdoD  of  the  beet  Merry  Ballndsand  Sony's,  Old 
and  Nev.  Fitted  to  all  Humours,  having  each  Lbeir 
proper  Tune  for  either  Voice  or  Instniojent :  mort 
of  the  Songs  being  new  set"  By  Thomas  D'Urfey. 
6  toU.  I-ondon.  I7lfl-20. 
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TIIE  BOY  AND  THE  MAJITLE. 


No  incident  h 


wtia  fiction, 


than  the  emploj^nent  of  some  magical  contrivance  ai 
tut  of  conjugal  fidelity,  or  of  constancy  in  love. 
nme  romances  of  the  Uound  Tabic,  and  tales  founded 
tt^oa  Uiem,  this  experiment  ta  performed  hy  raeaiu 
ather  of  an  enchanted  horn,  of  such  properties  that 
no  dishonoured  kuabaiid  oi'  unfalthlul  wife  can  drink 
from  it  nithout  epi!ting,or  of  a  mantle  which  will  fit 
none  but  chaste  women.  Tho  earliest  known  instances 
of  the  use  of  these  ordcab  ore  aflbnled  hy  the  Loi 
dn  Corn,  by  Robert  BiLez,  a  French  minstrel  of  the 
tvelflh  or  thirteenth  centurj-,  and  the  Fabliau  du 
Uanlel  Maulailli,  which,  in  the  opinion  of  a  competent 
erilic,  tiatcs  from  the  second  half  of  the  thirteenth  cen- 
vaj,  and  is  only  the  older  lay  worked  up  into  a  new 
ih^  (Wolf,  Ueber  die  Lais,  327,  sq.,  S42,  sq.)  We 
are  not  (o  suppose,  however,  that  ci^er  oftliese  pieces 
present!  us  with  ihe  primitive  form  of  this  humorous 
invention.  Kobert  Bikez  tells  ua  that  he  learned  his 
Wry  from  an  abbot,  and  that  "  noble  ccclesiiul"  stood 
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but  ooe  further  back  in  a  Ijne  of  trad!liou  wfak-li 
curiontT  will  DCTcr  Mow  to  iti  munce.  Wo  ahaU 
coiitr.Dt  ourselves  with  notidng  the  most  remaricable 
cases  oT  the  use  of  these  aiv)  similar  tAlismans  in  imagi- 
native Utemture. 

In  the  Rmnan  de  7Vu(an,a  cotopoiilioD  of  unknown 
aniiqui^.tlieft^ltyof  oeariyall  the  ladies  at  tho  eourt 
of  King  Marc  is  exposed  by  their  e^aiing  a  draught 
from  the  marvellous  horn,  (see  the  English  Mortt  Ar^ 
tAur,  Southe/s  ed.  i.  297.)  In  the  Roman  de  Pave- 
vol,  the  knights,  as  well  aa  the  ladies,  imdeigo  this  pro- 
batioa.  From  some  one  of  the  chivabous  ronuuices 
Ariosto  adopted  the  wonderful  veatcl  iato  his  Orlando, 
(xlii.  102,  Kj.,  xliii.  31,  !<q.,)  and  upon  his  narrative 
Id  Fontmne  Ibunded  the  tale  and  ihe  comedj  of  La 
Coupe  Enchanlie.  In  Germau,  we  have  two  versions 
of  the  same  story, — one,  an  episode  in  the  Kront  of 
Heinrich  vom  Tfirlein,  thought  to  have  been  borrowed 
from  the  Perceval  of  Chretien  de  Troyea,  {Die  Saye 
vom  Zaabcrbecher,  :n  Wolf,  Ueber  die  Laia,  373,)  and 
another,  which  we  have  not  seen,  in  Brans,  BeilrOgt 
zur  hritiichen  Bearbeilung  alfer  Handtchriflen,  ■a.  129 ; 
while  in  English,  it  is  represcnteil  by  the  highly  amu*- 
ing  "  bownl, "  which  we  are  about  to  print,  and  whieta 
we  hare  called  Tlie  Horn  of  King  AnhuT.  Tiie  fbnua 
of  the  tale  of  Uie  Mantle  are  not  so  numorons.  The 
fabliau  already  mentioned  waj  reduced  to  prose  in 
the  lixtuonth  century,  and  published  at  LyoiiB,  (in 
1677,)  as  Le  Manleau  mai  tailU,  (Legnuid's  Fabliaux, 
3d  cd.,i.  12S,)  and  under  this  title,  or  that  of  i«  Oiurt 
Mantel,  is  very  well  known.  An  old  fragment  (Dn* 
Ucmlef)  is  given  in  Hnupt  and  HolTmann's  Altdeulielte 
BlSUer,  ii>  31 T,  and  the  story  is  also  in  Bruns  Beilraw- 
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fartlj,  we  find  the  legends  of  the  honv  and  tbe  mande 
B  in  the  German  ballad  Die  AiiyUich%mg, 


{DeM  KatAen  Wunderhon,, 


9,)  find  in  the  Engliih 


faaltkd  of  ne  Bey  ttnd  The  MantU,  where  a  tnagiod 
kanfe  b  added  to  the  other  turiosties.  All  ibree  of 
theM,  b^  the  wa^,  are  claimed  by  ihe  Welsh  m  a  pari 
ef  the  imigraa  t£  AncieaC  Britain,  and  the  apeoial 
pniperty  of  Tegau  Eurvtoa,  the  wife  of  Caradog  with 
tbe  Mroag  arm.     (Jonea,  Bardie  Museum,  p.  49.) 

In  other  departmetita  of  ronianoo,  many  other  ob- 
jecta  are  endowed  iriih  the  tame  or  aa  analogoui  vir- 
tea.  In  Indjm  and  Persian  ^tory,  the  teat  of  inno- 
oenoe  ta  a  red  lotus-floner;  in  Amadit,  a  garland, 
nlueh  Sulea  on  the  brow  of  the  unfaithful ;  in  Peree- 
fvrtH,  a  rose.  The  Lag  of  ike  Itaie  in  Perce/oreit, 
ti  the  original  (according  to  Sohnudt)  of  the  mucb- 
praiaed  lale  of  Senec^,  Camiile,  ou  la  Maniire  dejiltr 
U  pcr/ak  Amour,  (16SS,) — in  which  a  magician  pre- 
MnM  a  jealooi  husband  irilh  a  portr^C  in  vax,  that 
irU  indieata  by  change  of  color  the  infidelity  of  his 
wife, — and  nggeited  the  same  device  in  the  twenty- 
fint  Dorel  of  Bandello,  (Port  Flr^t.)  on  the  tianslatinn 
ef  which  in  Paintei's  Palace  of  Pleasure,  (toI.  ii.  No. 
M,)  Ma»nger  (bunded  his  play  of  The  Piciure. 
A^ain,  in  the  tale  of  Zegn  A!a*man  and  the  Kitig  of 
th»  Grnii,  in  the  Arabian  Nighis,  the  means  of  proof 
it  a  mirror,  that  reflect*  only  the  image  d'  a  spotleaa 
■udeu ;  hi  that  of  the  carpenter  and  the  lung's  daugh- 
ter, in  the  Gesfa  Romanorwn,  (c.  69,)  a  shirt,  which 
r^oaini  clean  and  whole  as  long  as  both  parties  are 
trjtn ;  in  Paimrrin  of  England,  a  cnp  of  tears,  which 
becomes  dark  in  the  hands  of  an  incoDSlant  lover ;  in 
Ihe  Fairy   Quern,  the  femous  girdle  of  Florimel ;  in 
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Doveb  and  the  romances  of  chiTaliy."  See  Duxlop. 
History  of  Fiction^  London,  1814,  L  239,  sq. ;  Le- 
GRAND,  FabUavx^  3d  ed.,L  149,  sq.,  161 ;  Schmidt, 
Jakrbueher  der  LiteraJtur^  zxix.  121 ;  Wolf,  Uehcr 
die  Laisj  174-177;  and,  above  all,  Graesse'b 
Sagenkreise  des  MiiteUdters,  185,  sq. 

The  Boy  and  the  Mantle  was  **  printed  verbatun" 
from  the  Percy  MS.,  in  the  Rdiquee  of  Ancient  Eng- 
Uak  Poetry,  in.  88. 


THE  BOr  AND   THE  MANTI.S. 


In  tlie  third  day  of  May, 
To  Carleile  did  oome 
A  kind  curteoas  child, 
That  cold  much  of  wisdome. 

A  kirtle  and  a  mantle 
This  child  had  uppon, 
With  hrouchesiand  ringes 
Full  richelye  hedone. 

lie  had  a  sute  of  silke 
About  his  middle  drawne ; 
Without  he  cold  of  curtesye, 
He  thought  itt  much  shame. 

"  G\>1  sjhhhI  thoe.  King  Arthur* 
Sitting:  at  thv  moate : 
And  the  gxxvllv  Queone  Guencver 
1  t^nnott  her  tor^Ml. 

*'*  1  toll  >  tM),  lo:>ls,  in  this  hall, 
1  holt  ■  >  on  hH  lo  htHsio, 

« 


Vn     •  :»*^i.')t<^      f  ♦•oj.r,^      '  n>-ir«rm'. 
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He  palled  Cottii  a  pretty  loanLle, 
Betweene  two  nuI-shellR. 

"  Have  thou  lioro,  King  Arthur, 
Haye  thou  I.eere  of  mee  ; 
Give  itt  10  thy  comely  queene, 
Shapen  as  itt  b  alreadye. 

Itt  shall  never  become  that  wiSe, 
That  hath  once  done  amis&e  : "  — 
Then  every  knight  in  tlie  king^  court 
Began  to  care  for  his.* 

Forth  came  dame  Guenever ; 
To  the  mantle  shee  her  hied;^ 
The  ladye  shcc  wm  newfangle, 
Butyett  shee  was  affrayd. 

When  shee  had  taken  the  mantle, 
She  stoode  as  c^liee  had  beene  madd ; 
It  WAS  from  the  loji  to  the  U>e, 
As  aheeres  had  itt  sbread. 


I   One  while  was  it  giile,^ 
Another  while  nas  itt  gi-eene; 
Another  wliile  vrsn  it  wadded ; 
HI  itt  did  tier  beseeme. 


Shee  threw  downe  Uie  mantle, 
That  bright  was  of  blee  j 
And  fast,  witii  a  redd  rudd, 
To  her  chamber  can  shoe  flee. 

Craddocke  called  forth  his  lady e, 
And  bade  her  come  in ; 
Suitli,  "  Wlnne  tlib  mantle,  lad^ 
With  a  little  dinne. 

Winne  this  mantle,  ladje, 
Aod  it  Ediul  be  thine, 
If  thou  never  did  aniisee 
Since  thou  wast  mine." 

Forth  cnme  Craddookea  ladye, 
Shortly e  and  anon  ; 
But  boMlye  W  Ihe  mantle 
Then  is  shee  gone. 

When  she  had  lane  the  mantle, 

And  cast  it  her  about, 

Upp  at  her  great  loe 

It  began  to  crinkle  and  crowt : 

Shee  said,  "  Bo  we  downe,  mantle. 

And  Bliame  me  not  for  nought. 

Once  I  did  amisee, 

1 1«U  you  certainlye. 

When  I  kist  Craddockes  mouth 

Under  a  greens  tree ; 
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Then  was  sbee  bare 
'  Before  all  the  rout' 

Then  every  knight, 
That  wiis  in  tlic  kings  <xiurt, 
Ttilked,  luughcd.'  uud  aliowted 
Full  Di\  alt  that  sporL 

Shee  threw  downe  the  mantle, 
That  bright  was  of  blee  ; 
Fast,  with  a  red  rudd. 
To  her  chamber  can  sliee  llee. 

Forth  caiae  oa  old  knight. 
Pattering  ore  a  creede, 
And  he  preferred  lo  this  title  boy 
Twenty  marker  M  hia  raeude, 

And  all  the  time  of  the  CiiriBtmosse, 

Willinglye  to  ffeede  i 

For  why,  this  matitJe  might 

Doe  his  wiffe  some  need. 

When  she  had  lone  the  mnntle, 
Of  eloth  that  was  nuide, 
tJBliee  had  no  more  Mi  on  her. 
Bat  a  tassell  and  it  ilireed  : 
len  every  knight  in  [he  kings  court 
e  evill  might  shee  speed. 

US,   '     lBU|{iid. 
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Then  spiike  tlie  little  boy, 
That  ke[it  (he  mantle  in  bold ; 
Sajea,  "  ICing,  cboetea  lUy  wiffe, 
Of  her  words  shee  is  to  bold ; 

Sheo  is  a  bitch  nnd  a  witch, 
And  a  whore  trold ; 
King,  in  ill  i  no  owne  hall 
Thou  art  a  cuckold." 

The  little  bo/  stoode 
Looking  out  a  dore  ; 
'And  tliere  «a  he  was  lookinge 
He  was  ware  of  a  wyld  bore.' 

He  was  ware  of  a  w/Id  bore, 
Wold  have  werrjed  a  loan  : 
He  puUd  forth  a  wood  kniife, 
Fast  tliither  that  he  ran  ; 
He  brought  in  the  borea  head, 
And  quilted  hiui  like  a  man. 

He  brought  in  the  bores  head, 

And  was  wonderous  bold : 

He  said  there  was  never  a  cuckolds  knifle 

Carre  in  that  cold. 

Some  rubbed  their  knives 
Uppon  a  whetstone: 
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Some  threw  them  under  the  table, 
And  Baid  they  had  none. 


King  Arthur  and  ihc  child 
Stood  looking  tliem  upon  i 
All  their  knives  edges 
Turned  backe  ogaine. 

Craddoche  hod  a  little  knive 

Of  iron  and  of  eiteele  ; 

He  britled'iheboi'eg  head 

Wondei'ous  weele, 

l^t  every  knight  in  the  kings  court 

Had  a  moraselL 


The  little  boy  hud  a  hoi-ue, 
Of  red  gold  that  range : 
He  Baid  there  was  "  noe  cuckolde 
Shall  drinke  of*  my  home, 
But  he  ebold  it  sheede, 
Either  behind  or  beforne." 

Some  sbedd  on  theli-  shoulder, 

And  aorae  on  iLeii'  knee; 

He  that  cold  noL  hjtt  his  mouthe. 

Put  it  in  his  eye: 

And  he  that  vaa  a  cudcold 

Every  man  might  him  see. 


MS. 
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Craddocke  wan  the  homey 
And  the  bores  head : 
His  ladie  wan  the  mantle 
Unto  her  meede. 
Eveiye  such  a  lovely  ladje 
Qod  send  her  well  to  speede 
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MS.  Ajlimolfl,  fil,  ful.  iti  to  61. 


Tms  amusing  piece  was  first  poWUhed  entire  in 
Bartshorne's  Ancient  Mtlrieal  TaUi,  p.  209,  but  witli 
great  inaocaracies.  It  is  there  called  The  Cohcotds 
Dawme.  A  few  estmcte  Lad  previously  been  ^ven 
from  the  MS.,  in  the  Notca  lo   Or/eo  and  HeuroiiU, 

^m  Laing**  Early  Popular  Poeirg  of  Scotland.  Mr. 
Wfiglit  coutribuled  a  correcleiJ  oUilion  to  Karajan's 
Jl'milingsgabe  fSr  Freunde  Olienr  Literalar,  p.  !7. 
'Tbat  work  not  being  at  liic  iiiouii^nt  ohtainabk,  the 
Editor  was  saved  from  the  not'essit/  of  reprinting  or 
amending  a  faulty  text,  by  the  kindness  of  J.  O.  Hal- 
iiwell,  Esq.,  who  sent  htm  a  collation  uf  Hartahorne's 
copy  with  the  Oxford  manuscript.  [Mr.  Wright's  text 
I  hu  proved,  on  comparison,  to  dlQer  in  only  a  fi^w 
it  particulnn.J 

All  that  wyll  of  solas  lere, 
Herkyns  now,  and  je  scholl  here, 

And  je  kane  vnderstond  ; 
Off  a  bowi-U  I  wyll  jou  schew, 
Thill  ys  fiill  gode  und  trew, 

That  fell  some  lyrao  in  Ynglond. 
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Kynge  Arlhour  waa  off  grele  honour, 
Off  cflstcllis  and  of  rnuii)-  a  loure, 

And  fail  wyde  ikiiow  j 
A  gode  eniiiraple  I  wjll  jou  sey. 
What  chause  Lefuli  hym  omit;  u  dey ; 

Herkyn  to  my  saw ! 

Cohwoldes  he  louyd,  as  I  jou  ply]t; 

He  hoTiouryil  them,  both  dey  and  nygbtj  i 

In  all  maner  of  ihytig ; 
And  as  I  rude  iii  story. 
He  was  kokwold  sykerly  j 

Ffor  Mthe  il  is  no  lesyug. 

Herkyne,  seres,  what  I  sey ; 
Her  may  }e  here  solas  and  pl^y* 

Iff  )c  wyll  lake  gode  hede ; 
Kyng  Artliour  had  a  bugyll  horn, 
That  ever  mour  stod  hym  be  fom, 

Were  so  that  ever  he  jede. 

Ffor  when  he  was  at  the  bord  sette,' 
Anon  (he  home  schutd  be  fette, 

Ther  off  that  he  myghl  dryiik ; 
Ffor  mycliK  enifte  he  coulh  tJiereby, 
And  olte  tymes  the  treuth  he  sey ; 

Nou  other  conlli  he  thynke. 

Iff  any  cokwoIJ  drynke  of  it, 
Spyll  he  si'liiild,  withouten  lettet 


ThcrTor  the!  wer  not  glade ; 
Gret  dispj  te  iliei  bud  ibt-i-by, 
Because  it  dj-de  them  viloay, 

And  made  them  oft  tonnes  gade. 

Wben  the  kyng  wold  hafe  solas, 
The  bugyll  was  felt'  into  the  plits, 

To  make  solas  and  game  ; 
And  than  chimgjd  the  eokwoldes  chere  ; 
The  kyng  Uiem  callyd  (erre  and  nere, 

Lordynges,  by  iher  name. 

Than  men  myght  se  game  inow^e, 
Wben  every  cokwold  on  other  leu)o, 

And  jit  Ihei  schamyd  sore : 
Where  euer  the  cokwoldes  wer  sought, 
Befor  the  kyng  thei  were  broiiglit. 

Both  lesse  and  more. 

Kyng  Arthour  than,  verament, 
Ordeynd,  tlifow  hys  awne  assent, 

lisoih  a3  I  jow  sey, 
The  tahiill  doi-niounte  withoiiten  letle ; 
Ther  at  tlie  cokwoldes  iver  sette, 

To  have  solas  and  pley. 

Ffor  at  the  Irard  schuld  be  non  other 
Bol  euery  cnkwold  and  hys  brother  ;' 
To  t«U  Uvutli  I  must  nede^  ; 
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And  when  ihe  cokwoldes  wer  sette, 
Garlandea  of  wjlos  scliulil  be  felte, 
And  sett  tjiod  tlier  hedea. 

Off  the  best  mete,  wlthoule  leajngt 
That  Btode  ou  bord  befor  llie  kj'Dg, 

Both  feiT  and  nere, 
To  the  cokwoldes  he  sent*  anon. 
And  bad  Ihem  be  glad  eueryclion, 

Ffor  his  sake  make  gode  chere. 

And  Beyd,  "  Lordyngs,  for  ;our  lyues, 
Be  neuer  ibe  wrotber  with  jour  wyuM, 

FIbr  DO  manner  of  nede  : 
Off  women  c-om  duke  and  kjng  : 
1  )ow  tell  without  lesyng. 

Of  them  com  owre  manhed. 

So  it  befell  serleiily. 

The  duke  off  Glosseter  com  in  hyje. 

To  the  oourle  wiih  fnll  gret  myjht; 
He  was  reseyued  at  ihe  kyngs  palys. 
With  mych  honour  and  grete  Bolas, 

With  loi-da  that  wer«  well  dygjhi. 

With  the  kyng  thei-  dyde  he  dwell, 
Bot  how  long  I  can  not  tell, 

Therof  knaw  I  non  name  ; 
Off  kyng  Anbour  a  wonder  cose, 
Frendes,  heikyns  bow  it  was, 

F'for  now  begyned  game. 
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Vppoa  a  dey,  withouten  letto, 
TLe  duke  with  the  kyng  was  selLe, 

At  mete  n-iih  mykill  pride; 
H«  lukyil  abowte  wouder  fiiste, 
Hys  Bjghl  on  euery  syde  he  caste 

To  them  that  aat«  besyde. 

The  kyng  ospyed  the  ei'le  anon, 
And  fast  he  lowjhe  the  erie  Tpon, 

And  bad  be  schuld  be  glad  i 
And  yet,  for  all  hys  grute  honour, 
Cokwold  was  Kyug  Arlhour, 

Ne  galle  nod  he  had. 

So  at  the  last,  the  duke  he  brayd, 
And  to  the  kyng  thcs  wordes  sayd ;' 

He  myght  no  lender  tbrliere  j 
"  Syr,  what  hath  thes  men  don, 
Tliat  eyche  gorlondes  thei  were  vpon  P 

TTiat  akyll  wold  I  lere." 

The  kyng  eeyd  the  erle  to, 
"  Syr,  non  hurt«  they  haue  do, 

Pfor  thb  was  thru;h  a  dians. 
Sert«3  Ihei  be  fre  men  all, 
Ffor  non  of  thum  hath  no  gaU  ; 

Thetfor  (his  is  ther  penans. 

"Therwyvea  lialh  ben  mcreLondabnll, 
And  of  ther  ware  compeoitbull ; 
:  MS.  (puke. 
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Mctliinke  it  is  non  Iterme; 
A  mftQ  of  lufe  ibat  »¥old  ihem  craue, 
HasLdy  he  svhiM  it  Iitiue, 

Ffor  thei  coutL  not  hym  wern. 

"  All  ibejT  wyves,  sykerlyke, 
Hath  ysyd  the  backetysyke,' 

Whyll  thes  men  were  oulo  ; 
And  ofte  they  haue  diaw  that  draught, 
To  vse  well  ihe  lechers  crafl. 

With  rubyng  of  ther  toute. 

"  8yr,"  he  seyd,  "  now  liaue  I  redd  j 
Ete  we  now,  and  luikkc  ts  glad, 

And  euery  man  He  care;" 
The  duke  seyd  to  hyrn  anon, 
"  Than  be  ihei  cokwokks,  everychon : " 

The  kyug  aeyd,  "  hold  tiie  there." 

The  kyng  than,  after  ihe  erlys  word, 
Send  to  the  cokwolds  bord. 

To  make  them  uiei-y  among, 
All  manner  of  myuslralay, 
To  glad  the  cokwolds  by  and  by 

With  herpe,  fydell,  and  aong  : 

And  bod  ihem  take  no  grefie. 

Bot  all  with  loue  and  with  letfc, 

Euery  man  .*.  with  other; 
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Ffor  iiAer  mete,  williout  Oistnns, 
The  cock  wolds  scbuld  together  donse, 
Euery  man  wilh  hya  brother. 

Than  began  n  noball  game  : 
The  cockwald*  together  came' 

Beforthe  erlu  and  tlie  kjTigj 
In  skerlet  kyrtella  over  one. 
The  cokwoidea  stodyn  eiierychon, 

Bedy  mto  tba  dansyng. 

Than  seyd  the  k3Tig  in  hyc, 
"  Go  (yll  my  bugyll  bastely. 

And  bryng  it  lo  my  bond. 
I  wyll  Bsey  with  n  gyne 
All  the  cokwolds  that  lier  is  in  ; 

To  know  ihem  wyll  I  fond." 

Tlian  eeyd  the  erie,  "  for  charyte, 
In  whftt  skyll,  lell  me, 

A  cokwold  may  I  know  ?  " 
To  the  erle  the  kyng  aiisuerd, 
"  Syr,  be  myn  here  berd, 

Thou  3chall  iie  williin  a  ihrow." 

The  bugyll  was  brought  the  kyng  (o  bond. 
Then  seyd  the  kyng,  "  I  vnderslond. 

Thys  home  that  je  here  se, 
'llier  is  no  cockwold,  fer  ne  nere, 
Hei-e  of  to  drynke  haib  no  power. 

As  wydu  M  Crystiimlc. 

1  Wriffht  ha-.  '111111™* 
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"  Bot  he  scliall  spyll  nn  Piicry  syilc  ; 
Ffor  any  cas  that  nmy  hetyde, 

SclmU  non  therof  aranse." 
And  jit,  for  all  hys  gvete  honour, 
Hymsiilfe,  noble  kyng  Arthour, 

Hath  ibrteynd  oyvhe  a,  t^hans. 

"  SjT  erle,"  he  seyd,  "  take  and  begyn. 
He  seyd,  **  nay,  be  BcynC  Austyn, 

Th&t  wer  to  me  vylony  ; 
Not  for  all  a  reme  to  wyn, 
Befor  you  I  schiild  bi:gya, 

Ffor  honour  off  my  curtassy." 

Kyng  Arthour  thcr  he  toke  the  honif 
And  dyde  as  he  was  wont  beforn, 

Boliher'wa;^  )it  gon  a  gyle: 
He  trend  to  haue  di-onke  of  the  best) 
Bot  sone  he  spyllyd  on  hys  brest, 

Within  a  lytell  whyle. 

The  cokvroldes  lokjd  irhe  on  other. 

And  thought  llie  kyn|r  was  iheir  own  brolHer, 

And  glad  ihei  wcr  of  that : 
"  He  hath  vs  soomjd  many  a  tyme, 
And  now  he  is  a  cokwold  lyae, 

To  were  a  cofcwoldes  linte." 


The  quene  was  thcraf  Gchamyd  sora ; 
Sche  changyd  hyr  colour  lesse  and  mat 
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And  wnld  iiniie  ben  a  wej. 
Therwilh  the  kyng  gno  hyr  bplwld. 
And  eeyil  he  schuH  netier  be  so  bold, 

The  soth  agene  to  spy. 

"  Cnkwoldes  no  moui'  I  wyl!  lepreuc, 
PfoT  I  ame  one,  and  a-ske  no  ieue, 

Pfor  all  my  reiilcs  and  londys. 
Lordyng^  all  now  may  je  know 
That  I  may  dunce  in  the  (sokwold  row. 

And  btke  jou  by  tlie  bundea." 

Than  seyd  tliei  all  at  a  word. 

That  cokwolik's  scliitld  begynne  ihe  bor 

Aud  ^t  liye.'^t  in  the  huUe. 
"  Go  ive,  lordytigs,  all  [and]  same, ' 
And  dant'e  to  make  vs  gle  and  gitme, 

Ffor  cokwolds  bane  no  galle." 

And  after  that  8one  anon, 

The  kyng  causyd  the  cokwolds  ycbon 

To  wesch  withoiitea  les  j 
Ffor  ought  ibat  euer  may  betyde, 
He  sett  them  by  bya  awne  syde, 

Vp  at  the  hyje  dese. 

The  kyng  hymaelff  a  giirlotid  fette; 
Uppon  hys  hede  he  it  setie, 

Ffor  it  myght  be  non  other, 
And  seyd,  "  Lordyngs,  sykerly, 

I  WriKlitliu.  sarnme. 
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Wii  be  afl  dT*  fiejij  ; 
I  ■»«  )o<ir  «wne  brotbrr. 

-  Sc  JbcH  Ci7«t  tfaat  b  aba* 
TlMt  tnaa  uigfat  me  gode  loAt 

Tbu  ley  hj  my  qnene : 
I  wer  worth)'  b^m  to  bonoor, 
Both  In  Often  and  to  lowre, 

With  rede,  akerlel  sod  grens. 

"  Ffbr  him  he  hdpjd,  when  I  waa  fbflh. 
To  chcr  my  wj'Te  and  make  her  myrtb  ; 

Ffor  nomen  louyn  wele  pley  j 
And  lln.Tfor,  wrys,  hnue  je  no  dowie 
Bot  nuiny  scluill  dnncc  in  ihe  cokivoldes  rowtO) 

Both  by  nyght  and  dey. 

"  And  llierefor,  lordyngs,  lake  no  care ; 
Miike  wo  mery  ;  fur  nothing  spare  ; 

All  brellier  in  one  rowte." 
Than  iha  cokwoldes  wer  full  blylhe, 
And  tlmiikyd  God  a  hundred  sytb, 

Ffor  »oth  wilhoulen  dowte, 

Enoiy  cokwold  seyd  lo  olher. 

"  l^yS  Arihour  is  onr  nwne  brother, 

Thi-rfor  wo  may  be  biyili : " 
Tho  erie  oft'  tilowsydir  venunenl, 
Toke  hys  If  uu,  and  liome  he  weute, 

Aiid  Quuikyd  Uie  kyng  fi^ie  sythe. 
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Kyng  Artliour  lived  at  Karl^on 

Witli  hj-s  cok wolds  euerycLon, 

And  mude  botli  gam  utid  gle 


A  knyght  ther  was  withouten  lea, 
That  seruyd  at  the  kynga  des, 

Syr  Coraeua  hyght  he  ; 
He  made  tbis  gest  in  hjR  gam, 
And  named  it  aSler  bys  awne  name. 

In  herpjng  or  other  gle. 

And  after,  nobull  kyng  Anhour 
Ljued  and  dyed  with  honour, 

Ab  many  bath  don  Bcnne, 
Both  cokwoldes  and  other  mo ; 
God  gyff  vs  grace  that  we  may  go 

To  heuyu  I     Amen,  Amen. 

1  lift  nl  gfcHtlyQn.     >  TLree  Ifcea  omittefl  la  MS. 


FBAGMENT  OF  THE   MARRIAGE   OF    SIR 
GAWAINE. 

From  Percy's  RtHpitt,  iJl  108. 

This  ii  oue  of  Ibe  few  ballads  conlained  in  the 
Percy  MS.,  whicU  we  have  the  pleaaure  of  poaKSS- 
ing  oa  it  'a  there  written.  Having  firat  submilteil 
00  improved  copy,  "  with  large  conjectural  suppte- 
ments  and  con-eclioos,"  Percy  added  this  old  Cwig- 
metit  at  the  end  of  the  valame :  "  liteiull;  and  exact- 
ly [irinied,  with  all  ite  defeuta,  inaLxiiraciea,  and  er- 
ratn,"  in  order,  as  he  tiiuniphanlly  remai'ks,  "  that 
aui:h  auBtare  antiquariea  as  complin  that  the  aocient 
copiea  hare  not  been  always  rigidly  adhered  to,  may 
oec  bow  unfit  for  publication  many  of  tlie  pieces 
would  have  been,  if  all  the  blunders,  coiruptionB,  and 
nonsense  of  illiterate  reciters  and  transcribers  had 
been  mipenti doubly  retained,  mthout  some  attempt  to 
correct  and  amend  them." 

'■  This  ballad '  the  Editor  of  the  Reliquei  goes  on 
to  say,  "  baa  most  unfortunately  suflTcred  by  having 
half  of  every  leaf  in  Ibia  part  of  the  SIS.  torn  away ; 
and,  as  about  nine  stanzas  generally  occur  in  the 
balf'pftge  now  remaining,  it  is  concluded  ihat  the 
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other  half  contiuned  nearly  the  same  niimlicr  of  iCan- 
cas."  Tlie  ftory  may  be  sp^n,  unmutilaled  and  in  an 
form,  In  Madijcn's  Si/r  Giima'jne,  p.  298,  The 
'td'ltpige  of  Syr  Gaicen  and  Dame  RagntU. 
The  tranifbrmation  on  which  the  ston'  \\iTHi  \s 
ind  also  in  Cbauoer's  Wife  of  Baih'n  I'aie.  in  Gow- 
ert  tale  of  Florent  and  Iht  King  of  Sicilg's  Daugh- 
ter; iConfemo  Anuinli»,  Book  I.)  in  the  ballarl  of 
King  Henry  (page  MT  of  this  volume)  ;  and  in  an 
Icelandic  aoga  of  the  Danish  kin<;  Hctgius,  quoted  by 
his  illustrations  to  King  Ilcnry,  Mirislrrlsy,  iii. 


Voltaire  has  employed  the  same  idea  in  hia  Ce  qut 
fbSl  aut  Datna,  but  whence  he  borrowed  it  we  are 
imable  to  say. 

Worked  over   by  some   baJlad-mongLT   of  the  rix- 
f,  and  of  couriB  reduced  to  ilipli- water, 
innd  ita  way  inlo  The  Croion  Garland  of 
\  OoMm  Rosa,  Part  L  p.  68  (Percy  Society,  vol.  vi.), 


I  6^  a  Knight  and  a  Faire  flryin. 


KiNGE  Arthur  Hues  in  merry  Carleile, 
i  An4  eeemely  ia  to  see  ; 
[  And  there  he  hath  with  bim  Queene  Gericver, 

That  bride  so  bright  of  blee. 


I  And  there  he  hath  with  him  Queene  Ger 

I  That  bride  Hoe  bright  in  bower  ■, 

I  And  all  hia  barons  about  liim  sloode^ 

I  That  were  both  sliiTe  and  slowre. 
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TliQ  King  kept  a  royall  Clmfitmasse, 
or  mirth  &  gi'eat  lionor ; 

[_About  nine  stamas  wanting.^ 

"  And  bring  me  word  wliat  thing  it  is 

That  women '  most  desire : 

This  sUoltiti  ihy  rausome,  Arthur,"  he  si 
"  For  lie  haue  no  other  hier." 

King  Arthur  tlien  held  vp  his  hand, 
According  thene  as  was  the  law  ; 
He  looke  his  leaue  of  Uie  baron  there. 
And  homword  can  he  draw. 

And  when  he  cnme  to  merry  Carlile, 

To  hid  chamber  he  b  gone  ; 

And  ther  came  to  liim  his  cozen.  Sir  Gawaine, 

As  he  did  make  his  mone. 


And  tiiere  came  to  him  his  cozen.  Sir  Gawaine,' 

That  W!U  a  curteoua  knight ; 
"  Why  sigh  you  sou  sore,  vnukle  Arthur,"  lie  saiil, 
"Or  who  hath  done  lliee  vnright?" 

**  0  pence !  o  peace  !  thou  gentle  Gawaine,    . 
Tliat  fuire  may  thee  betTaLl ; 
For  if  thou  knew  my  sighing  soe  deepe. 
Thou  wold  not  meruule  att  all. 
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''*  Ffor  wheo  I  came  to  Teame-wadlingy 
A  bold  barren  there  I  fand ; 
With  a  great  club  vpon  liis  backe, 
Staiidhig  sfiife  «&  strong. 

^  And  he  asked  me  wether  I  wold  fight 
Or  from  him  I  shold  be  gone ; 
Or  else 'I  must  him  a  ransome  paj, 
And  soe  depart  him  from. 

*^  To  fight  with  him  I  saw  noe  cause, 
Me  thought  it  was  not  meet ; 
For  he  was  stiffe  and  strong  with  all ; 
His  strokes  were  nothing  sweete. 

**  Therefor  this  is  mj  ransome,  Gawaine, 
I  ought  to  him  to  pay  ; 
I  must  come  againe,  as  I  am  swome, 
Vpon  the  Newjeers  day. 

**  And  I  must  bring  him  word  what  thing  it  is 

[^Alfout  nine  stanzcu  wantingS\ 

Then  King  Arthur  drest  him  for  to  ryde, 
In  one  soe  riche  array, 
Towards  the  foresaid  Tearne-wadling, 
That  he  might  keepe  liis  day. 

And  as  he  rode  over  a  more, 
Hee  see  a  lady,  where  shee  sate, 

lis.    1  0  else. 


Hen  then  ■•  •hoU  hm.Tt  stood  her  moaih, 
TiMn  Ibera  ww  sett  her  eje ; 
The  other  WM  in  her  ToriteMl  Gut, 
The  wsjr  ilint  ahe  migbt  tee. 

IW  now  iTBB  erocdted,  &  turmt  oiilwaid. 
Her  mouUi  ttooii  foule  a-wry ; 
A  wan«  formed  Lulj  (ben  fthee  wmp, 
Neuer  nuui  iiaw  with  his  eje. 

To  hakh  vpon  Itim,  King  Anliur, 
Thi'a  htdy  wa«  full  fmnc ; 
Bui  King  Artliur  had  forgott  his  lesson, 
Wluit  lie  sliold  Miy  againe. 


"  Whttl  kni[;lit  art  thou,"  the  lady  ntyd, 
••  That  wih  not  speake  to  roe  ? 
Of  me  [be]  thou  nothing  dismayd, 
Tliu  I  be  Tgly  to  see. 

"  For  I  hane  halched  you  curteouslje, 
And  you  will  not  me  agnine; 
Veit  I  may  lijiji|ien,  Sir  knight,"  shee  eaid, 
■'  To  auea  tliee  of  lliy  pmne," 

'  Giue  thuu  eiuQ  me,  lady,"  he  etud, 
'  Or  lieipe  me  wiy  thing, 
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Tlwu  sbilt  liane  gcnile  Guwiuae.  my  cozea, 
Aiii]  nuirry  bim  with  a  ring." 

l*Wliy  if  I  helpe  thee  noi,  thou  noble  King  At- 
tliiir, 
or  thy  ownc  hearu  ili^ringe, 

Of  gentle  Gswtune 

[^About  nint  stanzas  wanting.'\ 

And  wheu  he  came  lo  the  Tearue-wadling, 
The  baron  there  cold  he  finde  ;' 
With  a  great  wenjion  on  bis  burke, 
Siondinge  stifle  and  sti-ongo. 

And  then  he  tooke  King  Artliur^  letters  in  hip 

haude. 
And  away  he  cold  them  fling  ; 
And  then  he  puld  out  n  good  brnvrne  sword, 
And  ciyd  himsetfe  a  king. 

And  he  sayd,  "  I  hane  tliee,  A.  tby  land,  Ar- 
thur, 
To  doe  U5  it  picasetb  ine  ; 
For  th!s  is  not  thy  ransome  sure, 
Tlwrfoni  yeeld  thee  to  me." 


And  then  bespuke  him  noble  Artliu 
And  bude  hini  bold  bi»  hand  ;' 
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"And  give  me  leave  to  speake  my  min(i, 
In  defence  of  all  my  land," 

He  said,  "as  I  came  oTera^more, 
I  see  a  lady,  where  sliee  sate, 
Betwccne  an  oka  &  a  gi'eeo  hgllen  ; 
Shee  wa?  clad  in  red  scarlelte. 

"  And  she  says  a  woman  will  haue  her  will,  | 
And  lliiB  is  all  lier  cheef  desire  ; 
Doe  rae  riglit,  as  thou  art  a  baron  of  sdul^f 
This  is  Uiy  ransorae,  &  all  thy  hyer." 


He  sajes,  "an  early  vengeance  light  > 
She  walkea  on  yonder  more ; 
It  was  my  sisier,  thai  lolU  thee  this, 
She  b  a  misshapen  lioru. 


"  But  heer  He  mnke  mine  avow  to  God, 
To  do  her  an  euill  turne  ; 
For  an  euer  I  may  thate  fowie  tlieefe  get^  i 
In  a  ijer  I  will  her  bnme," 


lAhoutn 


inrns  Kanli»g,l 


i    SECOND    TART. 


Sir  Loncelott,  &  Sir  Steven,  bold. 
They  rode  with  them  that  day ; 
US.  I  The. 
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And  die  formost  of  the  compaDj, 
There  rodo  the  steward  Kmv. 

Soe  did  Sir  Banler,  &  Sir  Bore, 

Sir  Grarrett  with  them,  soe  gay ; 

Soe  did  Sir  Tristeram,  that  gentle  kniglit^ 

To  the  forrest,  firesh  &  gaj. 

And  when  he  came  to  the  greene  forrerit, 
Yndemeath  a  greene  hoU  j  tree. 
Their  sate  that  ladj  in  red  scarlet. 
That  ^"nseemly  was  to  see. 

Sir  Kay  beheld  this  ladvs  face, 

And  looked  vppon  her  suire,  — 
"  Whosoeuer  kisses  this  lady,"  he  saj&v. 
^  Of  hb  kisse  he  stands  in  feare !  " 

Sir  Kay  beheld  the  ladj  againe, 

And  looked  vpon  her  snout ; 
**  Who>oeuer  kisses  this  ladj,"  he  saies, 
"  Of  his  kisse  he  stands  in  doubt ! " 

"  Peace,  cozen  Kay,"  then  s^d  Sir  Grawaiim, 
"  Amend  thee  of  thy  life  ; 

For  there  is  a  knight  amongst  us  all, 

That  must  marry  her  to  his  wife." 

•*  What !  wedd  her  to  wiffe,''  then  said  Sir  Kay, 
^  In  the  diuells  name  anon, 
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GelL  me  a  wifiu  wUercere  I  may. 
For  I  luul  rather  be  slaiae  I " 

Tbensotiie'iooke  vp  their  liawkes  in  hasl*  I 
And  some  tooke  vp  tUoir  LountU ; 
And  some  sware  they  woiil  not  marry  her,  * 
For  cilly  nor  for  lowne. 

Aud  Uien  Lespiike  him  nobk-  King  Arthui^d 
And  swai'e  llii;re,  "  by  liiis  day, 
For  a  litle  Toulc  siglit  &  misliking, 

[_Aliout  nine  tlanzoi  toanlinffJ] "% 

Then  ^e«  ^d,  "  choose  thee,  gentle  Gawaine, 
Truth  as  I  doe  say  ; 

Wedicr  lliou  wilt  liaue  me  in  dm  liknedse.  , 
In  the  night,  or  eUe  in  the  day." 

Aud  then  bcs{iake  him  gentle  Gawaine, 
With  one  50C  mild  of  moode  ; 
Sayes,  "  well  I  know  wb»[  I  wold  say, 
God  graul  k  may  be  good  ! 

"  To  Laue  ihee  fowle  in  the  night. 
When  I  with  ihee  shoW  play  — 
Yet  I  liad  rather,  if  I  might, 
llaue  tliee  fuwle  in  the  day." 

-What,  whm   lurdi  goc- with  llier   feires,"^ahee 


"  itoUi  lo  llic  all!  iiaA  wine  ; 
Ala^  I  llii.-n  I  inudi  bj-di^  my  scire, 
I  muai  nut  goc  wiLhimie." 

And  [h«n  bespake  bim  gentle  Guwaine, 
Snid,  "  LsAy,  (liaU  Liil  n  skill ; 
And  because  tUou  art  niy  ownc  lady, 
Thou  Bhalt  haue  nil  thy  will." 

Then  she  said,  "  blessed  be   tliou,  gentle  G* 

waine, 
This  day  tliut  I  tliee  see  ; 
For  u?  tliou  sec  me  all  this  time, 
From  bciicforth  I  vvil  be. 

"  Sly  r»[hcr  was  aii  old  kniglit. 
And  yett  it  chanced  see, 
Tliai  be  married  ayounge  lady, 
That  brought  me  to  tlii^  wof. 

"  Shec  wiiched  me,  being  a  liiire  young  lady, 
To  the  greene  forreat  lo  dwell  i 
And  iherc  I  must  mdke  in  u'omiins  likne^se, 
aio^t  like  a  feeind  of  hell. 

"  She  witched  my  brotlier  to  u  earlist  li  .  .  .  . 

[^About  nine  stanza*  ipanfinff.'] 

That  looked  eoe  foulc,  jind  that  w:i>  wont 
Ou  the  wild  more  (o  goe. 
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"Come  kisse  her,  brolhtr  Kfiy,"  thuii  eaiA  f 

Gawaine, 
"And  amend  Uie  of  thy  liffe  ; 

I  sweare  lliis  is  ihe  same  lady 

That  I  marryed  lo  my  wiffe." 

Sir  Kay  kissed  Uiat  liidy  brigbt, 
Standing  vpon  his  fieete  ; 
He  Bwore,  as  he  was  trew  knight. 
The  spice  was  tieuer  soe  swoele. 

"  Well,  cozen  Gawaine,"  aayes  Sir  Kay, 
"  Thy  chance  is  fallen  arright ; 

For  thou  host  gotten  one  of  the  &irest  maids, 

I  euer  saw  with  my  Sight-" 

"  It  ia  my  fortune,"  said  Sir  Gawaine ; 
"  For  my  vnckle  Arthurs  sake, 

I  am  glad  as  grosse  wold  be  of  nune, 

Great  joy  that  I  may  take." 

Sir  Gawaine  tooke  the  lady  by  the  one  arme, 
Sir  Kay  tooke  her  by  the  lotlier  ; 
They  led  her  straight  to  King  Arthur, 
As  they  were  brother  and  brother. 

King  Arthur  welcomed  them  there  ail, 
And  soe  did  lady  Geneuer,  his  queene  ; 
With  all  Ihe  knights  of  the  Round  Table, 
Most  seemly  to  be  seene. 
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King  Arthur  beheld  that  ladj  faire, 
That  was  soe  faire  &  bright ; 
He  thanked  Christ  in  Trinity 
For  Sir  Gawaine,  that  gentle  knight. 
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Soe  did  the  knights,  both  more  and  lesse, 
Rejoyced  all  that  day, 
For  the  good  chance  that  hapened  was 
To  Sir  Gawaine  and  his  lady  gay. 


KING  ARTHUR'S  DKATH. 

A   yKAGUElTT. 


"  Thb  Bubject  of  ibis  balkd  is  evidenti}-  taken  fi<>io 
the  (dd  romance  J/ur(e  .driAur,  Uul  irifh  somo  vari- 
B^ons,  especially  in  the  tonduding  slarizas;  in  which 
the  Bulbor  seems  ratlicr  to  fullow  the  tradition*  of  the 
oW  Wulih  Bards,  who  ■  bclicveil  that  King  Arthur 
was  not  diad,  but  tonvdvd  awaie  by  the  Fairius  into 
some  pleaaant  place,  n-hcre  he  shoald  remnine  for  a 
lime,  and  then  ralurne  sgaine  and  rei^-u  in  as  gi'cal 
authority  &9  ever.'  (Uoliuslicd,  B.  S,  c.  U.)  Or,  as  it  ii 
exproEMid  in  an  old  uhranii:le  printed  at  Antwerp, 
1493,  by  Ger.  lie  Leaw:  '  Thu  Bretons  snppo^en,  thai 
be  [Kin^  Arthur]  shall  couie  yvt  and  cOTiipiei'e  all 
Urctaij;iiu,  Ibr  L'ertes  this  is  tbo  propbii;ye  o(  Mortyn: 
Uh  sayd,  that  his  detb  shall  be  doubicous;  and  sayd 
Mth,  for  men  thereof  yet  have  doubte,  and  shiilU-n  Ibr 
ever  more, — for  men  wyl  not  wlielhcr  that  be  Ijvelh 
or  is  dede.'  See  mora  ant-'ii'nt  tL'stimonii^s  in  Si/lden's 
Notes  on  Polyolbion,  Song  8. 

■  This  fragment,  being  very  incorrect  and  iinperfeet 
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in  tJie  original  MS.,  hath  receiyed  some  conjectural 
emendadona,  and  even  a  supplement  of  three  or  foin 
stanzas  composed  from  the  romance  of  Morte  Ar^ 
tkur'    Perct. 


On  Trinitje  Mondaye  in  the  momey 
This  sore  battajle  was  doom'd  to  bee. 

Where  manje  a  knighte  (uyd,  Well-awaye ! 
Alacke,  it  was  the  more  pittie. 

Ere  the  first  crowinge  of  the  cocke, 
When  as  the  kiiige  in  his  bed  laye, 

He  thoughte  Sir  GrawaineUohim  came, 
And  there  to  him  these  wordes  did  saje. 

"  Nowe,  as  you  are  mine  unkle  deare, 
And  as  you  prize  your  life,  this  daye 

O  meet  not  with  your  foe  in  fighte  ; 
Putt  off  the  battayle,  if  yee  maye. 

"  For  Sir  Launcelot  is  nowe  in  Fraunce, 
And  with  him  many  an  hardye  knighte : 

Who  will  within  this  moneth  be  backe, 
And  will  assiste  yee  in  the  fighte." 


1  Sir  Gawaina  had  been  killed  at  Arthur*8  landing  (m  his 
retom  from  abroad.    See  the  next  ballad,  p.  53. 


The  kingc  then  caU'd  bis  nobles  all, 
Before  tlie  breakingc  of  (he  daje  i 

And  tolde  them  howe  Sir  Gawaine  came,  1 
And  there  to  him  these  wordes  did  a 

liU  nobles  all  lliid  eounsaj'Ie  gave, 

That  earlye  in  the  morning,  hee 
Sliold  send  awaye  an  heruuld  at  annes. 

To  aske  a  parley  fairu  and  free- 
Then  twelve  good  knightes  King  Arthur  ehufe. 

The  best  of  all  that  with  him  wei'e. 
To  parley  with  the  foe  in  field. 

And  make  with  him  agreement  faire. 

The  king  he  charged  all  his  hoste, 

In  readinesse  there  for  to  bee ; 
But  noe  man  sholde  noe  weapon  starre, 

Unledse  a  sword  drawne  they  ahold  see 

And  Mordrcd,  on  the  other  parte, 

Twelve  of  his  knights  did  likewise  bringe, 

The  beste  of,  all  his  compaiiye, 

To  holde  the  parley  with  the  kinge. 

Sir  Moi-dred  atdoe  charged  his  hoate, 

In  readinesse  there  ibr  lo  bee  ; 
Bat  noe  man  sholde  noe  weapon  aturre, 

But  if  a  sworde  drawne  they  ahold  see 


I 
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(For  h«  dur£l«  not  hie  unlcle' trusle, 
Nor  lie  hie  iifpliewc,'  <tothe  lo  teU  ; 
Alacke  !  it  was  a  woefulle  case. 
As  ere  in  Clirislentye  befell';. 

'  But  when  they  were  togetlier  melie, 

And  bo  til  to  faire  accord  unco  broughte, 
And  a  moDth'a  league  betwecne  them  aette, 
.       Before  the  baltajle  sboide  be  foughle, 

LAh  addere  crept  forth  of  a  hnshc, 
■       Stunge  OQU  o"  th'  king's  knr^jhtes  on  Lbe  knee 
Alacke  1  it  wa^  a  woefulle  dmnce, 
As  erer  waa  in  Cbrislenlie. 

When  the  knighte  found  him  wounded  sore, 
And  Eawe  the  wild-worme  hangings  there, 

His  sworde  he  from  his  scahberde  drewe ; 
A  piteous  case,  as  ye  shall  hcire. 

For  when  the  two  bostes  sawe  the  sworde. 
They  joyned  batwjle  instantlye  ; 

Till  of  eo  manye  noble  knigbies, 

On  une  side  there  were  left  but  three. 

I  For  all  were  slaine  tliat  dnrst  abide, 
And  but  some  fewe  thai  fled  awaye : 

'.  >  Tbe  folia  MS.  raadt  father utina 
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Ah  mee  !  it  was  a  bloody e  fielde. 
As  ere  was  foiigtite  on  summer's  daye. 

Upon  Kiiig  Arthur's  own  parlyfe, 

Onlye  himselfe  escaped  there, 
And  Lukyn  Duke  uf  Glostcr  free, 

And  the  king's  butler  Bedevere. 

And  when  the  king  beheld  hia  knightes 
All  dead  and  scattered  on  the  molde, 

The  teares  fast  trickled  downe  his  face  j 
That  moDlye  face  in  fight  eo  bolde. 

"  Nowe  reste  yee  all,  brave  kuights,"  he  saiil, 
"  Soe  true  a:id  faithful  to  your  trust : 

And  must  yee  then,  yee  vnliant  hearts. 
Be  leile  to  moulder  into  dust ! 

"  Most  loyal  ha^-e  yee  been  to  mee. 
Most  true  and  faithful  uiUo  deathe  : 

And,  oh  I  to  rayse  yee  up  ngoine, 

Huw  freelye  could  I  yield  my  breathe  V 

"  But  see,  the  traitor's  yet  alive  ! 

Lo  where  liee  siiilki's  among  ilie  deode  t  .1 
N'owe  bititirlye  he  shall  abye, 

And  vengeance  tall  upon  his  head." 

"0  staye,  my  liege,"  then  sayd  the  duke)  i 
"  O  staye  for  love  and  efaaritle ; 
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Remember  what  the  vision  spake. 
Nor  meete  your  foe,  if  it  may  bee." 

^  O  staye  mee  not,  thou  worthye  wight. 
This  debt  my  loyal  knights  I  owe : 

Betide  me  life,  betide  me  death, 
I  will  avenge  them  of  their  foe." 

Then  straite  he  grasp'd  his  trusty e  speare, 
And  on  his  horse  then  mounted  hee : 

As  his  butler  holpe  him  to  his  horse. 
His  bowels  gushed  to  his  knee. 

'Alas  !  "  then  sayd  the  noble  king, 
^  That  I  should  live  this  sight  to  see  ! 

To  see  this  good  knight  here  be  slaine. 
All  for  his  love  in  helping  mee  !  " 

He  put  his  speare  iuto  his  reste, 
And  to  Sir  Mordred  loud  gan  crye ; 

"  Nowe  sette  thyself  upon  thy  guarde, 
For,  traitor,  nowe  thy  death  is  nye." 

Sir  Mordred  liiled  up  his  sworde. 
And  fierce  to  meet  the  king  nin  hee  : 

The  king  his  speare  he  through  him  thrust 
A  fathom  thorow  his  bodie. 

When  Mordered  felt  the  stixjke  of  deatli, 
And  found  that  he  was  wounded  soe. 
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He  thnisle  himsetfe  upon  the  speare. 
And  strucke  the  king  a  deadlye  bloreu  I 

Then  grimmlje  dyed  Sir  Mordered, 

Presenllye  upoa  tliat  tree  : 
And  bloody  slreame.s  rtuine  from  the  kin 

Ere  lo  the  duke  returned  hee. 

Sir  Lukyn  then  be  iLus  bespake : 

"  Sir  kuighte,  thou  ha^l  been  fkilhfliUe  trjrde ; 
Nowe  lake  my  sword  Excalibar,* 

That  hangs  go  freelye  by  my  syde, 

"  O  take  my  sword  EKCnlibor, 
And  there  into  the  river  throwe  : 

For  herei,  henc«rorth,  benethe  this  tree, 
All  use  of  weapons  I  for^oe. 

**And  fare  ihee  well,  thou  trus^e  Bword, 
A  belter  aeer  Itad  valiant  knighte  ; 

With  thee  full  oRe,  and  many  a  days. 
Have  I  wilhatood  my  foe  in  figfate. 

"  Wilh  this  good  fauchion  in  my  hande, 
Oft  have  I  reapd  the  bloody  feehle  : 

Itut  nowe  the  fatalle  houre  is  come, 
Tliat  never  more  I  may  thee  weelde." 


■  llw*  HmiBonlv  onUed  QiKim.    Id  Iba  Iblla  1)6 
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I  Tli«  duke  to  ibc  river  side  he  went, 

And  there  Iiis  owne  sword  in  threwe  he ; 

[  Bat  he  kepi  back  Excalibsr, 
He  kept  it  book  in  priviiie. 

t  For  all  of  colejne  was  the  blade. 
And  idl  the  hilie  of  precious  elone : 
"And  ever  alacke  1 "  then  sayd  the  knigliie, 
"  Must  such  a  sword  awuje  be  throwne  ?  " 

I  Then  backe  he  come  unto  the  kinge, 

Who  sayd,  "  Sir  Lukyn,  what  did  yee  see  ? 
«  Nothing,  my  liege,  save  that  the  wiode 
Blewe  oer  the  waters  faii-e  and  free." 

"  O  goe  againe,"  then  sfud  ihe  kinge, 
"  O  good  Sir  Lukyn,  goe  againe : 

Into  the  rivere  throwe  my  sword, 

Mor  keepe  me  lingcritig  here  in  paine. 

}  The  ditke  then  to  the  river  vennU 

And  the  kings  acahbord  in  threwe  hee  ; 

[  Bat  hee  kejit  backe  Excalibar, 
And  hid  it  undcmethe  a  tree. 

t  Then  backe  he  came  to  tell  the  kinge, 

Who  Bttyde,  "  Sir  Lukyn,  sawe  ye  oiighie  ?  '' 
"  Nolhinge,  my  liego,  nave  that  the  winde 
Nowe  with  the  angrye  waters  fought." 
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"  0  Lukyn,  Lukyn,"  sJiiJ  tlie  lunge, 
"  Twice  liasle  thou  <Ieall  deceytfuUyo : 

Aiacke,  whom  may  wee  ever  truale, 

When  euche  n  knighte  eoe  false  can  bee  I 

"■  Saye,  wouldul  tliou  have  thy  master  dead- 
AU  for  a  swonl  that  wins  thine  eye  ? 

Now  goe  agaijie,  tuvl  throwe  it  in, 
Or  here  the  one  of  ufi  ahaU  dye." 

The  duke,  all  shent  with  this  relxike. 
No  auriBtvtire  made  unio  the  kinge  ; 

Itut  to  the  rivure  looke  the  sworde, 
And  ihriiwe  il  fai*  a^  he  cuidile  flinge. 

A  liandii  and  nn  ariue  did  meete  the  sworde, 
AntI  flourishd  tliree  times  m  the  air ; 

Then  sunke  benelhe  tLe  renninge  streme. 
And  of  the  duke  waa  seene  noe  nuur. 

All  sore  astonied  stood  the  duke, 

He  Blood  as  sijll,  as  still  mote  hee  ; 
Then  hastcnd  bai:ke  to  tell  the  kinge, 

But  he  was  gone  from  under  the  tree- 
But  to  what  platte,  he  cold  not  tell, 

for  never  after  hee  did  him  see  ; 
Uui  hee  sawe  a  barge  goe  from  the  land. 

And  hee  heard  ladyes  howie  and  ci^v. 
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And  whether  the  kinge  were  there,  or  not, 
Hee  never  knewe,  nor  ever  colde  ; 

For  from  that  sad  and  direMle  daye, 
Hee  never  more  was  seeue  on  molde. 


TOkl. 


THK  LEGEND  OF  KING  ARTHUR. 

Xtliqud  of  Bigliih  Poelrg,  iii.  78. 

"  We  have  here  a  sliorl  aummarr  of  King  Artbort 
Uistoiy  as  given  by  JaST.  of  Motimoutli  and  tlie  old 
Chronicles,  with  the  adilidon  of  a  few  circumaiances 
from  the  romance  Morle  Arthur. — The  ani-ient  chroni- 
ele  of  tier,  de  Luew  (quoted  above  in  p.  40.)  seems  to 
have  been  cliiufly  followed:  upon  the  autliOTily  of 
which  we  have  rcsU)red  BOQie  of  the  names  which  were 
corrupted  in  the  MS.,  and  have  transposed  one  slaosa, 
which  appeared  to  be  misplaced:  inz.,  that  be^mung 
U  V.  49,  which  in  the  MS.  followed  v.  36. 
"  Printed  from  the  Editor's  anoient  folio  MS." 

Op  Brutus''  blood,  in  Britinine  borne, 

King  Arthur  I  am  to  name  ; 
Through  Chrii^tendome  and  Heathynesse 

Well  knowne  is  ray  worthy  fame. 

lu  Je^uB  Christ  I  doc  beleeve  ; 

I  am  a  Chrislyan  bore  ; 
The  Fathur,  Soae,  and  ilolj  Gobi, 

One  God,  I  doc  adore. 

'  MS.,  BruiUhU. 
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In  the  four  hundred  ninetielh  yeere,' 

Oer  Biitlfune  I  did  rajne, 
After  my  Savior  Christ  his  byrth, 

What  Ume  I  did  maiulaine 

The  (cUDwahipp  of  the  Table  Bound, 

Soe  famous  in  tho«^e  daycs  ; 
WTierealt  a  hmidred  noble  knights 

And  thirty  sat  alwajes  ; 

Who  for  their  deeds  and  and  martiall  feate«, 

As  bookes  done  yett  record, 
Ajnongsl  all  other  nations 

Wer  feared  through  the  world. 

And  in  the  castle  olF  Tyntogill 

Kiug  Uiher  mee  begale. 
Of  A^'ana,*abewtyous  liidye, 

And  come  of  *  hie '  estate. ' 

And  when  I  was  fifteen  yeere  old, 

Then  was  I  crowned  klnge  : 
All  Britt^ne,  that  wiis  ult  an  iiprdre, 

I  did  to  qutctt  bringe  ; 

And  drove  the  Saxons  from  the  realme, 
Wlio  had  opprcst  this  land  ; 


All  Scotl&nd  then,  throughe  manly  feaU%.l 
I  conquered  vith  mj  hand. 

Ireland,  Denmarke,  Norwaj-e, 

I<«land,  GoUiebuid,  and  Swetlu^land  ; 
And  luwle  their  kings  mj  ihralL 

I  conquered  all  GoIItii, 

That  now  is  called  Fnuoe  ; 
And  Blow  ihe  hardye  FroU'infeiH, 

My  honor  to  adnmce. 

And  the  ugly  gjTuit  Drnabas' 

Soe  terrtbl*  to  Tewe, 
That  in  Sainl  Bamarib  mount  did  lye. 

By  force  of  artnes  I  dew. 

Aod  Laeyns,  the  ernperoor  oT  Rome^ 

I  brought  to  deadly  wrwke  ; 
Aad  a  tbou.'iaiid  nore  of  noble  ^'''gMw 

For  foai«  did  tume  thar  b*cke. 

Fitr  kii^ei  of  F^Tye  I  dkl  kill 

Amidst  that  bloody  strife  i 
Beodes  tli«  Gmaan  empwow. 

Who  aboe  kMt  his  lifie. 


Wliose  carcasse  I  (lid  send  to  Rome, 

Cludd  [worlj-e  ou  a  bi^M-e  ; 
Aod  iiflerward  I  piist  1Iouii|-.Iojk 

The  next  approairhing  yei^n?. 

Then  I  tame  to  Rorat!,  wh^re  I  wiis  meO 

Bight  as  aconquerour, 
And  by  all  the  cardinalls  s-olempnelye 

I  was  cTQWDed  aii  empi'i-our. 

One  winter  there  I  made  abode, 
Then  word  to  mee  was  brought, 

Howe  Mordred  had  oiiprt^si^  llie  crown 
What  treason  he  had  wrought 

Att  home  in  liritlainu  with  mj  queene  : 
Therfore  I  wune  with  speede 

To  firittuine  haeke,  with  all  my  power, 
To  quilt  tlutt  irailorouB  deede  ; 


And  BOone  at  Siuidwiuhe  I  arrivde. 
Whore  Mordred  mti  wiihatooUe  : 

Bui  yett  at  lust  I  landed  there, 
Wilh  effusion  of  much  blood. 

For  there  ray  nephew  Sir  Gawaine  dyeH, 

Being  woundeil  in  tliat  sore 
The  whiche  Sb-  Lanrelnl  in  light 

Had  given  him  before. 
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Thence  chained  I  Moi-dered  away, 

Wto  fledJ  to  London  right, 
From  LoDclon  to  Winchester,  and 

To  Cornewalle  looke  his  flyght. 

And  Blill  I  liim  pursued  with  speed 

Till  at  last  wee  mett; 
Wherby  an  appointed  day  of  fight 

Was  there  agreed  and  sett: 

Wbere  we  did  fight,  of  moctal  life 

Eche  other  to  deprive. 
Till  of  a  hundi-ed  thoueand  men 

Scarce  one  was  left  aiive. 

There  nil  the  noble  chivairye 

Of  Brittnine  tooke  their  end: 
0  see  how  fickle  is  their  state 

That  doc  on  fates '  depend  I 

There  all  the  traiterous  men  were  sl^e, 

Not  one  eacapte  away ; 
And  there  dyed  all  my  vallyant  knighteai] 

Alas  1  that  woefull  day  I 

Two  and  twenty  yeei«  I  ware  the  crown*  'I 

In  honor  and  great  fame, 
And  thus  by  death  was  suddenlye 

Deprived  of  the  same. 
1  feite*,  MS. 


SIR  LANCELOT  DU  LAKE. 

This  ballad  first  occurs  in  the  Garland  of  Good 
Will,  and  is  attributed  to  Thomas  Delone^r,  whose 
career  as  a  song- writer  extends  from  about  1586  to 
1 600.  It  is  merely  a  rhymed  version  of  a  passage  in 
the  Morte  ly Arthur,  (Book  vi.  ch.  7,  8,  9,  of  South- 
ey*s  ed.)  The  first  two  lines  are  quoted  in  the  Second 
Part  of  Henry  IV.,  A.  ii.  sc.  4. 

The  present  text  is  nearly  that  of  the  Garland  of 
Good  Will  (Percy  Society,  vol.  xxx.  p.  38),and  differs 
t'onsiderably  from  that  of  Percy,  (^Ileliques,  i.  215.) 
The  same,  ^vith  very  trifling  variations,  is  found  in 
Old  Ballads,  (1723,)  ii.  21 ;  Ritson's  Ancient  Songs, 
ii.  188;  Evans's  Old  Ballads,  ii.  5. 

When  Arthur  first  in  court  began, 

And  was  approved  king, 
By  force  of  arms  great  victories  won, 

Ajid  conquests  home  did  bring  ; 

Then  into  Britain  straight  he  came. 

Where  fifty  good  and  able 
Knights  then  repaired  unto  him, 

Which  were  of  the  Round  Table ; 
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And  many  justs  iind  Ii 

Ucfore  (hem  there  were  ilrest, 
Where  valiant  knighu  did  then  excel, 

Aiid  far  surmount  the  i-esL 


Bui  one  Sir  Lancelot  du  Lake, 

Who  was  approved  well. 
He  in  bis  (jglite  and  deeds  of  aims, 

All  otliera  did  exceL 

Wben  he  had  rested  him  a  while, 

To  play,  lo  gome,  and  eporl. 
He  thought  he  would  go  try  himself. 


He  armed  rode  in  forest  wide, 

And  met  a  damsel  tiiir, 
Who  told  liim  of  adventures  great, 

Whereto  he  gave  good  ear. 

"  Why  should  I  not  ?  "  quolh  Lancelot  tho, 

"  For  Ihat  cause  I  came  hither." 
"  Thou  seem'st,"  quoih  she,  ■'  a  goodly  knight 
And  I  will  bring  tliee  lliillier 


'■  WTiereasa'mighty  knight  doih  dwell, 
That  now  is  of  great  fume; 
Therefore  loll  me  wimt  knight  lliou  arl. 
And  tlien  wlmt  is  your  iiuiDu." 


"  M;  name  i!<  Lan(;e1ol  du  Luke." 
Quolh  she,  "  it  likL-3  me  than  ; 
Here  dwells  a  kniglit  tliat  never  wad 
O'tifinatcli'd '  with  any  man  ; 

"  Wlio  boa  In  prison  tlireescurc  kniglitf 
And  four,  that  he  hue  buuud ; 
Kniglita  of  King  Anliur's  court  they  be 
And  of  his  Table  Round." 


.ide, 


She  brouglit  him  to 

Aiid  also  to  u  Iran, 
Wkei'eoii  a  copper  bason  hung, 

Ilis  fullows'sliii^lds  to  see- 


He  struck  so  b^-d,  the  ba^on  broke  : 
When  Tai'quin  lieiii*d  ilie  sound, 

He  drove  a  hoi'se  before  him  straight, 
Whereon  a  kniglit  lay  bound. 

"  Sir  knight,"  then  said  Sir  Lancelot, 
"Bring  me  that  hor,-u-load  liilbcr, 
Aod  lny  him  down,  and  let  him  rest; 
We'll  trj  our  force  togi:(her. 


"  And  as  I  nndcrslniid,  tliou  bust. 
So  fur  as  thou  art  a1ile. 
Done  great  despite  iind  sliamn  iinto 
The  knights  of  the  Itound  Tiible." 

'  E'er  mnluh'd.        '  rellow. 
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■*  If  Uiou  be  of  Ihe  Table  Round" 

(Quoth  Tarquin,  speedUye), 
''  Both  thee  and  aH  tbv  fellowship 

I  utterly  dede." 

"  That's  overmuch,"  quotb  Lancelot  tho ; 
•'  Defend  then  by  and  by." 
Tbey  put  tbeir  spurs  unto  their  ateeda, 
And  each  at  other  fly, 

Tbey  coucbt  their  spears,  and  horses  ran 

Aa  though  there  liad  been  thunder ; 

And  each  strut-k  theni  amidst  the  stueld. 

Wherewith  ihey  broke  in  sunder. 

Their  horses  backs  hmte  under  them, 
The  kniglita  were  both  astound  ; 

To  void  their  horses  they  made  great  haste, 
To  tight  u[>on  the  ground. 

They  took  them  to  their  shields  full  fast, 
Their  swords  tbey  drew  out  than ; 

With  mighty  strokes  most  eagerly 
Each  one  at  other  mn. 

Tbey  wounded  were,  and  bled  full  sore, 
For  breath  they  both  did  stand, 

And  leaning  on  their  swords  awhile. 
Quoth  Tai-quin,  "  Hold  thy  hand. 
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'  And  tell  to  me  what  I  shall  ask  ; " 

"  Say  on,"  quoth  Lancelot  tho ; 
"  Thou  art,"  quoth  Tarquin,  "  the  best  knight 
That  ever  I  did  know  ; 

**•  And  like  a  knight  that  I  did  hate ; 
So  that  thou  be  not  he, 
I  will  deliver  all  the  rest, 
And  eke  accord  with  thee." 

"  That  13  well  said,"  quoth  Lancelot  then  ; 
"  But  sith  it  must  be  so, 
What  is  the  knight  thou  hatest  thus  ?^ 
I  pray  thee  to  me  show." 

^  His  name  is  Lancelot  du  Lake, 
He  slew  my  brother  dear  ; 
Him  I  suspect  of  all  the  rest ; 
I  would  I  had  him  here." 

**  Thy  wish  thou  hast,  but  yet  unknown ; 
I  am  Lancelot  du  Lake ! 
Now  knight  of  Arthur's  Table  Round, 
King  Ban^s  son  of  Ben  wake  ;* 

"And  I  desire  thee  do  thy  worst." 
**  Ho!  ho!"  quoth  Tarquin  tho, 
"  One  of  us  two  shall  end  our  lives, 
Before  that  we  do  go. 

*  80.      2  Kind  Baud's  son  of  Seuwakc 
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"  If  thou  be  Liuicelot  du  Lake, 
Then  welcome  shiilt  thou  he  ; 
Wherefore  aee  Ihou  thjseh'  defend, 
For  now  defie  I  ihee." 

They  buckled  then  together  so, 

Like  two  wild  boars  rashing. 
And  witli  tlieir  swords  and  shields  they  mi 

At  one  another  slashing.' 

The  ground  besprinkled  was  with  blood, 

Tarquin  began  to  fcunt ; 
For  he  gnve  back,  and  bore  his  shield 

So  low,  he  did  repent. 

This  soon  espied'.Su- Lancelot  Iho; 

He  leapt  upon  him  then. 
He  pull'd  him  down  upon  hin  knee, 

And  imshed'ofi'  hiHhelio. 

And  then  he  stnick  his  neck  in  iwo  ; 

And  when  he  had  done  so, 
From  prison,  threescore  knights  and  four 

Lancelot  delivered  tho. 
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(Perej'i  B^ut 


m.  U3.) 


"PcBUSHKp  from  an  ancieni  MS.  uopy  in  ihe 
Editor's  old  folio  volume,  collated  nith  two  printed 
onea,  one  of  which  is  in  black-letwr  in  the  Pepyi  col- 
lectton."    Pbrct. 

An  inferior  copy  iapiinlodinBiUon'sXncwnf  Songt 
and  Jiallaili,  a.  193. 

From  an  essay  on  Ihe  romance  of  Sir  Guy,  read  by 
Mr.  Wrigtt  betbro  the  British  Archieological  Assoti- 
aXioa  during  its  meetiiig  at  Warwick,  we  extract  the 
following  remarks  in  illustration  of  the  history  of  the 
present  ballad,  aud  other  umllar  popular  heroic  tra- 

"  Ab  the  Teutonic  tribes  progressed  in  tlieir  migm- 
tions,  and  settled  in  nenr  landa  —  and  especially  when 
Ihey  reeoived  a  new  £iith,  and  made  advances  in  c'lV- 
ilixation,  —  the  mytliic  romances  of  their  foreliithGrg 
imderwent  remarkable  modi  lieu  tiona  to  adapt  tfaciu  to 
■lew  Beniimentf  and  new  mantiers.  Among  people 
nho  had  forgotten  the  localities  to  which  they  refer- 
red, thej  received  a  new  location  and  became  identi- 
fied with  places  and  objects  with  which  people  wfre 
better  acqoaintfd,  and  in  this  manner  they  undervenl 
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a  aen  hiitorifal  inturprutation.  It  would  be  no  uiiia- 
tercstiuj;  task  lo  point  out  how  man)'  romaulic  talef 
ibal  Arv  aoborly  related  of  indiviUuuls  of  comparative!/ 
moduru  lilsiory,  are  merely  new  applli'atious  of  tliete 
cariy  myths. 

"  Among  tbe  romances  of  the  Anglo-D&niah  cycle 
by  uo  means  the  U-iut  celebntted  is  thnt  of  Gut  or 
Wakwick.  It  is  one,  of  the  few,  whUh  has  been  pr»- 
serveil  in  its  Anj;lo-Korman  form,  aince  whii.*li  it  has 
gone  through  an  extraordinary  number  of  veraioni, 
and  Cbnut^er  enumerated  it  nraong  the  romtmees  of 
pru,  or  those  which  in  this  fourteenth  century  were 
held  in  the  highest  estimation.  It  a  doubtless  one  of 
those  stories  in  whiuh  an  anciunl  mythic  romaucu  has 
undergone  the  series  of  modifieaiions  1  luve  been  dc- 
scritring;  a  legend  which  hnd  become  located  by  pop- 
ular traditions  in  the  neighbourkiood  ne  are  now  visit- 
ing, in  which  the  contests  between  aorthera  chieftain* 
arv  changed  into  tilts  and  lournamenti,  but  in  which 
the  I'ombab  with  dragons  and  giaula  are  still  pre- 
sened.  Whiitever  may  have  been  the  name  of  the 
i>n;;inal  hero,  that  which  be  now  bears,  Guy,  is  « 
French  name,  and  could  not  have  been  given  till  Nof- 

"  From  the  Annlo-Norman  poem.so  great  was  il«  pop- 
ularity, two  or  three  diflerent  Eiifilish  metrical  lersione 
wore  made,  which  are  still  found  In  inaniucripts,  end 
the  earliest  of  which,  that  of  the  well-known  Auchitt- 
loch  manuscript,  baa  been  printed  in  a  very  expuii- 
sivu  form  by  one  of  the  Scottish  Antiquarian  cIuIm. 
Il  wu  next  transforminl  into  French  prose,  and  in 
thai  tbrui  WO!  popular  in  the  Meenlh  ccnlury,  and 
WU8  [irinted  by  some  of  the  e-irlier  printers.  It  was 
finally  reduced  to  a  popular  chap-boolc  in  prose  and  a 
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broadside  ballad  in  verse,  and  in  these  forms  was 
hawked  about  the  streets  until  a  very  recent  period. 
Such  has  in  general  been  the  fate  of  the  romantic 
literature  of  the  middle  ages ;  a  remarkable  proof  of 
the  tenacity  with  which  it  has  kept  its  hold  on  the 
popular  mind."  GentlemarCs  Magazine,  Sept.  1847, 
p.  800. 

Was  ever  knight  for  ladyes  sake 
Soe  tost  in  love,  as  I,  Sir  Guy, 

For  Phelis  fayre,  that  lady  bright 
As  ever  man  beheld  with  eye  ? 

She  gave  me  leave  myself  to  try, 

The  valiant  knight  with  slieeld  and  speare, 

Ere  that  her  love  she  would  grant  me  ; 
Which  made  mee  venture  far  and  neai'e. 

Then  proved  I  a  baron  bold,* 

In  deeds  of  amies  the  donghtyest  knight 
That  in  those  dayes  in  England  was, 

With  sworde  and  speare  in  feild  to  fight- 

An  English  man  I  was  by  birthe  : 
In  faith  of  Christ  a  christyan  true  : 

The  wicked  lawes  of  infidells 
I  sought  by  prowessc  to  subdue. 
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*  Nine'  liundred  twenty  yeere  fud  odde' 
After  our  Saviour  Chriat  hia  birth, 

When  King  Alhelstone  wore  the  crowi 
I  lived  heere  upon  the  earth. 

Sometime  I  was  of  Wanvicke  erle, 

Anil,  as  I  sayd,  of  very  truth 
A  ladyes  love  did  me  coDstraiae 

To  seeke  striuige  ventures  in  my  youdiH 


To  win  me  fame  by  featea  of  armes 

Is  strange  and  sundry  heathen  lands ;        ' 

Where  I  atchieved  for  her  sake 

Right  dangerous  conquests  with  my  bands. 

For  fire!  I  aayled  to  Nonnandye, 
And  there  I  sloullye  wan  in  fight 

Tbe  emperoura  daughter  of  AJmaine, 
From  manye  a  vallyaut  worihye  knight 

Then  passed  I  the  seas  to  Greece, 
To  helpe  the  emperour  in  bis  righ^ 

Agiunst  the  migbtye  souldana  boaste 
Of  puissant  Persians  for  to  fight ; 

Where  I  did  slay  of  SaniKens, 

And  heathen  pagans,  manye  a  man  ; 

And  slew  the  RouWans  cozen  deere, 
Who  had  to  name  douglilye  Coldr^n. 
<  Two  hnndrad,  MS.  ud  PO. 
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Eakeldered,  a  famous  knight. 
To  death  likewise  I  did  pursue : 

And  Ehuaync,  King  of  Tyre,  alsoe, 
Most  terrible  in  flgtit  to  vievre. 

I  went  into  the  souldnns  hoaat, 
Beiag  thither  on  embassage  seal, 

And  brought  his  bead  awayc  with  mee  ; 
I  having  slaine  Lim  in  his  tent. 

There  was  a  dragon  in  that  land 

Most  fiercelye  metl  me  by  the  waye, 

Af  bee  a  lyon  did  pursue, 

Which  I  myself  did  alsoe  slay. 

Then  soon  I  past  the  seas  from  Greece, 
And  came  to  Pavye  land  aright ; 

Wliere  I  the  duke  of  Pavye  killed, 
His  bainous  treason  to  requite. 

To  England  then  I  came  with  speede, 
To  wedd  faire  Fbelis,  hidy  bright ; 

For  love  of  wbome  I  travelled  fiur 
To  try  my  manhood  and  my  might. 


But  when  I  had  espoused  heT, 
I  stayd  with  her  but  fortye  dayes, 

Ere  that  I  left  thia  Indye  faire. 

And  went  from  her  beyond  the  eeas. 
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All  clodd  in  gray,  in  pilgrim  sorU 
Mj  voyage  rnim  her  1  did  luke 

Unio  the  blesised  Holy-Lmid, 

For  Jesus  Christ  my  Saviours  sake. 

Where  I  Erie  Jonas  did  redeeme, 

And  all  liis  sonnes,  which  were  fil\eene^.  I 
Who  with  I  he  cmetl  Sarazena 
In  prison  for  long  lime  had  beene. 

I  slew  the  gjant  AmaranL 
In  batle!  fiercelye  hsnil  lo  hand, 

And  doughty  Bai-knard  killed  I, 
A  ireucherous  knight  ol^  Fnvye  land. 

Theti  I  to  England  came  againe. 

And  here  with  Culbj-onde  feU  I  fought  J 

An  ugly  gyitnt,  which  the  Danes 

Had  fur  their  champion  hither  brought.  I 


a  in  the  feild. 
And  alewe  him  aoone  right  valliantlye  iU 
Wherehye  this  land  I  did  redeeme 
From  Danish  tribute  ultorlye. 

And  aUerwards  I  offered  upp 

The  use  of  weapons  solemnlye 
At  Winchester,  whereas  I  (ought, 

lo  sight  of  manye  farr  and  nya. 
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'  But  firsl,'  neare  Winsor,  I  did  slajc 
A  bore  of  passing  might  and  sirengili ; 

Whose  like  in  Engltind  never  was 

For  hugene^se  both  in  bretilh  and  lengrli. 

Some  of  his  bone»  in  Wa^H■i^■kR  yett 
WitLin  the  cftstle  ibere  dijili  lye  ; 

One  of  his  sheeld-boiies  lo  lliis  ihiy 
Ha-ngji  in  the  cilye  of  Coventrye. 

On  Diinsmore  healh  I  uboe  slewe 
A  monstrous  wyld  and  ci'oell  beast, 

Calld  ihe  Dun-cow  of  Dnnsmiirc  heath  ; 
Which  manye  people  hiid  0|)tire9t. 

Some  of  her  bones  in  Warwicke  yctt 

Siill  for  a  monumeni  liolh  lye. 
And  there  exposed  to  lookera  views, 

As  wondroDS  girnnge,  they  may  e^pj-e. 

A  dragon  in  Northiimhi'dnnd 

I  aboe  did  in  fight  ili-^tmye. 
Which  did  bollie  miin  imd  U'li-I  oppressc. 

And  all  the  eountrye  soi-c  annoye. 

At  length  to  Warwielce  I  did  come. 

Like  pilgiim  poore,  and  was  not  kniiime  ; 
And  there  I  lived  a  hermitts  life 

A  mile  and  more  ont  of  the  towne. 
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^'here  with  mj  hands  I  hewed  a  b 
Out  of  a  craggy  rocke  of  sione, 

And  lived  like  a  palmer  poore 
WiUiiD  that  cave  mpelf  alone  : 

And  daylye  came  lo  begg  my  bread 
Of  Phelis  att  my  castle  gate , 

Not  knowne  unto  my  loved  wiffe. 
Who  diulye  mourned  for  her  mate. 

Till  atl  the  last  I  fell  tore  aicke. 

Yea,  »icke  sae  core  that  I  mnn  dye ; 

I  sent  to  ber  a  ring  of  golde. 

By  which  shee  knew  me  presentlye. 

Then  shee  repairing  to  the  cave. 
Before  that  1  gave  up  tlie  ghost. 

Herself  closd  up  my  dying  eyes  ; 
My  Pheiia  faire,  whom  I  lovd  most 

Thus  dreadfiil  Jcath  did  me  arrest. 

To  bring  my  corpea  unto  the  grave. 
And  like  a  palmer  dyed  I, 

Whcrby  I  sought  my  soule  lo  save. 

My  body  that  endured  this  loyle, 
Thuugh  now  it  be  consumed  to  mold, 

My  slalue,  faire  engraven  in  Btone, 
In  Warwicke  atill  you  may  behold. 


ST.  GEORGE   AND   THE    DRAGON. 


(Fran)  Veny't  Retiquet,  iii.  STS.) 


The  following  rhymed  legfod,  whit'h,  like  several 
otiier  pieces  in  this  Book,  can  be  called  a  ballad  only 
by  an  objectionable,  lhoughcomiiion,eJ(tonsion  of  the 
term,  was  printed  by  Percy  (with  some  alterations) 
from  two  "ancient"  b lac k-!ctter copies  in  Ihc  Pcpys 
coUectiim. 

Real  popular  ballada  on  St.  George's  victory  oyer 
tli«  Dragon  «iiist  in  several  langaagoe,  though  not  in 
English.*  Such  a  balUid  is  known  to  hare  boon  sung 
by  the  Swedes  at  the  battle  of  Brunkeberg  in  1471, 
And  one  ia  still  sung  by  the  people  bolh  of  Denmark 
uul  Sweden.  Grundtvig  gives  three  copies  of  the 
Dullish  bkilad,  two  of  tlie  16th  and  ITib  cuntu- 
riei,  and  one  of  lie  present.  Four  veniiona  of 
the  Swedish  h«vo  been  published,  of  various  ages 
(«.  g.  Sptiiika  Folheisor,  ii.  252).  A  German  ballad 
is  given  by  Meinert,  AlldeuUehe  Voiktlieder,  p.  964 ; 
Afwr  him  by  Brlach,  iv.  3G8 ;  and  Haupt  and  Schma- 
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tf  cTiht 

Va  fSS.  n.  Xa  IM.  TtaM  are  >g  the  pniper  (»■ 
JS^ohI  1wIIi<i  tfao  iIm  mIjcm  «W4i  kr«  fcnowa  to 
ba  pr^pcmd,  anlMi  <»«  indwilc  a  (liccc  rand  -My 
DrwrlfitffiAer,  ta  Zoecalma^rlio'*  JSmiImAc  FaiNf  inbr, 
Ifa.  IT.  «{iidi  H  atmiafmiaui  ainlietitiulr.  The  piece 
caDed  Airfcr  SC  Ceorsr.  u:  i>u  Xai«l«it  tF«i>4crAoni. 
i.  151,  it  not  a  proper  ballad,  bol  a  rkrioeil  iTTfnil. 
Ute  iIh!  one  here  prinlaal,  lliough  inleiiiled  to  be  tang. 

The  hero  of  theae  hatlads,  St.  Geotftt  of  Cappa- 
dncin.  it  «ai>I  to  have  nilfered  nurn-nlani  iluring  the 
^nRy-nlion  in  Syria,  in  Ibc  yt-ar  303-  In  ilw  6ih 
(.■mtunr  he  wai  a  recoonizd  calnl  tio*b  in  ih?  wM- 
•m  aarl  iho  «a«iern  ohnrvhc*.  anil  Lis  icfiutalion  waa 
llmjlad  to  tliM  character  until  tlie  13th.  Kcinbot 
von  I)om,  (1!S1-S3,)  in  bit  poem  Der  Hciiige  Geary. 
(Von  (ler  lla^n  ami  Uiiai.'liing's  DeulMche  Chli^le 
fitt  MilltlalUr:)  and  Xliiccnt  ilu  BeauvfLim  (f  1 36!)  in 
hi*  fip>-e»lum  IliniorMt  (XH.  131-32),  ponieni  them- 
H^lvci  with  TTti-oiinling  hi»  mnrtynloiii,  nnil  nppeAr  to 
know  nothing  about  Mt  fight  villi  thi-  Dragon.  The 
fim  known  writer  who  atlrihutea  this  exploit  to  St. 
Oeorjiii  iR  JtKiihat  a  Voraicine  (t  1  !9H},  ia  the  GMf^n 
L*g4nil.  or  cnuno  it  doca  not  follow  that  tlie  tiory 
ori)iiiulu<l  thoru,  It  ii  probabia  that  tJi«  legem]  of  th« 
Urajion  nruw  nl  liio  tijiie  of  tliu  Crusadua,  and  iniloeil 
waa  partly  U(;ctuioneil  by  th<^in,  though  we  ought  not 
hastily  to  ndinit,  what  liH*  >H'f  n  su^rosti'd,  tliat  it  was 
(bundnd  U|>on  aomi!  tradition  which  the  CrusaJen 
hoani  in  Syria. 

I'lio  nyxanlian?)  Iioil  long  bolbre  it-^cribed  various 
mira<'h»i  to  St.  Ouo>--e,  but  Jl  vas  th»  Normans,  who, 
M>  to  My,  nnt  proved  him  into  active  mill 
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ic  be  that  t-ominamlfil  tfae  hnaveni;  boat  ih&t  oune 
I    lo  ihe  belp  of  ihe  Crusaders  against  tbe  Tui'ks,  undei 
t   the  walla  of  Antioub,  iu  tbe  year  1098,  on  whiL'b  occv 
lie  «as  seen  on  hu  white  horse,  bt'uritig  the  while 
'    biuiner  with  the  red  uross.      He  mauilesteil  hinBelf 
K^iD  at  tbe  atonning  of  Jerusalem  u  the  Ibllowing 
jre*r,  aiid  a  hnnilred  years  later  was  sfen  lo  fiirht  Ui 
[    Um  front  rank  agoinat  the  Monr*  in  Spain,  and  ibr 
Frederic  Barbnrc»sa,  in  his  cnisaile  in  1190.     But 
though  he  had  entered  into  the  serviee  of  thu  German 
emperor,  this  did  not  prevent  Uiu  aiijing  Ibe  nrlhodos 
William  of  Holland   in   taking   AiK-la-Cha|ie1le  from 
'    the  ext'ommuiiicated  Ivnipcror   Frudcrit-  in   1218. — 
^nie  most  various  racei  have  ('0iileiiJt.>d  for  bis  protee- 
lioa.   His  feast  wa*  in  1 933  ordered  to  be  kept  aa  a  hol- 
iday tbraughoul  all  KugUnd :  Iroin  tlie  beginning  of  (he 
I    14th  cenlury,or  since  the  Mongol  dominion  wasshakua 
I  off,  he  has  been  une  of  the  guardifin  saints  uf  liussin : 
a  1468,  the  Kmperor  Fredario  III.  founded  the  Aits- 
■  tri»n  Order  of  S[.  George  for  tbe  prolcction  of  the  Em- 
I  }Mre  against  ihe  Turks,  and  a  fen  years  blur,  in  1471, 
~  e  momentous  liaitle  of  Itrunkcbei^,  liis  name  waa 
I   tbe  war-cry  of  both  parties,  Swedes  and  Danes. 

lliat  the  Buhjngation  of  the  Dragon  (a  symbolical 
mode  of  repri'sentlng  tbe  e.ilinction  of  Evil  eomnicin 
to  all  lime<  and  peopU's)  should  be  attributed  lo  St 
Gwrgu.  would  sceoi  lo  be  suffieienlJy  explmned  by  his 
tiaving  become  tbe  Chrisliaa  Hi^ro  of  the  Middle  Agos. 
A  special  reason  oiay,  however,  be  alleged  for  his  con- 
ttoclion  with  such  a  legend.  Ii^ng  before  the  Cru- 
sades, lie  wu  depicted  by  the  arU'sts  of  Ihe  Oritnlal 
Ciiun-b  US  llie  Groat  Martyr,  with  ihe  Dragon  (Aiiti- 
Chmi  or  tbe  Devil)  at  his  feet,  and  a  irowned  viigln 
(llie  Church)  at  hia  side.    In  like  manner  had  Cniistan 


When  tlus  the  people  understood, 
Tliey  cfyed  out  most  pileouslyc, 

Tlic  dragon's  bi'ealli  infects  their  blood, 
Tliat  every  d»y  in  heaps  limy  dye ; 

Among  them  such  a  plague  is  brud. 

Till:  liriag  acarce  could  bury  die  dt^. 

No  means  there  were,  as  they  could  hear,  ■ 
For  to  appear  the  dragon's  rage, 

But  to  present  M)me  virgin  clear, 

Whose  blood  his  fury  might  asswage ; 

£ach  day  he  would  a  maiden  eat. 

Fur  lo  ailay  bis  hunger  great. 

This  thing  by  art  the  wise  men  found, 
Which  truly  must  observed  be ; 

Wherefore,  ihroughoui  the  city  round, 
A  vii-gin  pure  of  good  degree 

Was,  by  the  Icing's  tummi^sion,  still 

Taken  up  to  serve  the  dragons  wilL 

Thus  did  the  dragon  every  day 
Uniiniely  crop  some  virpn  fiowr, 

Till  all  ilic  mniUs  were  worn  away. 
And  none  were  left  him  to  devour  j 

Saving  the  king's  fair  daughter  bright 

Her  father's  only  heart's  delight. 

Then  came  the  ofHcers  to  the  king, 
That  heavy  messa^  lo  declare, 
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Whid>  did  his  heart  with  sorrow  sling ; 

"She  is,""  quolh  lie,  "niy  kingdom's  heir: 
0  let  us  all  be  poisoned  here, 
Ere  she  should  die,  that  is  my  dear." 

Then  rose  ihe  people  presently, 

And  to  the  king  in  rage  they  went ; 

Thiiy  said  his  daughter  dear  should  dye, 

The  dragon's  fitry  to  prevent : 

"  Our  daughters  all  are  dead,"  quoih  they, 

"  And  have  been  made  the  dragon's  prey  ; 

"  And  by  their  blood  we  rescued  were, 
And  thou  bast  sav'd  thy  life  thereby ; 
'       And  now  b  Eooth  it  i»  but  faire, 

For  OS  thy  d&ughler  so  should  die." 
"  O  Bavo  my  daughter,"  said  the  king, 
"  And  let  me  feel  the  dragon's  sting." 

Then  fell  fur  Sabra  on  her  knee, 
And  to  her  ffllher  dear  did  say, 
•  0  father,  strive  not  thus  for  me, 
1  But  let  me  be  the  dragon's  prey  i 

I     It  may  be,  for  my  sake  alone 

This  plague  upon  the  land  was  ilirown. 

"  Tis  belter  I  should  dye,"  she  said, 
"  Thiin  all  your  subjects  perish  quile  ; 
Perhaps  the  dragon  here  was  laid, 
For  my  ofTence  to  work  his  spite, 
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And  after  he  halh  suckt  my  gore, 
Tour  land  shall  fi-el  the  grief  no  more." 

"  What  hast  thou  done,  my  daughter  dear. 
For  lo  deserve  this  heavy  scourge  ? 
It  ia  my  fault,  as  may  appear, 

Which  makes  the  gods  our  state  to 
Then  ought  I  die,  to  stint  the  Btrife, 
And  to  preserve  thy  happy  life," 

Like  mad-men,  all  the  people  cried, 
"  Thy  death  to  us  can  do  no  good  ; 
Our  safety  only  doth  abide 

In  making  her  the  dragon's  food." 
"  Lo '.  here  I  am,  I  come,"  quoth  she, 
" Therefoie  do  what  you  will  with  me; 

"  Nay  stay,  dear  daughter,"  quoth  the  quec 
"  And  as  thou  art  n  virgin  bright. 
That  hast  for  vertue  famous  been. 

So  let  me  uloalh  thee  all  in  white  ; 

And  crown  thy  head  with  flowers  sweet. 

It  for  virgins  meet." 


And  when  she  was  at  tired  so. 
According  to  her  mother's  mind, 

Unio  the  stak<3  then  did  she  go, 
To  which  her  tender  limb?  they  bind  ; 

And  being  bound  lo  etalte  a  thrall. 

She  bade  farewell  unto  them  all 
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■■  Farewell,  my  father  dear,"  quoth  ehe, 
"  Ajid  my  sweet  mother,  meek  and  mild ; 
Take  you  no  thought  dov  weep  for  me. 

For  you  may  have  ntiollier  child  ; 
Since  for  my  country's  good  I  dye, 
Death  I  receive  most  wiUinglye." 

The  king  and  queen  and  all  their  train 
With  weeping  eyes  went  then  iheir  way. 

And  let  their  dauglilGr  there  remain, 
To  be  tlie  hungry  dragon's  prey  ; 

But  as  she  did  there  weeping  lye. 

Behold  St.  George  cniae  riding  by. 

And  seeing  there  a  lady  bright 
So  rudely  tyed  unto  a  stake, 
Ad  well  beoime  a  roliant  kiiighl. 
He  straight  to  her  his  way  did  take  : 
"  TeU  me,  sweet  maiden,"  lliea  quoth  he, 
*  What  caitif  thus  abu»eth  thee  ? 

"And,  lo  !  by  Christ  his  cross  I  vow, 
Wliich  here  ia  figured  on  my  breast. 
I  will  rereiige  it  on  his  brow, 

Aiiil  brenk  my  lance  upon  his  chest :  " 
And  speaking  thus  whereas  he  stood, 
The  drugon  Luued  from  the  wood. 


Tbe  hidy,  that  did  first  espy 
The  dreadful  dragon  coming  si 
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Unlo  Si.  George  aloud  did  cry. 
And  willed  him  away  to  go ; 
"  Here  comes  thai  cursed  fiend,"  quoth  she,   . 
"  That  Boon  will  make  an  end  of  me." 

St.  George  then  looking  round  about, 
The  fiery  dragon  soon  e?py'd, 

And  like  a  knight  of  courage  Elout, 
Against  him  did  most  fiercely  ride  ; 

And  with  such  blows  he  did  him  greet, 

He  fell  beneath  his  horse's  feet. 

For  with  his  launce,  that  was  so  strong, 

As  he  came  gaping  in  his  face, 
In  at  bis  mouth  he  thrust  along; 
'        For  he  could  pierce  no  other  place : 
And  thus  within  the  lady's  view 
This  mighty  dragon  straight  he  Blew. 

The  sarour  of  his  poisoned  hreath 
Could  do  this  holy  knight  no  harm  ; 

Thus  he  the  lady  sav'd  from  death, 
And  home  he  led  her  by  the  arm ; 

Which  when  King  Ptolemy  did  see, 

There  was  great  mii'ih  and  melody. 

When  as  that  valiant  champion  there 
Had  slain  the  dragon  in  the  Held, 

To  court  he  brought  the  lady  fair, 

Wliich  to  their  hearts  mueh  joy  did  yid 
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Me  in  the  court  of  EgTpt  slaid 
Till  be  most  fabelj  nas  betray'd. 

That  lady  dearly  lov'd  the  knight, 
He  counted  her  his  only  joy  ; 

But  when  their  love  was  brought  to  light, 
It  tum'd  unto  their  great  aitnoy. 

Tb*  Morocco  king  was  in  the  court. 

Who  to  the  orcliard  did  resort ; 

Dayly,  lo  lake  tlie  plea^^aut  air ; 

For  pleasure  sake  be  us'd  lo  walk ; 
Under  a  wall  be  oh  did  hear 

Sl  George  with  Lady  Sabra  talk ; 
Their  bve  he  sbew'd  unto  the  king. 
Which  lo  St.  George  great  woe  did  bring. 

Those  kings  together  did  devise 

To  make  the  Christian  knight  away  : 

With  letters  him  in  curleous  wise 
They  straightway  sent  lo  Persia, 

But  wrote  lo  the  eophy  him  to  kill. 

And  treacherously  bis  blood  to  fipllL 

Thus  they  for  good  did  him  reward 

With  evil,  and  most  sublilly, 
By  such  vile  meaiies,  they  had  regard 

To  work  bia  death  most  cruelly  ; 
MHio,  as  through  Persia  laod  be  rode, 
With  eeal  destroy'd  each  idol  god. 
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For  which  offence  he  «mighl  was  tlirown  I 
Into  a  dungeoD  dark  anii  deep  ; 

Wliere,  when  he  thought  his  wrongs 
He  bilierij  did  wail  and  weep : 

Yel  Uke  a  kuight  of  courage  stout, 

At  length  his  way  he  digged  out 

Three  grooms  of  the  King  of  Pennft 
By  nJght  Ihb  vnlianl  cbampion  slew, 

Though  he  had  fasled  many  a  day. 
And  then  away  from  thence  he  flew 

Oq  the  best  Bleed  the  sophy  had  : 

Which  when  he  knew  he  was  full  mud. 

Towards  Chrislendom  he  made  hia  flight,  1 

Bat  met  a  gyant  by  the  way. 
With  whom  in  combat  lie  did  fight 

Most  valiantly  a  summer'a  day : 
Who  yet,  for  all  hia  bats  of  steel, 
Was  forc'd  the  sdng  of  death  to  feeL 

Bauk  o'er  the  seas,  with  many  bands 
Of  warlike  soiildiers  soon  tie  past. 

Vowing  upon  those  heathen  lauds 
To  work  revenge  ;  which  at  the  last, 

Kre  thriee  ihreo  years  were  gone  and  spent, 

He  wrought  unto  hia  heart's  content 

Save  onely  Egypt  land  he  spar'd, 
For  Sabiv  bright  her  only  sake, 
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Aud,  ere  for  Iter  he  had  regard, 

He  meiuil  a  Iryal  kind  to  maVe : 
Ueannhile  tlic  king,  u'eri-ome  iii  field. 
DtiU>  Saint  George  did  quickly  yield. 

Then  stnuglit  Morocco's  king  lie  slew. 
And  look  tiiir  Sabra  to  his  ivife. 

But  meant  lo  try  if  !^he  iverc  (rue, 
Ere  with  her  he  would  lead  IiLi  life  ; 

And,  llio'  he  iiud  her  in  hb  triiiii, 

She  did  a  rir^  pure  remnui. 

Toward  England  ihcn  tbnt  lovely  dame 
The  brave  Sl  Gt.-or^  coiulueled  slnut, 

An  eunuch  also  with  theu  came, 
Wijo  did  upon  the  lady  iviiit. 

These  three  from  Egyjit  went  alone  ; 

Kow  mark  St.  George's  valour  shown. 

When  as  they  in  a  forest  were. 

The  lady  did  deflire  to  lesl : 
Meanwhile  St.  Geoi^e  to  kill  a  deer 

For  tlieir  repast  did  think  tt  best: 
Leaving  her  with  the  eunuch  there, 
Whilst  he  did  go  to  kill  llie  deer. 

But  lo  I  all  in  lu«  absence  came 
Two  hungry  lyons  tierce  and  fell. 

And  lore  the  eun-icli  on  the  same 
In  pieces  small,  the  truth  lo  tell ; 
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Down  by  the  lady  then  they  htid, 
Whereby  they  sheVd  she  was  a  maid- 
But  when  he  came  from  bunLing  back. 

And  did  heboid  this  heavy  chance. 
Then  for  bis  lovely  virgin's  sake 

His  courage  Btrait  he  did  advance, 
And  ciunc  inio  the  lions  sight, 
Who  ran  at  him  wilb  all  their  might. 

Their  rage  did  him  no  whit  dismay, 
Who,  like  n  stout  and  vaiiant  knight, 

Did  both  the  hungry  lyona  slay 
Within  the  Lady  Sabra's  sight : 

Who  all  this  while,  sad  and  demure, 

There  stood  most  like  a  virgin  pure. 

Now  when  St.  George  did  surely  know 
This  lady  was  a  virgin  irue, 

His  heart  was  glad,  that  erst  was  vroo, 
And  all  bis  love  did  soon  renew : 

He  set  her  on  a  palfrey  sleed, 

And  towards  England  came  with  spoed. 

Where  being  in  short  space  arriv'd 
Unto  his  native  dwelling  place. 

Therein  with  his  dear  love  he  bv'd, 
And  fortune  did  his  nuptials  grace : 

They  many  years  of  joy  did  see, 

And  led  their  lives  at  Coventry. 
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Now  of  the  Seven  Champions  here 

My  purpose  U  to  write, 
To  show  how  ihey  with  awoi-d  and  spear 

Put  maiiy  foea  to  flight; 
Distressed  ladies  lo  release, 

And  captires  bound  ia  cbain!>. 
That  Christian  glory  lo  increase 

Wiieh  e 
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First,  I  give  jou  to  imderstauU 

Thai  great  Saint  G«orge  \>y  lauae. 
Was  the  true  ch]i]U])ion  of  our  land; 

And  of  liis  liirtli  anil  fame. 
And  of  his  noble  mother's  dream. 

Before  tliat  he  was  bom, 
The  which  to  bur  did  dearly  aeera 

Her  days  would  be  foi'lom. 

Tliiii  was  her  dream ;  ihut  she  did  bear 

A  dragon  in  her  womb  ; 
Which  griev'd  ibis  noble  lady  fair, 

'Cause  death  must  be  her  doom. 
This  Mrrow  she  could  not  conceal, 

So  dismal  was  her  fear, 
So  that  she  did  the  some  reveal 

Unto  her  bnsbond  deart 

Who  went  for  to  inquire  straight 

Of  tui  eiichanteress ; 
When,  knocking  al  her  iron  gate, 

Her  answer  it  was  this: 
"  The  lady  ahall  bring  forth  a  sod. 

By  whom,  in  tract  of  time, 
Great  noble  actions  sliail  be  done  i 

He  will  to  honour  dimb. 

"  For  be  shall  be  in  banners  wore  j 

This  imib  t  will  nwiniaiii ; 

Your  lady,  ahe  shall  die  before 


Tou  see  her  face  again." 
Ub  leave  he  took,  and  home  he  vent  -, 

His  wife  departed  lay ; 
But  that  which  did  his  gri^f  augment, 

The  child  iras  stole  awaj. 

Then  did  he  travel  in  despiur, 

Where  soon  with  grief  lie  i^ed ; 
While  the  young  child,  his  eon  and  heir, 

Kd  constantly  abiiie 
Wiih  ihe  wise  laily  of  the  grove, 

In  her  enchanted  cell ; 
Amongst  the  n-oodj  he  oi\  did  rovo. 

His  beauij  pleased  her  well. 

Blinded  wiih  love,  she  did  impart, 

Upon  a  ceruiin  day, 
To  him  her  cunning  magic  art, 

And  where  six  Champions  lay 
Within  a  brazen  cattle  strong, 

By  an  enchanted  sleep. 
And  where  they  had  continued  long; 

She  did  the  castle  keep. 

She  taught  and  sbow'd  liim  every  thing 
Through  being  free  and  fond; 

Which  did  her  fatal  ruin  bring ; 
Fur  with  a  silver  wand 

He  clos'd  her  up  inia  a  rack, 
By  giving  one  stuall  Btroke ; 
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So  louk  jiosiession  of  ber  stock, 
And  tLe  encbantiaenl  broke. 

Tbo«e  Cltristian  Champions  being  freed 

From  their  enchanted  slate, 
Each  mounted  on  his  prant^iag  gteed, 

And  took  to  travel  straight; 
Where  we  will  leave  them  to  pursue 

Kind  fortune's  favours  sdll. 
To  treat  of  our  own  champion,  who 

Did  uourts  with  wonders  fill. 

For  as  he  came  to  uodersiand, 

At  an  old  hennit's  cell, 
How,  in  the  vast  Egyptian  land, 

A  dragon  fierce  and  fell 
Threatened  the  ruin  of  them  all, 

By  his  devouring  jaws, 
His  Bwoiii  releas'd  them  from  that  tbralL, 

And  BOon  rciooT'd  Ihe  cause. 

This  dreadful  dragon  must  destroy 

A  virgin  every  day, 
Or  else  with  gtinka  he'll  thorn  annoy. 

And  many  tltousands  slay. 
At  length  the  king's  own  daughter  dear. 

For  whom  the  court  did  mourn, 
Was  brought  to  be  devoured  here, 

For  she  must  take  her  turn. 
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The  king  by  itrodamalioti  aaid, 

IT  axij  h&rij  knight 
Could  free  llii-j  fair  young  myal  maid. 

And  sky  (lie  dragon  qiiile, 
Then  should  lie  have  her  for  his  bride, 

Ajid,  after  death,  likewise 
Hia  crown  and  kingdom  too  beside ; 

Saint  George  he  won  the  prize. 

When  maHj  hardy  elrokes  he'd  dealt. 

And  could  uol  pierce  his  hide, 
He  run  his  £ivord  up  to  the  hilt 

In  at  the  dragon's  side ; 
By  which  he  did  his  life  destroy, 

Which  cheer'd  the  drooping  king; 
This  caused  an  universal  joy, 

Sweet  peals  of  bells  did  ring. 

The  daughter  of  a  king,  for  pride 

Transfonned  into  a  tree 
Of  mulberries,  Saint  Denis'  sjiiud. 

And  being  hungcry, 
Of  that  fair  fruit  he  ale  a  part, 

And  was  transformed  likewise 
lato  the  fashion  of  a  hart, 

FoT  seven  years  precise. 

At  which  he  long  bcwail'd  the  loss 

Of  manly  shape :  llien  goes 
To  him  his  true  and  trusty  horse, 
1  irbich  DonQli. 
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And  brings  a  blushing  rose, 
Bj'  which  the  mugic  spell  Wiis  broke, 

And  both  were  fairly  freed 
From  ihe  enchauled  heavy  yoke : 

They  llica  in  love  agreed. 

Now  we  come  to  Saint  James  of  SpaiI^:  I 

Who  alew  a  mighty  boar, 
In  hti]>es  thai  he  might  honour  gain, 

But  he  must  die  therefore : 
Who  wiis  allow'd  his  deuth  to  choose, 

Which  was  by  virgins'  darts, 
But  tlicy  the  »ame  did  all  refuse, 

So  lender  were  their  hearts. 

Tbc  ting's  daughter  at  length,  by  lot, 

Wtu  doomed  to  work  his  woe ; 
From  her  fair  hands  a  fatal  shot. 

Out  of  K  gi^dca  bow, 
ilael  put  a  period  to  the  strife ; 

At  which  grief  did  her  Eoie. 
She  <ir  bor  faUwr  bi^'d  feU  lifa 

Upon  ber  b«Dded  kH«u ; 

And  boBOond  fiulwr  (kar. 
He  well  dcMf-ra  a  ki;ge  reward  t 

Tbta  b«  Mrt  a»  aenrc- 
Oim Mc  hu  lil« I '    Ifagnnktke 

And  Am  wiikotit  dakj. 


Tlus  Spanish  chantpioo,  ere  'iwiu  dood, 
Rjd  witli  bcr  quile  awuj. 

Kow  come  we  lo  Saint  AutboQ^, 

A  man  with  toIout  fraught. 
The  cliampioD  of  fair  Italj, 

Who  many  wonders  wroughL 
Fint,  he  a  mighty  giant  slev. 

The  terror  of  mankind  : 
Toung  ladies  fiiir,  pure  virgina  loo, 

This  giant  kept  coufined 

Within  his  castle  walls  of  stone. 

And  gates  of  solid  brass. 
Where  seren  ladies  made  their  moan. 

But  out  the^  could  not  pass. 
Mtuj  brave  ioi'da,  and  knights  likewise; 

To  free  ibem  did  engage, 
Who  fell  a  bleeding  sacrifice 

Tu  tlus  fierce  giiuit'a  raga. 

Fair  daughters  to  a  ro^al  king ! 

Yet  fortune,  after  all, 
Did  our  renowned  champion  bring 

To  ti'ee  them  from  thuir  thrall. 
Aausted  bj  the  hand  of  heaven. 

He  ventured  life  and  limb : 
Behold  the  fairest  of  the  seven, 

She  fell  in  love  with  him. 
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That  champion  good,  bolO  Saint  Andrew^ 

The  famous  S<»ttish  knight, 
Dark  gloomy  deserls  iravelled  through, 

Wliere  Phwhus  gave  no  light. 
Haunted  with  epiriu,  for  a  wLile 

His  weary  couree  he  Bteere, 
Till  fortQue  bltjssed  Lim  with  a  smile, 

And  shook  off  all  bis  fears. 

This  Christian  champion  travell'd  long, 

Till  at  the  length  he  came 
Unto  the  giant's  cattle  strong. 

Great  Blanderon  by  name. 
Where  the  king'a  daughtei's  wero  transform'd 

Into  the  aliape  of  swans : 
Though  them  he  freed,  their  father  Btonn'd, 

But  he  his  malice  shuns. 

For  though  five  hundred  armed  knights 

Did  straight  beset  hira  round, 
Our  Christian  champion  wiUi  them  fights. 

Till  on  the  heathen  ground 
Most  of  those  Pagans  bleeding  lay  j 

Which  much  perplexed  iLc  king; 
The  Scottbh  champion  clears  the  way, 

Wliich  was  a  glorious  thing. 

Saint  Patrick  too,  of  Ireland, 

That  noble  knight  of  fame, 

He  travelled,  as  we  imderstand, 
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Till  at  die  leiiglh  he  came 
Inio  a  grove  whtre  suIjts  dwell 

Wiitre  laJies  he  litlielJ, 
Who  had  their  raged  fury  tVli, 

And  were  wilh  sorrow  lill'd. 


He  drew  liis  sword,  and  did  n 

A  sliarp  and  Lluody  fmy, 
Till  ihc  riug-leadur  he  had  alain ; 

The  rest  soon  fled  away. 
This  done,  he  ai>ked  iJie  ludtea  fair, 

Wlio  were  in  silks  array'4, 
From  whence  tliey  came,  and  who  Ibey  were. 

They  answered  bim  and  s^d : 

"  We  are  all  daughtera  to  a  king, 

Whom  a  brave  Scottish  knight 
Did  out  of  tribalaUon  bring  : 

He  having  took  his  flight, 
Mow  after  him  we  are  in  qneBt." 

Saint  Patrick  then  replies, 
"  He  18  my  friend,  I  cannot  rest 

Till  I  find  liim  likewise. 

■  So,  ladie»<,  if  yoii  do  intend 
To  take  your  lot  with  me, 
This  sword  of  mine  sliull  jou  defend 

From  savage  truelty." 
The  ladies  freely  gave  consent 
To  travel  many  miles  ; 
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Through  sliady  grovea  and  woodg  they  went, 

In  search  of  fortimii's  smiles. 

The  Chi-iatiiin  cli.impion  David,  went 

To  the  Tiutm-ian  courl. 
Where  at  Iheir  lili  and  tournament, 

And  such  like  royal  sport, 
He  overihrew  ihe  only  son 

Of  the  Count  Pakline  ; 
This  noble  action  being  done 

Hjs  fame  begau  to  shine. 

The  young  Count'ii  sad  and  sadden  death 

Turii'd  all  their  joys  to  grief ; 
He  bleeding  lay,  bereaved  of  breath. 

The  fathei-'a  eon  in  chief; 
But  lords  and  ladies  blazed  the  fame 

Of  our  brave  champion  bold ; 
Saying,  they  ought  to  write  bis  name 

In  characters  of  gold. 


Here  have  I  writ  a  feir  account 

Of  each  heroic  deed, 
Done  by  these  knighte,  which  will 

All  those  that  shall  succeed. 
The  ancient  cbroniclcR  of  kings, 

Ere  since  the  world  begun, 
Can't  boast  of  such  renowned  things 

As  these  brave  knights  have  done. 


Saint  George  he  was  for  Engltuid, 

Siunt  Deonia  w»s  for  Fiance, 
Saini  James  for  Spain,  whose  vnlifinl  liand 

Did  CUristian  fame  iiilvance : 
Saint  Anthony  for  Ilaly, 

Andrew  for  Scots  ne'er  faiU, 
Patrick  loo  sianda  for  Ireland, 

Saint  David  was  for  Wales. 

Thus  have  you  tho$e  etoul  cbnmptona  names 

In  this  renowned  soug : 
Young  captive  ladies  bound  in  chains, 

Confined  in  castles  strong, 
They  did  by  knighlly  prowess  free, 

True  honour  to  maintain  : 
Then  let  their  lasting  memory 

From  age  to  age  remain. 
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inferior,  banii.  From  (he  exordium  by  which  the  rtorj- 
ia  introdaccd,  it  might  be  ranciudod  that  the  author 
wu  an  Englishman.  Indeed,  all  Iht:  pocm«  nod  pro 
pbet-ieg  attributed  to  Thomas  the  Khimcr  which  re- 
main to  us,  are  preserved  in  English  nmnusvnpU  aud 
an  English  drts)£ ;  but,ln  thejudgmencof  Mr.  Jomieson, 
the  interna]  evidence  still  almost  ainounti  to  proof  that 
the  romance  iuelf  was  of  Scottish  origin,  although  no 
indubitably  Scottish  copy  is  now  known  to  be  in  ex- 
ist«'nce. 

The  hero  of  ihls  legend  is  believed  to  have  lived 
ihroagh  nearly  the  whole  of  the  13th  century.  Ue 
derived  Mn  territorial  appellation  from  the  village  of 
Srceldoune,  in  the  couniy  of  Berw.itk,  lying  on  the 
river  Leader,  about  two  miles  above  its  junctioti  with 
Ibe  Tweed.  The  Huntly  bank  on  which  tbc  meeting 
of  Thomas  with  the  Queen  of  Fairy  look  place,  ia 
nluatt>d,  according  to  Ur.  Laing,  on  one  of  the  Eldoun 
liilU  but  the  same  distinction  is  claimed  for  another 
place  of  tike  name,  which,  together  with  an  adjoining 
ratine,  railed  froin  lime  immemorial  the  Rymei'i  GUn^ 
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was  in>*ludeil  Id  tbe  domain  of  AbbotsTord,  (9m 
Minglrelty  o/the  Scolliah  Border,  iv.  110,  v.  I.) 

"During  (he  14th,  istb,  nod  16th  centuriei,  toget 
up  a  prophet'y  in  Uic  nume  of  Thomas  the  Rh^rraer 
app-targ  to  have  becti  found  a  goo<]  Btrokc  ofpolicj  on 
many  occoainns.  Thus  was  his  authorit}'  employed  to 
countenance  the  views  of  Edward  III,  against  ScoUisfa 
independence,  to  favor  the  ambitious  views  of  the 
Dnke  of  Albany  in  the  minorit]  ijf  James  V.,  and  to 
suttnin  tlie  spirits  of  the  nalioii  under  the  barainng 
inrmions  of  Henry  VJII.  A  small  volume  containing 
a  collection  of  tbe  rhjtnes  thus  put  into  circulation 
was  published  by  Andro  Hart  in  Edinburgh,  in  ISIS.' 
—  Ch*Mber8,  Pop.  Rhj/mtB  of  Scotland,  p.  8. 

"  This  poem,"  says  Mr.  Laing,  "  is  preserved  in 
three  ancient  manuscripts,  each  of  them  in  a  stale  niore 
or  len  mutilated,  and  varying  in  no  inconsiderable  de- 
gree  from  the  others.  A  portion  of  it  was  lint  printed 
in  the  Border  Minslrchy,  [iv.  1 2-2,]  from  ihe  fragment 
in  the  British  Museum,  among  the  Cotton  MSS. ;  and 
the  one  which  Air.  Jamieson  adopted  in  bis  collection 
of  Popular  Ballads  and  Songs  [li.  II,]  was  carefully 
deciphered  from  a  volume  of  no  ordinary  curiosity,  in 
the  University  Library,  Cambridge,  wrilten  in  a  very 
illc-jible  hand,  about  the  middle  of  the  Ifith  century. 
It  is  now  prinU'd  from  the  other  copy,  as  it  oci.'nis  in 
a  volume,  compiled  at  a  still  earlier  period,  which  is 
prcsuived  in  tlm  Cathedral  Library  of  I.ini'Oln.  Oii 
compaiison,  il  will  be  readily  perceived,  Ihul  the  text 
is  in  every  respect  preferable  to  that  of  either  of  the 
siher  manuscripts.  ...  An  endeavor  has  been 
nude  to  fill  up  the  defective  parts  from  the  Cambridge 
oopy,  though  in  soma  instances,  aa  will  be  seen,  without 
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—  Mr.    Balliwoll   has  rejiulilislicil  ibu  Cam- 
tdge  teiU  in  his  Fairy  Mylhology,   (p.  SS,)   niiil   be 
a  faurth  manuscripl,  wbicb,  however,  iippcar*  to 
il  (if  slight  importance. 
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LijiVayi,  lordynga,  bothe  grcte  and  ?iaale, 
[  Aiid  lukia  gude  lente  what  I  will  say : 
I  I  saU  yow  telle  als  trewe  a  tale, 

was  herde  by  nyghle  or  daya : 

And  tlie  maste  meruelle  fTorowtiyn  naye, 
L  That  euer  was  herde  byfore  or  syen, 
And  therforc  pristly  I  yow  praye, 
That  ye  will  of  youre  lalkyng  blyn. 

It  es  an  harde  thyng  for  to  saye, 

Of  doghety  dedis  tJiat  liase  bene  done ; 

Of  felle  feghtyngs  and  batella  sere  ; 

And  how  that  knygUtis  base  wonae  thair  schone. 

Bot  Jfaesa  Christ,  that  syttis  in  tronc, 
Safe  Ynglysche  men  bothe  ferre  and  nere  ; 
And  1  Ball  telle  yow  tyte  and  sonc, 
Of  batleUs  done  sytheo  many  a  yei^  ; 

And  of  batella  timt  done  sail  bee  ; 
In  witate  place,  and  howe  and  ivliitrc  ; 
And  wha  sail  hafe  the  lieghefe  gvu.e. ; 
And  whe.hir  partye  sail  hafe  Ibe  weri% ; 
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WhH  dall  tiike  the  fijghle  anil  flet.> ; 
And  whn  aall  dj-e  and  b/leue 'thnre- 
Bol  Jheau  Chrisl,  that  dyed  on  Uc, 
Saue  Ingl^sche  men  whare  so  tlia;'  fast 


Ala  i  me  wente  Uiiaeadrcs-daye, 
Full  {uAie  in  m^nd  makane  my  mone. 
In  a  mery  momyage  of  May, 
By  HuDtle  bankkea  my  eelfe  altone, 

I  faei'de  the  jaye,  and  the  '  t!irosl«lle,'' 
The  mawya  menyde  of  Lit  songe, 
The  wodewale  beryde  als  a  belle, 
That  all  lUe  wode  aUiwle  mu  ronge. 

Allone  in  longyngn,  tlius  als  I  laye, 
Vodre  nethe  a  sumely  tre, 
'  Saw  I '  wliare  a  lady  gayo, 
'  Came  ridand  '  ouer  a  lunge  lee. 

If  I  suld  iytt  to  Domesdaye, 

"With  my  tonge,  to  wrebbe  and  wiye, 

Certanely  that  lady  gaye, 

Neuer  bese  scho  astijede  for  mee> 

Hir  palfraye  was  a  dappill  graye ; 
Sniike  one  1  »\ghe  ne  neuer  none  : 
Als  do-ie  the  Sonne  on  someres  daye. 
Thai  fiiire  lady  hir  sclfe  scho  achoue. 

'  Laingi  bj  Uo*.      ^  Line.  US,  ihrotlj'IU  CnLkV' 
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if  OryeDce,  gretc  plente. 
Hir  liar«  abowie  bir  hede  il  luujge ; 
Scho  rode  ouer  that  lango  lee  ; 
A  whylle  scho  blewe,  a  DoLLi?r  echo  snage> 

Hir  garthes  of  nobyll  s^lkc  tliuy  were  ; 
The  bukyllB  were  of  beielle  stone  i 
Hir  Blerapa  were  of  crystalle  clere, 
And  all  with  perelle  ouer  bygone. 

Hir  payetrelJe  was  of  irulle  f/ne  ; 
Hir  cropoure  waa  of  orfiire  j 
And  ab  clere  golde  hir  brydill  il  schone; 
One  aythir  aydo  hange  bellys  three, 

'  Scho  led  seuen  grew  lioundi&  in  a  leesho  i ' 
And  aeuen  raclies  by  hir  they  rone  ; 
Scho  bare  a  home  gbowte  hir  halse  ; 
And  vnder  hir  belle  full  many  a  flone. 

Thomaa  laye  and  sawe  that  syghle, 
Vnder  aithe  ane  semly  tree  ; 
He  sayd,  "  yone  es  Marye  moBl  »f  myghle, 
That  bare  that  cbilde  Ihat  dyede  for  mee. 
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"  But  if  I  speke  wilh  yone  Idily  Itryghte, 
I  hope  niyn  hei'te  will  bryste  in  three ; 
Now  sail  I  go  with  nil  my  myghte, 
Hir  for  to  mcie  at  Eldoun  tree." 

Thomas  rathely  vpe  he  rase, 

Aad  be  rane  otter  that  mouutayne  hye  ; 

Gyff  it  bo  ala  the  storye  aayes, 

He  hir  mette  at  Eldone  tree. 

He  knelyde  down  appoa  his  knee, 
Viidir  nethe  that  grenwode  spraye;  — 
And  sayd,  "lufly  ladye  !  rewe  oae  mee; 
Qwene  of  heuen,  ala  thu  welc  maye  I  " 

Then  spake  that  lady  milde  ofthogbte:- 
"*  Thomas,  late  swyike  worJes  bee  i 
Qweae  of  heuenne,  am  I  nogbte, 
For  I  tuke  neuer  so  hegbe  degre. 

*  Dot  I  aine  of  nne  other  contree, 
If  I  be  payrelde  raoste  of  prysse  ; 
I  ryde  aftyre  this  wylde  fee  ; 
My  raiilies  rynnys  at  my  devyse." 

'  If  ihu  be  parelde  raoste  of  prysse, 
And  here  rydia  thus  in  thy  folye, 
Of  Itife,  lady,  als  itm  art  wys^e, 
Thou  gyffe  me  leue  to  lye  the  bye," 
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Scho  Bajde,  "  thu  niaii,  tbtii  ware  folye  ; 
I  [inije  the,  Thomas,  thu  ]nl  me  bee  ; 
Ffor  I  saye  tlte  full  sekirljc, 
Thai  synne  will  fordoo  all  my  beaute." 

■'  Now  lufly  ladye  rewe  ou  mee. 
And  I  will  euer  more  willi  the  duelle ; 
Here  my  trouthe  I  '  plyghte  to  ihee,' 
Weiiiir  thu  will  in  heuen  or  helle." 

e  of  molde,  thu  will  me  marre, 
ftyai  tliu  &all  hufe  all  thy  will ; 
And  trowe  it  wele,  thu  ditwys  the  werre, 
Ffor  alle  my  beaule  will  ihu  spy  lie." 

Down  than  lyghle  that  lady  bryglile, 
Vndir  netlte  (hat  grene  wode  spraye  ; 
And,  als  the  storye  tellis  full  ryghl^, 
SeueD  sythis  by  hir  he  Inye. 

Scho  sayd,  "  man,  Lhe  lykc^  tlii  playe  : 
What  byrde  in  boure  niaye  delle  with  the  f 
Thou  merrys  me  ail  tliis  ionge  dsye  ; 
I  pray  lhe,  Tbomaa,  liiie  me  bee." 

Thomas  stode  wpe  in  that  slede, 

And  he  bylielde  that  lady  gaye ; 

Hir  Imre  it  haage  all  ouer  hir  hede, 

Hir  eghae  aemede  owle,  that  are  were  graye 
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Ajid  all  Uie  ri«Le  cIotLjnge  was  ayi&ye. 
Thai  he  byfore  sawe  in  that  stede  ; 
Hir  a  sclianke  blake,  hir  other  gra^e, 
And  all  hir  body  lyke  the  IcUe ; 

Tliomas  laje,  and  eawe  that  sygbte, 
Vndir  Be  the  that  grenewod  tree. 

Than  Baj'd  Thomas,  "  alias  !  allaa  I 

In  faythe  Lbia  es  a  dullfull  syghte  ; 

How  arte  tha  fadyde  ihus  in  the  face, 

That  schane  byfore  all  the  eonne  bo  bi7ght  I  " 

Scho  a&yd,  "  Thomas,  lake  leve  at  sone  and 

And  ala  at  lefe  that  grcwes  on  tree  ; 
This  twelmoneLh  sail  tliu  with  me  gone, 
And  medill-erthe  thu  sail  non  E^ee." 

He  kneljd  downe  appon  his  knee, 
Vndir  nethe  Ibat  grenewod  spraje  ; 
And  sayd,  "  Lully  lady ! '  rcwe  on  mee, 
Mylde  qwene  of  heuen,  als  thn  beete  may&" 

"  Allaa !  "  ho  sayd,  "  and  wa  es  mee, 
I  irewe  my  dedis  will  wirke  me  care ; 
My  saulie,  Jbesu,  byieohe  I  the, 
Whedir  come  that  euer  my  banes  sail  fare." 

1  Lufly  l>dy,  L  «.  ISmtj. 
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8ctio  ledde  hjm  in  nt  Eldone  hill. 
Vndir  nethe  a  deme  Ice  ; 
Wiiare  it  was  dirk  ua  mydnyglit  myrke, 
AdiI  euer  die  water  till  bis  knee. 

Tbe  monteoans  of  dajes  three, 
He  herd  bot  swoghyne  of  the  flode  j 
At  the  laate,  he  sayde,  "  fiill  wa  ea  mee  1 
Ahnik^le  I  dye,  for  &wte  of  fude>" 

Scho  lede  hym  in  till  a  fairo  berbere, 
Wbare  frwie  waa  'growyog  in  gretplentee  j' 
Pers  and  nppill,  boihe  rype  tbay  were, 
The  date,  and  ale  tbe  damasee ; 

The  fygge,  and  aJa  so  the  wjne-berje  ; 
The  nyghtyngalea  lyggande  on  ihair  neste; 
The  impeioyea  fasle  abowie  gan  flye  ; 
And  ibrosLylls  sange,  wolde  hafe  no  rest*). 


0  pulle  frowte  with  his  handei 
Ala  man  for  fude  that  waa  nere  faynt; 
Sdio  sayd,  "Thomas,  thu  hiie  thnm  stnnde. 
Or  ells  the  fende  the  will  atleyou 


"If  thu  it  plokk,  Bothely  to  pny, 
Thi  Eaule  gose  to  the  tyre  of  helie  j 
It  oomes  neuer  owie  or  Domesdaye, 
Bet  iher  in  payne  ay  for  to  duelle. 
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"  Thomas,  sofhely,  I  the  hyghte, 
Come  lygge  ihyn  hede  down  on  mr  kne^ 
And  '  thou  *  sail  se  the  fajreate  ejgUle, 
Thai  euer  eawe  man  of  thi  contree." 

He  did  in  hje  &h  scho  hym  badde ; 
Appone  hir  knee  bis  hede  he  layde, 
Ffor  hir  [o  paye  he  was  full  glade, 
And  than  that  lady  to  him  sayde — 

"  Seese  ihu  nowe  yone  faire  waye,  i 

That  lyggis  oucr  yone  heghe  monlayne  ?—  J 
Yone  es  the  waye  to  hcueu  for  aye,  M 

When  synfull  sawles  are  pa^ed  tber  pajnfl^a 

"  Seese  thu  nowe  yone  other  waye, 
That  lyggea  lawe  l»y  nethe  yone  ryaae? 
Yone  es  llie  waye,  the  sothe  to  aaye, 
Vnto  the  joye  of  paradyse. 


'  Seese  thu  yitt  yone  third  waye, 
That  ligges  vnder  youe  grene  playne? 
Yone  es  the  waye,  with  tene  and  traye, 
Wbare  RyntuU  saulia  guihris  thare  payue. 

"  Bol  seese  thu  nowe  yone  fonhe  waye, 
That  lygges  ouer  yone  depe  delle  ? 
Yone  es  the  way,  so  waylawaye, 
Vnto  the  byrnande  fyre  of  hell. 
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"  Seese  thn  yiit  yone  feire  eastelle, 
Thut  BlBii<1es  vpoiie  yone  heghe  hill  ? 
Of  towne  »nd  towre,  it  beris  tbe  belle ; 
In  ecthe  es  none  Ijk  it  TDtill. 


I 


"  Ffor  eoLhe,  Thomas,  yone  es  mjn  aweiuif 
And  tlie  kyiiges  of  this  couutree ; 
Bot  me  ware  lener  banged  aud  drawen, 
Or  that  he  wyste  thou  laje  me  by. 

■*  Wlien  thu  commes  to  yone  castetle  gay, 
I  pray  tbe  cattase  iniui  to  bee; 
And  wbaie  ao  aiiy  mun  to  the  saye. 
Lake  tbu  auswere  none  bott  mee. 


"  My  lorde  es  eeruede  at  ylk  a  mese, 
With  thiitty  knyghttis  liure  and  &ee; 
I  sail  saye,  syttande  at  tbe  daese, 
I  take  thi  spcche  byyonde  the  see." 

Thomas  still  als  etane  he  stude, 
And  he  bybelde  that  ludy  gaye; 
Scbo  come  agayne  als  faire  and  gude, 
Aud  al  BO  rycbe  one  hir  pal&aye. 

Hir  grewe  hundis  fillide  with  dere  blode; 
Hir  rachis  couplede,  by  my  faye ; 
Si^bo  blewe  hir  borne  with  mayDo  and  mode, 
Vnto  the  caelelle  scho  Ink  the  waye, 
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Ill  lo  the  Imutle  sotheljr  scho  went ; 
Thomas  foloued  at  hir  hande  ; 
Tban  ladjes  come,  bathe  faire  and  geat, 
Wilh  curtassye  to  hir  knelande. 

Horpe  and  TetliiU  Itolhe  thay  fande, 
Gei.terne,  and  als  so  the  sawirye ; 
Ltitte  and  ryhybc,  botlie  giuigande. 
And  lUi  nianere  of  loynatmbye. 

The  most  memelle  that  Thoinas  tliogfaw, 
When  that  he  atode  appon  llie  ftore ; 
Ftbr  fe(ltj  herles  in  were  broghte, 
TImt  were  botlie  '  largely  *  grete  and  stor^  J 

Ruches  laye  lapande  in  the  blode, 
Cokes  come  witli  drj-ssy nge  knyfe  ; 
The/  brittened  thaia  ab  llm/  were  wode ; 
Reuelle  anuuigea  ihame  wo^  full  rjfts 

Knygh^s  dawnsede  by  three  and  three, 
Thare  was  revelle,  gamen,  and  playe, 
Lufly  Udyee,  faire  and  free, 
That  salte  and  sangu  one  riche  araye. 

Thotnas  duellide  in  that  solace 
More  ihan  I  yowe  saye,  perdei 
Till  one  a  daye,  eo  hafe  I  grace, 
My  lufly  tady  sayde  to  rare : 


"  Do  busk  the,  Tbomaa, — the  bunk  i^jne, ' 
Ffur  Uiu  loAj  here  do  lengare  be ; 
Hje  the  fafic,  with  mygliU;  aiid  miiyiti!; 
I  soU  the  br^iige  till  EIiIudk  U-ec." 

ThomiM  sayde  tban  whb  heuy  cbere ; 
"  LuBy  lady,  nowe  late  me  bee ; 
Ffor  eeilia,  lady,  I  liHfe  becie  here 
Koghle  bot  ibe  epoce  of  dnyea  three. 

■■  Fibr  wtbe,  Thomas,  als  I  Uie  telle, 
Thon  base  bene  here  thre  yere  aud  mora ; 
Bot  langere  here  Ibu  may  iioghte  dwelle ; 
The  skylle  I  eaU  tbe  telle  wherpfbre. 

**  To  morne,  of  belle  the  (bulle  fende 
Anuiitge  thid  folke  will  feche  h\a  fee; 
And  thu  arte  mekill  nuui  and  hende, 
I  trowe  fiill  wele  he  wolde  chese  the. 

"  Ffor  aD  the  gold  that  euer  may  bee, 
Ffro  helhyn  unto  the  worklia  onde, 
Thou  bese  nener  belrayede  for  mee ; 
Therefore  vith  me  I  rede  thou  wi^nde." 


Scho  broghte  hyni  agaync  to  Eldone  tree, 
Vodir  neibe  that  grenewode  spraye ; 
In  HuDilce  bannkcs  es  mery  to  bee, 
Whare  fowlea  eyngea  bothe  nyght  and  daye. 
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"  Fferre  owtt  in  jone  mouDlane  gmye, 
Thomas,  ray  fawkon  bjggia  a  ntiste  j  — 
A  &wcoun  is  an  eglis  praye ; 
Fforthi  in  na  place  may  tie  reste. 

"  Ffare  well,  Thomas ;  I  wend  my  waye ; 
Ffor  me  byhouys  ouer  thir  benttis  brown." 
— Loo  here  a  fytt :  more  es  to  aaye, 
All  of  Thomas  of  Eraclidown. — 
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TRADmOKl.L   VERSION. 

UiiulrtlsyofOt  Seoflish  Border,  ^\v.  117.)  >■  Given 
fion  a  copjr  obttiined  from  a  laAy  residing  not  Tar  fi-om 
ErciMoune,  i-orrei^ted  and  enlarged  by  one  in  Wrs. 
Browii-s  MSS.~ 

True  Thomas  lay  on  HantUe  bank  j 

A  ferlie  he  spied  wi'  his  ee ; 
And  there  he  saw  a  ladye  bright, 

Come  riding  down  by  the  Eildon  Tree. 

Her  shirt  was  o'  the  grttss-green  silk, 

Her  mantle  o'  the  velvet  fynej 
At  ilka  telt  of  her  horde's  mane, 

Hung  &{ty  siller  bells  and  nine. 

True  Thomas,  he  pull'd  aff  his  cap, 

And  louted  low  down  to  his  knee  : 
''All  hail,  thou  mighty  Queen  of  Meuven 

For  thy  peer  on  eanh  I  never  did  see.' 


"0  110,  0  no,  Thomas,"  she  said, 

"  That  name  doc3  not  belang  to  me ; 

I  nm  but  the  Qneen  of  fair  Elflnnd, 

That  am  Iiither  came  to  visit  thee. 

"  Harp  and  carp,  Thomas,"  she  swd  ; 
"  Harp  and  earp  along  wi'  mp ; 
And  if"  ye  dare  to  kiss  my  lips, 
Sure  of  your  bodie  I  will  be." — 

"  Betide  me  weal,  betide  me  woe, 

That  weird  shall  never  daimloo  me." 
Syne  he  has  kissed  her  rosy  lips, 
All  uniiemealh  the  Eildon  Tree. 

■  Now,  ye  maon  go  wi'  me."  the  said ;' 
"  True  Thomas,  ye  maim  go  wi'  me ; 
And  ye  maun  Berre  me  seven  years, 
Thro'  weal  or  woe  as  may  ehanoe  to  H 

She  mounted  on  her  milk-white  steed  t 
She's  t&'en  true  Thomas  up  behind : 

And  aye,  whene'er  her  bridle  rung, 
The  eteed  flew  swifter  than  the  wind< 

0  they  rsde  on,  and  farther  on  ; 

The  sleed  gaed  swiiler  than  the  mndp 
Until  Uiey  reach'd  a  desert  wide, 

And  living  land  was  lefl  behind. 
I  Compnro  Toinmnsoo's  Ginli  Pijalari,  i 
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'  IJgbt  down,  li[^  domt,  now,  lrat^  Tliuiuns, 
And  lean  ^our  head  upon  mj  kiii:^  ; 
h      Almie  and  rest  *  tittle  space, 
I  And  I  will  shew  you  ferliea  three. 

■*  O  see  yo  not  yon  uu-row  rood. 

So  thick  beset  with  thorns  and  briers  ? 
That  id  the  path  of  righteousne^ 
Thot^  ailer  it  but  few  enquires. 

'  And  tee  ye  not  that  brud  braid  road, 
That  lies  across  that  lily  lev*n  ? 
Tbat  b  tlte  path  of  wickedness, 

Tbou^  some  call  it  the  road  lo  heann. 

J*  And  see  not  ye  tliat  bonny  road. 

Thai  winds  mbout  Ihi-  fernie  brae? 
Tbat  is  lite  road  lo  fair  Ellland. 

Where  tliou  and  I  this  night  maun  gae. 


r"  But,  Thomas,  ye  maun  hold  your  tongue, 
Whatever  ye  may  hear  or  see  ; 
For,  if  you  speak  word  in  Elfyn  laud, 
Tell  ne'er  get  baci  lo  your 


O  they  rade  on,  and  farthtr  on,  [knee, 

And  liey  wuded  through  rivers  aboon  the 
And  they  saw  neither  sun  nor  moon, 

But  tliey  heanl  the  roaring  of  the  sea. 
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It  WAS  mirk  mirk  night,  aad  thert;  traa  i 
stem  light, 
And  ihey  waded  through  red  1 

For  a'  the  blude  that's  shed  on  earth 
Bins  through  the  springs  o*  that  uoui 

Sjme  thty  came  on  to  a  garden  green, 

And  Ehe  pu'd  an  apple  frae  a  tree^ 

*  Take  this  for  thy  wages,  true  Thomas  ; 

It  n-ill  g^ve  thee  the  tongue  that  can  oerer 
lie."— 

"  Mj  tongue  is  mine  ain,"  true  Thomas  uid  : 
"  A  gudely  gift  je  wad  ^e  to  me  1' 
I  neither  donght  lobuy  nor  sell, 
At  hit  or  tryst  where  I  nuj  be. 


"  I  dougfat  amiher  speak  Id  priooe  m  pear, 
Kor  Ksk  of  gnoe  from  fidr  bdje^" — 

"  Now  bold  tby  poMe  I "  Ike  lady  said, 
'  For  as  I  saj,  u  naa  it  be." — 
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He  Las  gotten  a  ooat  of  the  even  doth, 
And  a  pair  of  shoes  of  TelTet  green ; 

And  tin  seren  years  were  gane  and  past, 
Tme  Thomas  on  earth  was  never  seen. 


TOUI. 
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THE  YODNG  TAMLANK. 


Thk  Tay[o/lAe  Yong  Tamtate 


meationed  U 


Omplagnt  oj 

of  Li/n  is  nolieed  in  the  same  work.  A  ccainderabla 
fn^neul  of  this  b»Ilwl  was  printed  by  Herd,  (voL  L 
216,)  under  tlio  title  of  KerlonW,  a  comiplion  of 
Carterhnugh -,  another  is  furnished  in  Mnidroent'a  Neia 
Book  of  UU  BaUaris,  (p.  54,)  aod  s  nearly  complete 
Ternon  in  Johnson's  Museum,  (p.  433.)  which,  with 
Kane  alterations,  wai  in^rted  iu  the  Taiet  of  WoniUr, 
(No.  58.)  The  present  edition,  prepared  by  Sir  Walter 
Scolt  from  a  collation  of  Tarioiis  copies,  is  longer  dian 
any  other,  but  wm  originally  disfigured  by  several  nip- 
posidtioos  slAuzaa  here  omitled-  Another  rersion.  *itb 
MaidnieDt*9  fragment,  irAl  be  found  in  the  Appendix 
to  this  Tolunic. 

"Carturhaughiiaplain.  al  thec<Hifluxof  theEttrick 
knd  Ykrnin  in  Sdkirtshire,  aboat  a  mile  above  Sel- 
kirk, and  two  milra  below  Newark  Casile ;  a  ronuui- 
tic  ndn  whifh  overhangs  the  Yarrow,  and  which  is 
nid  to  have  been  the  habiladon  of  our  heroine's  &tlKr, 
ibnigb  otiiers  place  his  roudencc  in  the  tnwer  of  Oak- 
wood.  Tha  pcaunts  point  oaU  upon  the  plain,  tfaoee 
electrical  rings,  which  vnlgar  crwlulity  sappoMS  to  be 
tfMcce  of  the  Fairy  revels.    Here,  they  say,  were  plnced 
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(be  sUukIb  of  milk,  and  of  iratur,  in  whk'h  Tamlane 
wu  d!pj>tsd,  In  order  to  effect  the  dbancliaiitmant;  and 
Upou  these  spot*,  acconliug  lo  their  mode  of  express- 
tog  tfaenuelves,  ibe  gytas  will  never  grow.  Milei 
Ctoxa,  (periuipg  a  corruption  of  Mary's  Crou,)  where 
bir  Janet  anaiied  tho  arrival  of  Ae  I'airy  train,  ia 
ttid  lo  have  stood  near  the  Duke  of  Bu^^t-leueli's  seat 
of  Bov-liill,  about  half  a  mile  from  CartuThauyh." — 
(Scott'«  Mkatrelty.  iL  334,  at  the  eml  of  a  moat  in- 

iting  essay,  introductory  lo  this  tale,  on  the  Fu- 

oT  Popular  Superstition.) 


"01  forbid  ye,  maideiiji  a', 

That  wear  gowd  on  your  hair, 

To  come  or  gae  by  Carterbaugh, 

For  young  Tamlane  is  there. 


'  There's  nane  that  gaea  by  Carlerliaugli, 

But  niauD  leave  bim  a  wad, 
Either  gowd  rings,  or  green  mantles. 

Or  else  their  maideuheid. 

Sow  gowd  rings  ye  may  buy,  mnidena, 
Green  muntleg  ye  may  9]>in  ; 

But,  gin  ye  lose  your  inuidenheid, 
Ye'U  ne'er  get  that  ageu."  — 


ISiir  up  then  spak  her,  fair  Jnnot, 
Th»!  fairest  o"  a'  her  kin  ; 
'■  ni  cum  and  gang  lo  Carlerliaugh, 
And  ask  naa  leave  o'  hira." — 


C  TUS   TOONG   TAMLANB. 

Janet  Las  killiid  }ior  green  kirlle, 

A  little  abune  lier  knee  j 
And  she  has  biiuded  her  yellow  haiv, 

A  little  abune  hor  bree. 

And  when  she  came  [o  Carlerliaugh, 

She  g&ed  beside  Llie  well ; 
And  there  she  fund  Im  steed  elanding, 

But  away  was  himsell. 

She  liadna  pu'd  a  red  red  rose, 

A  rose  but  barely  three  ; 
Till  up  and  elans  a  wee  wee  man, 

At  lady  Jaiiel's  knee. 

Says  —  "  Wliy  pu'  ye  the  rose,  Janet  t 
What  gars  ye  break  the  tree  P 

Or  why  come  ye  to  Carterliaugh, 
Witliouten  leave  o'  me  ?"  — 

Says  —  "  Carterhfiugh  it  is  mine  (un  i 

My  daddie  gave  it  mej 
m  come  and  gang  to  Carierhaiigh, 

And  ask  nae  leave  o"  llioe." 

He's  ta'en  her  by  the  milk-white  hand,  ] 
Among  the  leaves  sae  green  ; 

And  what  they  did,  I  cannot  tell  — 
The  green  leaves  were  between. 
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He  t  a.'en  her  bj  the  milk-while  hand, 

AmoDg  the  roses  red  ; 
And  what  they  did,  I  cannot  say  — 

She  ne'er  relum'd  a  maid. 

When  *he  cam  lo  her  father's  ha', 

She  looked  pule  and  wan ; 
They  thought  she'd  dreed  some  sii'u'  (sickness 

Or  heen  with  some  lemun. 

She  didim  comb  her  j-ellow  hair, 
Kor  make  meikle  o'er  lier  head; 

And  ilka  thing  that  lady  look. 
Was  like  to  be  her  deid. 

Il's  four  and  twenty  ladies  ffur 

Were  playing  at  ihe  ba*; 
Janet,  the  wightest  of  them  anes, 

Was  faintest  o'  lliem  a. 

Four  and  twenty  ladies  fair 

Wei'e  playing  at  the  ebess  ; 
And  out  ihere  came  the  fdr  Jiuict, 

Ah  green  as  any  gra^s. 

Out  and  spak  an  aold  grey-headed  kijight. 
Lay  o'er  the  castle  wa', — 
"  And  ever,  alaa !  for  thee,  Janet, 
But  we'll  be  blamed  a' !  "  — 


"  Now  hand  your  tongue,  ye  atiU  grey  knight  1 
And  an  ill  deid  may  ye  die  i 
Falber  my  baira  on  whom  I  will, 
rii  father  nana  on  tbee." — 


Out  then  spnk  her  fallier  dear, 
And  ]ie  spak  mcik  and  mild  — 
"  And  ever,  alus  1  my  sweet  Jtuiet, 
I  fear  yo  gae  with  child." — 

"  And  if  I  be  with  child,  father, 
Mysell  mauD  bear  the  blniiie  ; 
There's  ne'er  a  knight  about  yonr  lia' 
Shall  hae  the  baimie's  name. 


"  And  if  I  be  with  clJld,  lather, 
'Twiil  prove  a  wondrous  birth  ; 
For  weel  I  swear  I'm  not  wi'  bairn 
To  any  man  on  earth. 

"If  my  love  were  an  earthly  knight. 
As  he's  an  elfin  grey, 
I  nadna  gie  my  aiu  true  love 
For  nae  lord  that  ye  hae."  — 

She  prink'd  herscH  and  prinn'd  hersell, 
By  the  nc  light  of  the  moon. 

And  she's  away  to  Carlerhaugh, 
To  speak  wi'  young  Tamlane. 
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And  when  she  came  to  Curterliaiigh, 

She  gaed  beside  llie  wi^ll ; 
And  there  she  saw  the  steed  sfajiding, 

But  awny  was  tiimaelL 


She  hadna  pu'd  a  double  rose, 

A  rose  hut  only  twne, 
"WLen  up  and  started  young  Tnrolaiie, 

Says — "  Lady,  ibou  pu's  nae  mae ! 

'  Why  pu*  ye  the  rose,  Janet, 
Within  this  garden  grene. 
And  a'  to  kill  the  l>onny  babe. 
That  we  got  us  between  ? " 


•■  The  truth  yell  tell  to  me,  Tamlane  ; 
A  word  ye  manna  lie  ; 
Gin  e'er  ye  was  in  haly  chapel, 
Or  sained  in  Christentie  ?" — 

•llie  truth  ru  (ell  to  lliee-,  Janet, 
A  word  I  winna  lie ; 
A  knight  me  got,  and  a  lady  me  bore, 
As  well  as  they  did  thee. 

"  Bandolph,  Earl  Murray,  was  my  sire, 
Dunbar,  Earl  March,  is  thine  ; 
We  loved  when  we  were  children  amidl, 
Which  yet  you  well  may  mind. 


0  THE   rODNG 

"  Wlien  I  was  a  boy  just  tum'd  of  n 
My  uncle  sent  for  me, 
To  bunt,  and  hawk,  and  ride  with  hiin^  i 
And  keep  him  compimle. 

"  There  came  a  wind  out  of  the  norlli, 
A  ^linr|i  wind  and  a  snell; 
And  a  deep  sleep  came  over  me, 
And  Irae  my  horse  I  felL 

"  The  Queen  of  Fairiea  keppit  me, 

In  yon  green  liill  to  dwell ; 

And  I'm  a  fairy,  lyth  and  limb ; 

Fair  Uidye,  view  me  welL 

"Tbeo  would  I  never  tire,  Janet, 

In  Elfish  land  to  dweU  i 

But  aye,  at  every  seven  years. 

They  pay  the  leind  to  hell ; 

And  I  am  Bae  fat  and  fair  of  flcah, 

I  fear  'twill  be  mysell.' 

*•  This  night  is  Hallowe'en,  Janet, 
The  morn  is  Ilallowday ; 
And,  gin  ye  dare  your  iruc  love  win, 
Ye  hae  nae  time  lo  slay. 

"Tlie  night  it  is  good  Hallowe'en, 
When  fairy  folk  will  ride  ; 

J  See  ThoBia,  0/ Eraeti'Hnt.    p.  I.T. 


And  [hey  that  wail  itieir  true-!oTe  win 
At  Milea  Cross  Ihey  maun  bide." 

"  But  bow  dliall  I  thee  kiiii,  Tamlaiic  ? 
Or  how  shall  I  thee  knaw, 
Amang  so  many  uneurthly  knights, 
The  like  I  never  saw  ?  " 

"The  firsl  company  that  passes  by, 
Say  na,  and  let  them  gae ; 

The  next  company  tJiat  passes  by, 
Sae  na,  and  do  right  sae  ; 

The  third  company  (hat  passes  by. 
Then  TU  be  ane  o'  thae. 

"  First  let  pass  the  blaek,  Janet, 
And  ayne  let  pass  lliu  brown ; 
But  grip  ye  to  the  milk-white  steed. 
And  pu*  the  rider  down. 

"  For  I  ride  on  the  milk-white  steed, 

And  aye  nearest  [lie  town  ; 

Because  I  was  a  christen'd  knight. 

They  gave  me  tliat  renown. 


■*  My  right  hand  will  be  gloved,  Janet, 
My  left  hand  will  be  bare  ; 
And  the^e  the  tokens  I  gie  thee, 
Nue  doubt  I  will  be  there. 


^^^Pl^^j 
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"  Tliej'II  turn  me  ia  jour  ai^ 

IS,  Janet,       ^^H 

An  adder  and  a  snake ; 

^^^1 

BuL  Imd  me  fasi,  let  me  not 

pass,              ^^H 

Gin  71!  wad  buy  me  maik 

■ 

**  Tlieyll  turn  me  in  your  anna,  Janet,        ^^^| 

An  uddtr  and  an  auk  ; 

^^H 

They'll  lurn  me  in  your  am; 

Janet,        ^^H 

A  bale  Oiai  burna  fast. 

■ 

"  They'll  turn  me  in  your  arms,  Janet,         ^^^| 

A  red-hot  gnd  o'  aira  ; 

^^H 

But  linud  me  fast,  let  me  nol 

■  ^     H 

For  ril  do  you  no  barm. 

■ 

"  Firat  dip  me  in  a  sUiad  o'  m 

■ 

And  then  in  a  eland  o'  water;                ^^^| 

But  had  me  fast,  let  me  not 

pass—          ^^M 

I'll  be  your  bairn's  lather. 

^H 

"  And,  next,  they'll  shape  me 

your  Arm^^^^l 

A  lod,  but  and  an  eel  i 

^^^1 

But  had  me  fast,  nor  let  me 

g»og,       ^^H 

Aa  you  do  love  me  weel. 

"  They'll  shape  me  in  your  ar 

^^H 

A  dove,  but  and  a  swan  ; 

^^H 

And,  laal,  they'll  shape  me  i 

n  your  arms  ^^^H 

A  mother-naked  man : 

J 
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Costfotir  green  manlle  over  rae  — 
ru  be  myself  agnin." — 

Cloomy,  gloomy,  wa*  llie  nigUl, 

And  eiry  was  (lie  way, 
As  lair  Jauet,  in  Iicr  green  mantle, 

To  Miles  Crois  she  did  goe. 

Betwixt  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one, 

A  norlh  wind  tore  the  bent ; 
And  straight  she  heard  strange  elritch  sou 

Upon  that  wind  wjiich  went. 

About  the  dead  hour  o'  the  night, 

She  heard  the  bridles  ring ; 
And  Janet  waa  an  glud  o'  that 

As  any  earlfaly  tbiug. 

Wai  o'  Wisp  before  them  went, 
Sent  forth  a  twinkling  light ; 

And  Boon  she  saw  the  Fairy  bauda 
All  riding  in  her  sight. 

And  first  gned  by  the  black  black  steed, 
And  then  gaed  by  the  brown  ; 

But  fast  sjie  gript  the  milk-white  steed. 
And  pu'd  the  rider  down. 

She  pu'd  him  frae  the  milk-white  steed, 
And  loot  the  bridle  fa'  : 
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And  Up  there  raise  an  erlish  cry  — 
"  He's  won  amang  us  a' !  " — 

They  shaped  him  in  fair  Janefs  arms,   1 

An  esk,  but  and  an  adder  ; 
Slie  lield  him  fast  in  every  shape — 

To  be  her  bairn's  father. 

They  shaped  him  in  her  arms  at  laat, 

A  mother-naked  man ; 
She  mrapt  him  in  her  green  mantle, 

And  sae  her  true  love  wan ! 

Up  then  spake  the  Queen  o'  Fairies, 
Out  o'  a  bush  o'  broom  — 
"  She  that  has  borrow'd  young  Tainlan«b'4 
Has  gotten  a  stalely  groom." — 

Up  dien  spake  the  Queen  o"  Fairies, 
Out  o'  a  bush  o'  rye  — 
"  She's  ta'en  awa  the  bonniest  knight 
In  a'  ray  cumpanie. 

"  But  had  I  kenn'd,  TamJane,"  she  saya 
"  A  lady  wad  borrow'd  Uiee  — 
I  wad  ta'en  out  thy  Iwa  grey  cen, 
Put  in  twa  een  o'  tree. 

"  Had  T  but  kenn'd,  Tamlane,"  she  Bajh,  . 

"  Before  i-e  came  fnie  hame  — 
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I  wsd  ta'en  out  your  hesrt  o'  flesh. 
Put  in  a  heart  o'  stanc. 

"  Had  I  but  Imi!  ihe  wit  yestreen 
Thai  1  iiae  eoft  the  day  — 
Fd  paid  my  kane  seven  limes  to  he! 
Ero  you'd  been  won  away  !  " 


133, 1. 1.  p,  134, 1,  fi.    The  Hune  process  of  dlumohaot- 
rooad  In  the  Danlsli  bnllnd  Nalttrgalm,  >C  30-31, 
'ig,  No.  6T  (xIbo  aeraiht  FoOc-viiar.  No.  41),     'I'ht 
■npnrison  wilb  Ihe  truxformatioiu  at  Vca\raa  is  ciiriciii. 
Lfi^  «  Xapae 
ffAUo/itv  oM'  i  ylpuv  SdliiiK  iicc/^cTo  ttptK' 
iM.'  tint  irpunma  Jiuv  ytvir'  i/bjivaoi, 
atrip  (miTo  Spatur  ml  irojMfci/Uc  f)^  jicya^evs- 
jiyytro  f  (ypbv  hSup  icai  iiv/ipvn'  Itl'iai-n/Jun', 

OdgMirg,  ir.  464-es. 
Vernm  nbi  correplam  laanibuii  vliinliiqae  tenebl*, 
Tnm  nrlB  eludsnC  Bpeciu  alque  nn  fernrum : 
F)et  ealm  sublu  sdi  horriduB  nlrnque  tigrls, 
SqaiiDMnsqiie  draco,  «t  CaUn 


nflnmi 


Excidet,  Bat  Id  nquaa  leimss  di 
Sad  qu&iiu  Illc  mngis  Tonnu  s 
Taobi,  Data,  magli  eontande  t« 


il,  atquc 
ipsQs  ab 


THE  WEE  WEE  MAN. 

This  ballad  will  be  fouiid.  in  forma  sligliCly  var}>in|h 
in  Herd,  (i.  156;)  C'aw'a  Poetical  Museum,  (p.  348;) 
MotbarweU's  Mi»$tTtUij,  (p.  348 ;)  and  Buchan'a  An- 
cient Ballads,  (i.  263.)  It  beai-e  gome  resemblance  to 
Uie  beginning  of  the  remarkable  poem,  At*  Y  Yad  on 
ay  Mounday,  (see  Appendix).  The  present  versioQ 
is  from  ibe  Poelkal  Miueum. 

As  I  was  walking  hy  my  laue, 

Atwcen  a  water  and  a  wa,  ^^M 

There  sune  I  spied  a  wee  wee  man,  ^H 

de  waa  the  least  that  eir  1  saw.  ^^ 

Hia  legs  were  scjiot  a  ehathmont's  length. 

And  sma  and  limber  was  his  this ; 
'Atween  his  shoulders  waa  ae  span, 
About  his  middle  war  but  three. 

He  has  tane  up  a  meikle  stane. 
And  flnng't  as  far  as  I  cold  see  i 

Ein  thoufh  I  h.id  been  Wallace  wicht, 
I  doiight  na  lifl  it  to  my  knie. 

1  Hach  bettor  in  Motberwa:!. 
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"  O  wee  wee  man,  hut  ye  be  strong  I 
Tell  mo  whar  may  thy  ilwelling  be  ?  " 

"  I  dwell  beneth  that  bonnle  boulr, 
O  will  yc  gae  wi  me  and  see?" 

On  we  lap,  and  awa  we  rade, 
Till  we  cam  to  a  bonny  green  j 

We  lichted  ayne  lo  bait  onr  aleid, 
And  out  there  com  a  laily  sheen  ; 

Wi  four  and  twentie  at  b<^r  back, 
A"  pomrly  cled  in  glistering  green ; 

Thouch  there  the  King  of  Scots  had  stude, 
The  warst  micht  well  hae  been  his  queen. 

On  *yne  we  paat  wi  wondering  cheir, 

Till  we  cam  to  a  bonny  hu ; 
The  roof  waa  o  Ihe  beaten  gowd, 

The  flure  was  o  the  crystal  a. 

When  we  cam  there,  wl  wee  wco  knichls 
War  ladies  dancing,  jimp  and  ^loa; 

But  in  the  twinkling  of  an  ele, 

Bmlh  grcea  and  ha  war  cle.in  awa.' 

>  Tbsre  We»  pipen  plnylnH  in  eyerj  ceok, 

And  ladlu  dancing,  jimp  bii'I  sma'  ; 
And  mje  tbe  OH-retaTa  o'  (lieir  luao 
Wu,  "OnrWBo  weo  mnn  has  boen  Ung  awiil"— 
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THE  ELFIN  KNIGHT. 

Bkprintbd  from  A  Colieelion  of  Curiotu  CXd  Bit- 
tads  and  Misedlaneo<t»  Poelrtj.  Edinburgh.  David 
Webster,  1824. 

Otbur  versions  are  given  in  Mothemell'a  Minilrelttf, 
(sea  the  Appendii  to  tluB  volume ;)  Kinloch'a  Ancient 
SratrM  BaUadu,  (p.  145;)  Bnehan's  Ancient  Batladt, 
(ii.  296.) 

Similar  coUevliona  of  impoMbilltjes  in  Tie  Trooper 
and  Fair  Maid,  Buchan,  L  2S0 ;  Robln't  Tetment,  id., 
i.  273,  or  Aytoun,  2d  ed.  ii.  !97;  As  I  mai  uralking 
under  a  groae,  PilU  to  purge  Meianeholi/,  v.  870.  Sc« 
alio  post,  vol.  ii.  S24,  SS2,  vol.  iv.  132,  287;  and  in 
GeimsD,  Von  eilel  unmBgliehen  Dingen,  Erk'i  Lieder- 
Aort,  p.  334-37 ;  Uhland,  Eilte  Dinge,  No.  4,  A,  B; 
Wanderhorn,  'A.  *10. 

The  Elfin  knight  siU  on  yon  liill, 

Ba,  la,  ha,  UU!^  ha. 
Ho  blaws  his  hom  baiih  loud  and  shrilL 
ITte  wind  haih  blawn  jny  plaid  awa. 

He  blaffs  it  east,  be  blaws  it  west, 
He  blaws  it  where  be  liketh  best. 


"  I  wish  that  born  were  in  1117  kiat) 
Tea,  and  the  knight  in  mj  arms  nif 


She  bad  no  sooner  these  words  taH 
Than  ihe  knight  came  to  her  bed. 


"TLou  art  o'er  young  a  maid,"  quoth  he, 
"  Married  with  me,  ihat  thou  would'at  be." 


"I  have  a  sister,  younger  than  I, 
And  she  was  married  yesterday." 


"Married  wiih  me  if  thou  would bI  be, 
A  curtisie  thou  must  do  to  me. 


"  lE'e  ye  maun  mak  a  sark  to  me, 
Without  any  cut  or  seam,"  quoth  he  i 


"And  ye  maun  shape  it,  kuift-,  sheerleiw, 
And  also  eew  it  needle-,  ihreedlciis." 


"  If  that  piece  of  courtisie  I  do  lo  thee, 
Another  thou  must  do  to  me. 


"  I  have  an  aiker  of  good  ley  land, 
Which  lyeth  low  by  yon  sea  strand  i 


"  It's  ye  maun  tiU't  wi'  your  touting  horn. 
And  je  maun  saw't  wi'  the  pepper  com  i 


"  And  ye  maun  harrow't  wi'  a  thorn. 
And  hae  your  wark  done  ere  the  mo 


"And  ye  maun  shear  it  wi'  your  knife, 
And  no  lose  a  stack  o't  for  your  life  ; 
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"And  ye  maun  stack  it  in  a  monse  bole. 
And  ye  maun  tliraeb  it  in  your  shoe  sole  t  . 


"And  ye  maun  dight  it  in  your  loo^ 
And  also  sack  it  in  jour  glove ; 


"  And  ye  maun*  bring  it  over  the  sea, 
Fair,  and  clean,  and  dty  to  me; 


"  And  when  that  ye  have  done  your  waik, 
Come  back  to  me,  and  ye'U  get  your  BAriL^ 


"  ni  not  quite  my  plaid  for  my  life ; 
It  baps  my  seven  bainies  and  my  w 


"My  maidenhead  Til  llien  keep  atili, 
Let  the  Elfin  knight  do  vihat  be  will. 


"  My  plaid  awa,  my  plaid  awiiy, 
And  owre  the  hills  and  far  awo, 
And  far  awa  to  Norowa', 
My  plaid  shall  not  be  binwn  awa.' 


THE  BROOMFIELD  HILL. 

A  fragment  of  tliii  ballad  wai  printed  in  EeH'* 
CoIIec&ii,  ("/'«  wager,  I'U  maser,"  i.  226.)  The 
present  version  ia  from  llio  Border  Stinslrehi/,  (iiL 
38,}  arid  we  liavB  added  anollier  from  Kinloch's  Aa- 
eient  Scollah  Ballads.  A  somewhat  longer  copy  is 
given  in  Buchan's  Ballads,  (ii.  291,)  and  a  modern- 
ized EogliBh  one,  of  no  value,  [The  IVeal  Country 
Wager.y  in  Ancient  Poems,  &c.,  Perej-  Society,  vol. 
STiLp.  IIS. 

BruTat,  brume  on  hil,  is  mentioned  in  the  CompJaynl 
of  Scotland,  and  formed  part  of  Captain  Cox's  well- 
knowQ  collection. 

A  Oaniab  ballad  exhibits  tlie  same  theme,  though 
difierently  treated :  SSonerunerne,  Grundtvig,  No.  8L 

TuEBE  waa  a  knigUt  and  a  lady  bright, 

Had  a  true  try^t  at  tlie  broom ; 
The  one  ga'ed  eaa-ly  in  llie  morning, 

The  other  in  the  ol'temoon. 

And  aye  she  eat  in  her  mother's  bower  door, 
And  aye  she  made  her  mane, 
"  O  nhclher  should  I  gong  to  the  Broomfield  hill, 
Or  should  I  fltay  at  hame? 
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"  For  if  I  gang  to  the  Broomfield  liill, 
ilj  maidenhead  U  gooe ; 
And  if  I  chance  to  staj  at  hame, 
My  love  will  ca' 


Up  then  g|inke  a  witch  womim. 

Aye  from  the  room  aboun ; 

^  O,  ye  laay  gang  to  Broomileld  hUl, 

And  yet  come  maiden  hame. 

"  For  when  ye  come  to  the  Broomfield  hiJ^'; 
Ye'll  find  your  love  asleep, 
With  a  silver  belt  about  his  head, 
And  a  broom-con  at  his  feeL 

"Take  ye  the  blcwsom  of  the  broom, 

The  bloBsom  it  smells  sweet,  ' 

And  strew  it  at  your  true  love's  bead, 
And  likewise  at  hU  feet. 

"Take  ye  the  rings  off  your  flngcn. 
Put  them  on  hia  riglit  hand, 
To  let  him  know,  when  he  doth  awake. 
His  love  was  at  his  coinmand." — 

She  pu'd  the  broom  flower  on  Hive-hilf, 
And  strew'd  on'fl  white  baia  bane, 

And  that  was  to  be  wittering  true, 
That  miiiden  she  had  gaue, 


I 


THE   BEOOMFIELD   HILL.  1: 

"0  where  were  ye,  my  milk-whiie  sleed. 
That  I  hae  cofl  sae  dear. 
That  wadna  watch  and  waken  me. 
When  there  was  maiden  here  ?  "  — 

)'  my  foot,  master. 
And  gar'd  my  bridle  ring ; 

e  km'  thing  wald  -n-aken  ye, 
Tin  she  was  past  and  gane."  — 

"And  wae  lietide  ye,  my  gay  goss  hawk. 
That  I  did  lore  sae  dear, 
That  wadna  watch  and  waken  m(\ 
When  there  was  maiden  here."  — 

"  I  dapped  wi'  ray  wings,  master, 
And  nye  my  bells  I  rang, 
And  nye  cry'd,  Waken,  waken,  master, 
Before  tlie  ladye  gang."  — 

**  Bat  haste  and  haste,  my  gnde  white  steed. 
To  come  the  maideD  till. 
Or  a*  tlie  birds  of  gude  green  wood 
Of  your  flesh  shall  have  their  filL"  — 

"  Te  needna  harst  your  gnde  white  steed, 
Wi"  Rieing  o'er  the  howm  ; 
Nae  bin!  flies  faster  throngh  the  wood. 
Than  she  fled  through  the  broom." 


LORD  JOHN. 

Prom  EiolOch'B  AadaU  ScoUiA  Dallak,  (p.  lU.) 

I'll  wager,  Til  wager,"  s&ja  Lord  John, 
"  A  bimdred  merks  anil  ten. 
That  ye  winna  gae  to  Lbe  bonnie  broom-liddis 
And  a  maid  reWm  again." — 

"  Bat  I'll  lay  a  wager  wi'  you,  Lord  Johu, 
A'  your  merks  cure  again, 
That  I'll  gae  alane  to  lbe  boniiie  broom-tidds. 
And  a  maid  return  agaio." 

Then  Lord  John  mounted  his  grey  steed. 
And  his  hound  wi'  bia  bulls  sae  brieht, 

And  awil'Uy  be  rade  to  Uie  Umny  broom-fieldd, 
Wi'  his  buwk»,  like  a  lord  or  kuidit. 

"  Now  rest,  cow  real,  my  bonnie  grey  sieed. 

My  lady  will  soen  be  here ; 
And  I'll  lay  my  head  anealb  ibia  ro^e  soo  red. 
And  the  bonnie  bum  sae  near." 

But  sound,  sound,  was  the  sleep  he  took, 
For  he  slept  till  it  was  noon  ( 


LoKO  jom.  iS-t 

And  his  lail;  am  at  dar.ldl  a  tukeo  utd  an)', 
Gwd  aa  fidit  M  ft  glint  o*  ihe  moon. 

Sbe  emiKd  ibe  nsta  on  the  grouDd, 

llireir  ber  ■"«"''»  on  the  brier, 
Aad  the  belt  ■roond  ber  loiiXdle  sua  jimp. 

As  ft  taikeii  tbot  sbe'd  been  there. 

Tbe  nutlmg  leavefi  llew  roood  his  bead, 

And  rous'd  bin  tne  bis  dream ; 
He  saw  bj  tbe  rose;:,  luid  nuuille  »ie  green, 

Tba)  bia  love  bad  been  tfaet«  and  was  gana 

*  0  wbare  vas  je,  mj  gude  grey  Bleed, 
That  I  ooft  je  soe  dear  i 
Hal  je  didna  waken  your  master, 

Wban  7*  ken'd  that  hia  Iotc  was  here."  — 

"  I  paatit  wi*  mj  foot,  master, 
Gan-'d  a'  my  bridles  ring  ; 
And  slill  I  uied,  Waken,  gude  master, 
For  now  is  tbe  hour  and  time." — 

**  Then  wbare  was  je,  my  bonnie  grey  hound,  < 
That  I  coa  ye  ^e  dear, 
That  ye  ^dna  waken  your  master, 

Whan  yc  tend  that  hia  love  was  here."  - 

''  I  pau^t  wi'  my  fool,  master, 
Garr'd  a'  my  bells  to  ring ; 
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And  still  I  cried.  Waken,  gafle  tna^lcr. 
For  now  is  the  hour  and  time." — 

"  But  whare  was  ye,  my  bawks,  my  hawks 
That  I  coft  ye  aoe  dear, 
Tliat  ye  didna  waken  your  master. 

Whan  ye  ken'd  Uiat  hia  love  was  here."-J 

"  0  wyte  na  me,  now,  my  master  dear, 
I  garr'd  a'  my  young  hawks  sing, 
And  still  I  cried,  Wakeo,  giide  master, 
For  now  is  tLe  hour  and  lime."  — 


"  Then  be  it  sae,  my  wager  gone ! 

T  will  skoith  frae  meikle  ill : 

Forgif  I  bad  found  her  inbonniebroom-Hehl*, 

C  her  heart's  blude  ye'd  drunken  your  (ill," 

The  Duiiu  below  are  IVom  «n  Amencnn  Tsrslon  of  tbll 
ballwl  cilled  Tht  Grttn  Braamjitld,  priiiCeii  In  n  cheap  (Oog- 
Iwok.    (Gnliam'a  iOuttraltd  JUa^aone,  SepL  IDfiS.) 
"  Tben  whsn  ihii  TetLt  to  the  gfoen  bnjom  fiflldf 

Wbere  ber  lova  wu  fiut  lukop, 
Viith  a  gray  gane-hirik  and  a  green  horal  bi 

'And  «ben  he  awol 

An  mgrj  man  vB 
He  looked  to  the  Eut,  and  he  looked  to  the  Wail^  *{ 

And  he  wept  for  his  aweel 

The  hawk  thai  I  loved  lo  dear, 
Tbal  joa  did  not  awake  me  tWim  oat  mjr  ili 
When  my  sweetheart  w 


1  waa  first  printed  id  Che  Border  ifin- 
«(ra£iy,  (vol.  KLp.  230,)  " cliicily  from  Mra.  lirown'i 
HS.  <*ith  corrections  from  a  recilol  fragment."  Mulli- 
cnrell  fumiihea  a  different  version,  from  rcuitation, 
(MinitreU^.p.  374,)  whith  is  subjoined  lo  the  pi-cscnl. 
Mid  ihe  well-lsnown  ditty  of  llic  laiiitey  Wtum  of 
Spindleilon-Htugh,  upon  ibe  same  theme,  will  be 
(cntnd  in  tlie  Appendix  to  this  volume. 

"Such  tranaformfltiona  as  the  sang  narrales,"  re- 
mark* Sir  Waller  Scott,  "  are  common  in  the  nnnals 
of  chivalry.  In  the  25rh  and  26th  canlos  of  the  Kt-'ooml 
book  of  the  Orlando  Inamoralo,  the  Paladin,  Itrandi- 
marte,  aHer  sarmounting  many  obstacIeB,  pcnt-trates 
into  the  recesses  of  an  eni:hantpd  palaoe.  Ultu  lie 
finds  a  fikir  ilomsel,  seated  upon  a  tomb,  who  annonnceii 
to  him,  that,  in  order  to  achieve  hur  deliverance,  hu 
must  raise  ihu  lid  of  the  BC|)uIi'!ire,  and  kiss  whatever 
b«ing  ihoald  issue  forth.  The  knight,  having  pledged 
his  fuith,  proceeds  to  open  the  tomb,  out  of  which  a 
monstroua  snake  issues  forth,  with  a  trcmeiulnm  hiss. 
Brandiuiarto,  with  much  reluctance,  fulfils  tlie  hiznrre 
conditions  of  the  adventure;  and  the  monster  is  in- 
slandy  changed  into  a  beautiful  Fury,  wiio  loads  her 
ddiTerer  with  bencfitf." 


Jonffrxun  i  Ormeham,  in  Grundtvig's  Dantnarh, 
Gonile FMeeuer, ii.  177, is esaentially  Ihe s.imo  ball»d 
Its  K<mp\on.  The  characteristic  inciiient  of  the  itory 
(a  maidt^n  vho  hAS  been  transformcil  by  hvr  ilep- 
mother  into  a  snake  or  other  moaeter,  being  reelored 
to  her  proper  shape  by  ihi:  kiss  of  «■  knij^ht)  ii  aa 
eotnmoD  la  the  proper  fittion  of  the  North  us  Scolt 
asserts  it  to  be  in  ubivab^uii  romance.  Fur  insiaaces, 
«ee  Grundtvig,  1,  I.,  and  under  the  closely  related 
Lmilormen,  ii.  311. 

The  DAine  Krmpion  is  itself  a  moQumetit  of  the  re- 
lation of  our  ballads  to  tho  KiKmptnuer.     Pollnrd  of 
Pollard  Hnll,  n-ho  slew  "  a  venomous  serpent  wbiok 
did  much  hiirm  to  man  and  boast,"  U  called  inll 
modern  legend  a  Champion  Knight. 


"  Coa  heir,  cum  heir,  ye  freely  feed, 

And  lay  your  head  low  on  my  kneeu 
The  hcavieBt  weird  I  will  you  read. 
That  ever  was  read  to  gay  ladyo. 


"  0  meiklo  dolour  sail  yo  dree, 

And  aye  the  salt  seas  o'er  ye'se  swim ; 
And  far  mair  dolour  sail  ye  dree 

On  Eslmere  crags,'  when  ye  them  dimb. 


1  If  by  £stmere  Ciagt  we  i 


0  understiod  tbe  n 
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"  I  weird  ye  lo  a  fiery  beast, 

And  relieved  sail  ye  never  be. 
Till  Kempion,  ihe  kingis  son. 

Cum  to  the  crag,  and  thrice  kiss  thee." — 

O  meikle  dolour  did  she  dree, 

And  aye  the  salt  seas  o'er  she  swain  ; 

And  far  mair  dolour  did  she  dree 

On  Eetmere  crags,  when  she  them  clnrob. 

And  aye  slie  cried  for  Kempion, 

Gin  he  would  but  come  lo  her  hand : 

Mow  word  has  gane  to  Kempion, 
That  sicken  a  beast  was  in  hU  land. 

"  Now,  by  my  sooth,"  aoid  Kempion, 
"  This  fiery  beast  111  gang  and  see." — 

*■  And  by  my  sooth,"  said  Segramour, 
*'  My  ae  brother,  I'll  gang  wi'  thee." 

Then  bigged  bae  ihej  a  bonny  boat, 
And  they  hae  set  her  to  the  sea ; 

But  a  mile  beibre  they  reacli'd  the  sliore, 
Around  them  she  gar'd  the  red  fire  flee. 

eliS*  of  NorthumtKrlsod,  in  oppoiition  to  Westmoralaad,  ire 
may  bring  oaricone  of  action  near  BacntHiraagfa,  and  thereby 
■linoal  identify  tho  tale  ot  Kempion  vith  Ibiit  of  llip  LotcOcj 
iFin-m  t)f  SimMalan.  to  which  it  bears  toetror.e  \\  rescm- 
liinnce.— Scott.      BqI  why  should  «o«eek  lodo  ttii-? 


"  0  Segtiimoiir,  keep  the  Uonl.  afloat, 
And  lei  lici-  na  the  lan<l  o'er  near ; 
For  this  cricked  bca^t  will  sure  g&e  nuul^^ 
And  set  fire  lo  a'  the  land  and  niair.' 

Sync  has  he  bent  an  arfalnst  how, 
And  iuni*d  an  arrow  at  her  heed  ; 

Aud  i^won-  if  she  didna  quit  the  hiiul, 
Wi'  that  same  shall  tu  shoot  her  deai 

"  O  out  or  my  sljthe  I  winna  rise, 

(And  it  is  not  for  the  nwe  o'  tliee,) 
Till  Kcmj>ion,  the  kingis  son, 

Cum  to  Ihe  crag,  and  thrice  kUs  me."— 

He  has  luiitod  liini  o'er  the  dizxy  cra^ 
And  pen  ilie  monslw  kisses  juie ; 

Awo  she  gned,  and  again  she  cam. 
The  fier/est  lieosl  that  evur  wiia  geen. 

"  0  out  o"  my  stythe  I  wirjia  rise, 

(And  not  for  a'  thy  bow  nor  the«,) 
Till  Kempion,  the  hingis  eon. 
Cum  to  ihe  crag,  and  thrice  kiss  me."— 

He's  touted  him  o'ef  the  Kstmere  craga, 
Aud  he  has  gi'en  her  kisses  twa ; 

Awa  she  gued,  and  again  she  cam, 
Tlic  fieryest  bea^t  thai  ever  you  saw. 


I 


I 


"  O  out  of  mj  itm  I  winna  iis«. 
Nor  iM  il  for  ibe  Ce»r  o'  lliee. 
Till  Kcu|«aQ,  Otax  councwu  knigbi. 
Can  M  the  engt  ami  duke  lds$  nM."- 

Rb's  laati4  boa  o'u-  tbe  loftv  cmg. 
And  he  Iw$  ff^tn  tirr  fci^es  three  : 

Am  ske  gsf^  and  ag»iD  she  c&m, 
Tbe  lordiea  ladje  e'er  could  be ! 

■  And  hv  my  eooih,"  says  Ki-mpion, 
"  My  aia  tnte  lore,  (for  ihi?  b  she) 
Thrrj  sirely  hod  a  hcitri  <>'  sUnc 
Could  put  tkev  to  siii-h  misery. 


*"  O  was  it  wanFolf  iu  the  wood  ? 
Or  was  it  mermaid  in  ihe  seit  ? 
Or  WK5  it  Duui  or  vile  ironiiin. 

Uy  uin  Iruclovi^  tluilniif-siinpt-d  thee?" — 

"  II  vnsuh  warwolf  in  the  jiooA, 
Nor  was  ii  mennoid  in  the  sua  : 
Bui  it  WHS  ray  wickt'd  siep-moihor. 
And  «ae  and  wearj'  ipay  she  bo  !  " — 

"  O,  a  heavier  weird  shall  light  h*~r  on, 
Thar  ever  fell  on  vile  wo..mii : 
HcT  hair   shall   grow   nnigh.  niid  her  teeth 

grow  lang, 
jVnd  on  her  four  feet  shall  she  gang. 


"  None  jhall  take  pity  her  upon  ; 
111  Worraeswood  she  aye  fliiall  won  ; 
And  relieved  shall  she  never  be. 
Till  St.  Mungo  come  over  the  sea," — 
And  sighing  aaid  ihat  weary  wight, 
"  I  doubt  that  day  I'll  never  Be«  I " 


KEMP  OttTNE. 

Kemp  Ovvue,  tAyt  Motlierwetl,  "was,  no  dcxitititUe 
ume  Ewein  or  Ow^d,  sp  UrieQ  the  king  of  Reged, 
who  b  celebrated  b_v  the  banls,  Talii-ssin  snil  Llywarch- 
tl«n,  aa  wull  ax  in  tlie  Welsh  historkal  Triads.  In  a 
poem  of  Gruflj-d  Llwj-d,  a.  I>.  1*00.  addrosed  to 
Owaia  Gljindwr,  is  the  (bllowing  allusion  lo  thi$  war- 
rior. '  Tbou  haat  tntvelled  by  bud  and  b}-  les  in  the 
uinilact  of  thine  affain,  like  Onain  ap  Urien  in  dnys 
al'von:,  when  with  activity  he  eauouiiterad  the  black 
knight  of  the  water.""  Higmistre^hadaringesteeaied 
one  of  the  thirteen  rarities  of  Britain,  whieh,  (like  the 
wondrous  ring  of  Gyges)  would  render  iho  wearer 
laviaUe."    Mitulrel'n,  p.  I'ntlii- 

The  eopy  of  Kemp  Owjrne  printed  in  Bui^han'* 
Ancknl  Ballads,  (ii.  TS,)  is  the  laiue  its  the  foUoning. 

Hiut  mother  died  when  she  was  young. 

Which  gave  her  cause  to  loake  great  luoun  ; 

■  ■*  On  MK,  on  land,  Ihoii  still  didsl  brnrs 
*nM  dsDgBnnu  oJiO'  ani  rapid  wave ; 
Lika  OritK,  who  subdued  the  knight. 
And  tha  fell  dragon  pal  Co  fliglil, 
yon  inoB-grown  fount  betido; 
The  grim,  black  worriur  of  the  tluod, 
The  ilnigou, gorged  willi  hnmiui  bloud, 
Tba  waters'  ical;  pride." 

Junu-s  WclA  IS.«-di.\.  il. 


Her  fmlier  marrieil  the  warel  woman 
ThKt  ever  Iiv*J  in  Chriiilendoiii. 

She  served  her  wilh  fwl  and  Iiaml, 
In  every  iLing  lliat  «lie  couW  liee  ; 

Till  once,  in  an  unlucky  lime. 

She  threw  her  in  ower  Cnugfs  sea. 

Suys,  "  Lie  you  there,  dove  Isabel, 
And  all  my  sorrows  lie  with  Uiee  ; 

Till  Kem|)  Owyne  come  ower  the  sea, 
And  botrow  you  with  kisses  three, 

Let  all  the  world  do  what  they  will, 
Oh  borrowed  sliiiU  3^u  never  be." 

Her  breath  grew  strong,  her  hair  grew  laii^ 
And  twisted  thrice  about  the  tree, 

And  all  ihe  |)eo[>le,  Tar  and  near. 

Thought  that  a  savage  beast  was  she ; 

Thia  news  did  come  to  Kctnp  Owyne, 
Where  he  lived  tar  beyond  the  sea. 

He  hasted  him  to  Craig/a  sea, 

And  on  the  savage  beast  look'd  he  ; 

Her  breath  wna  Mnuig,  her  hair  was  lang, 
And  twisted  was  about  the  tree. 

And  with  a  swing  she  cumc  about: 
"  Come  lo  Craigy's  »ea,  and  kiss  with  me. 

"  Hei-e  is  a  royal  belt,"  she  cried, 

"That  I  have  Pound  in  the  green  sea; 


And  nliile  your  body  it  is  on, 

Drawn  nhall  jour  blood  never  be  ; 

But  if  you  touch  me,  tail  or  fin, 

I  vow  my  belt  your  dcnth  eLoII  be^" 

He  sippppd  in,  gave  her  a  kiss. 

The  roynl  bell  lie  brought  him  wi' ; 
Her  breath  viwi  Strang,  her  hair  was  lang, 

And  twislerl  twice  about  the  tree. 
And  with  a  swiflg  she  came  about : 
"  Come  to  Craigy's  sea,  and  kiss  wilh  me. 

"  Here  is  a  royal  ring,"  fhe  said, 

"  That  I  liave  found  in  the  green  sea  ; 
And  while  your  linger  it  is  on, 

Drawn  shall  your  blood  never  be  ; 
But  if  you  touch  me,  liiil  or  fin, 

I  swear  my  ring  your  death  shall  be." 

He  stepped  in,  gave  lier  a  kiss, 

The  royal  ring  he  brought  him  wi'  j 
Her  breath  waa  aUang,  her  hair  was  lang, 

And  twisted  anee  around  the  tree. 
And  with  a  awing  slie  came  about : 
"  Come  to  Craigy's  sen,  and  ki^^  uitli  me. 

"  Here  is  a  royal  brand,"  she  said, 
"Tliat  I  have  found  in  the  green  sea; 
And  while  your  body  it  is  on. 

Drawn  shall  your  blood  never  be  t 
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But  if  you  (ouch  me,  tail  or  fin, 

I  swear  my  brand  your  deaih  $)iiil1  be." 

He  stepped  in,  gave  her  a  kiss. 

The  royal  brand  he  brought  him  wi' ; 

Her  brealh  v/m  sweet,  her  hair  grew  shortg 
And  twisted  nane  about  the  troe  i 

And  BmlUngly  she  came  about, 
Ab  lair  a  woman  as  fair  could  bft- 


KISG     UENRT. 


A  modernlieil  copy  of  King  Henry  wan  published 
in  the  Tola  of  Wonder,  (No  57,)  under  tli§  title  of 
Courlemu  King  Jiimit.  Tt  first  appeared  in  an  ancient 
drera  in  Ifie  Bonlrr  Minstrelsy,  (iii.  274,)  but  a  version 
preferable  in  some  respects  was  givon  by  Jamieaon  in 
his  Popular  Baiiadt,  (ii.  194,)  irhich  is  bere  printed, 
vitbout  the  editor's  inturpolationa.  For  a  notice  of 
«m!Iar  legends,  see  tbe  Marriage  of  Sir  Gaicaine,  at 
page  2S  of  this  volume. 

Lilt  never  a  man  a  wooing  wend, 

That  lackelb  ihingia  three; 
A  routh  o'  gould,  an  open  heart. 

Ay  fu'  o'  charity. 

As  this  I  speak  of  King  Henry, 

For  he  lay  burd-alane; 
And  he's  doen  him  to  a  jelly  hoiil'.s  t.n 

Was  far  frae  ony  town. 

He  chas'd  the  ^eer  now  hitn  before, 
And  the  roe  down  by  the  den. 

Till  the  fattest  buck  in  a'  the  flock 
King  tietuy  lie  has  slain. 


i  KING    nENRT. 

0  he  lins  doen  liim  lo  his  ha', 

To  mak  him  bierly  cheer  j 
And  in  it  enm  a  grisly  ghost, 

Stned  sli^pin'  i'  the  fleer. 

Her  head  hat  the  roof-tree  o'  the  hou 
Her  niiddJe  je  raal  weel  spon;- 

He's  tlirown  lo  her  his  gnjr mantle; 
Says,  —  "  Ladie,  bap  yoiir  Ungcan." 

Her  (eelb  was  a'  like  teniher  ataJies, 

Ucr  nose  like  dub  oi'  mell ; 
And  I  ken  nae  thing  ehc  'pear'd  to  b* 

liut  the  fiend  tliat  wons  in  hdl. 

"  Some  meal,  some  meal,  ye  King  Heniy  s 

Some  meal  ye  gie  to  me." 
"And  what  meiu'a  in  this  house,  Ladiu?  ^^ 

And  ivlijit  ha'e  I  lo  gi'e  ?°  ^M 

"  Ita  ye  do  kill  your  berry-brown  steed,  ~^H 

And  ye  bring  him  here  lo  me."  ^| 

O  whan  he  slew  his  berry-brown  ateed, 

Wow  but  his  heart  was  sair! 
She  Ale  him  a'  up,  fle.^h  and  Uaae,       ^H 

Lefl  naeihing  but  hide  and  hair.      ^H 

"  Mair  meat,  mnir  meat,  ya  King  Hcnry^ 

Mair  meal  ye  bring  lo  roe." 
"And  what  meat's  m  this  house,  Ladie? 


And  whal  hac  I  ip  giV  ?  " 
*0  ye  du  kill  j-our  gooJ  pi-y  bounds. 
And  ye  bring  ihem  in  lo  inc." 

O  wlian  be  killed  bis  good  grey  hound'>, 
Wow  but  bis  htart  uns  »iir  I 

She  Eile  tbem  a'  u)i,  f1i_sh  and  biu;e, 
Left  Roethiag  but  hide  iind  liuir. 

"  Matr  meat,  mur  DieHt,  yu  King  Henry. 

Mnir  tneiU  ye  bring  lo  mc." 
"And  wluit  mest's  in  ibis  hotise,  Ladin  ? 

Aiid  wbttl  bae  I  (o  gi'e  ?  " 
"  O  ye  ilo  kill  ywir  gay  gois  havtLs, 

And  ye  bring  Ibi^tn  here  to  me." 

0  whan  he  kill'd  his  giiy  gosi  buwks, 
Wow  but  his  heart  was  sajr! 

She  ale  them  a'  u|>,  skin  and  bane, 
Led  niieihing  but  Ituitbers  bare. 

"  Some  drink,  snme  drink,  now.  King  Hem 
Some  drink  ye  bring  lo  me," 

"  0  what  drink'^  in  liii;  luin-«,  Ladie, 
Thai  yo're  nae  wtlcome  lee  ? " 

"0  ye  sew  up  your  horse's  hide. 
And  bring  in  n  drink  tu  mo," 

And  he's  sew*!)  np  the  bloorly  liiiie, 
A  pancheon  o'  wine  put  in  ; 


She  drank 
Left  nai 


:  a'  up  al  a  waiight,    i 
e  drap  ahin'. 

King  Henry, 


"  A  bed,  a  bed,  now, 
A  bed  ye  mak  ■< 
For  ye  ntauii  pu'  the  beatlier  green, 
And  mak  a  bed  h>  me." 

Aiid  pu'd  has  be  Uie  heuther  greeo, 

And  made  In  her  a  bed ; 
And  up  he's  la'en  his  gay  mantle. 

And  o'er  it  has  he  spread. 

"Tuk  aff  your  clailba,  now,  King  Henry, 

And  lye  down  by  my  aide ; " 
"  O  God  forbid,"  says  King  Henry, 
•■  Tliat  ever  the  like  betide  ; 
Tliat  ever  [be  fiend  that  wona  in  hi*ll. 
Should  streek  down  by  ray  *icle." 


Wlion  nicht  was  gane,  and  day  was  a 
And  the  sun  shone  thro'  the  ha', 

Tbe  fairest  lady  that  ever  was  seen 
Lay  afween  him  and  the  wa', 

"  O  weel  is  me !"  says  King  Henry  ; 
*■  Huw  laiig'U  this  last  wi'  me  ?  " 
Then  out  it  spake  that  f^  lady,  — 
"  E'en  till  the  day  you  die> 


KING  HENBT. 


li^l 


''For  Fve  met  wi'  monj  a  gentle  kniclit, 
That  gae  me  sic  a  fill ; 
But  never  before  wi'  a  curteis  knicht. 
That  gae  me  a'  mj  will** 


'lYu  ballarl,  nhii-b  U  still  vcrr  popular,  ii  khom 
uniler  various  other  n>uiiei,aB  Oolhadl,  Child  Brtnltm, 
Lord  Dingwail,  We  viere  Sinlerii,  we  were  Senen,  lie. 
Scott's  vuntiua  was  ilcrivuJ  princlp.illy  [Tom  rocicadnn, 
but  KKOu  o(  the  concluding  sunKas  were  taken  from 
Hcnl's,  Hurtl'B  copy,  whiLh  mitft  be  rt-ganleU  as  a 
rragmcnl,  is  giveu  in  connection  with  the  pri'sent,  «n(l 
Buch&n's  in  the  Appendix  to  tliis  volume.  Another 
wlition,  of  a  fiu»piciou9  character,  may  be  aucn  in  Crt>- 
melt's     Itirtunini    of  Nitlmdale    and    Galloway     Song. 

(p.  30S.)  All  the  principal  joeiileats  of  the  ttory  SK 
Ibiliiil  in  Inge/red  og  Gvdninc,  Dantke  Vwer,  No.  IM, 
traiiBliiteil  by  JiiniicBon,  lUutlralioDi,  p.  340.  More  or 
lest  imperfei't  *eraIoii8  of  the  same  are  Jttddar  OIU, 
St^Hnka  FoOt-Vifor,  li.  p.  !1T,  59.  56,  S15,  and  Berr 
Atler  neh  Fr^en  SUm,  p.  50.  The  lubstitulion  of  the 
nuiiU-»ervant  for  the  bnde,  Di'eure  also  in  Tortild  7Vu»* 
(/t-ft/i.  Donike  v.,  No.  aOO,  or  Thorldl  Troneiun,  Ar- 
widiHon,  Ko.  S6.  This  idea  was  perhaps  derived  fWxD 
Trittan  and  hoUl !  fee  Scott'*  Sir  lyinrem,  II.  S4,aa. 

CosPATitiCK  has  sent  o'er  the  faein: 
Cospatrick  brought  hie  ladyc  hame; 
And  fourscore  ships  have  come  her  i 
The  ladye  by  the  grene-wood  tree. 

I'here  were  tival"  luid  iwnl'  wi'  huken  brei 
And  twnl'  und  iwal'  wi'  gowd  mis  reid. 
And  Iwal'  und  twul'  wi'  lioiiteil  flour, 
Add  twul'  and  iwal'  wi'  the  piirauuur. 


CUal-ATKIGK. 


I   6wt!«t  Willy  W£k9  a  willow'^  stxt, 
And  at  Iter  otin'up  he  iliil  run ; 
And  she  was  dad  in  ihe  finest  poll, 

'    Bui  aye  she  let  the  tears  Uowd  t'liU. 


'0  is  your  snddle  eet  ftwi-^ep 
i  Or  lides  yuue  jjieeU  for  you  uwci'  higli  ? 
Or  are  you  moimiiiig,  in  juur  liile, 
That  you  suld  be  Coajiutnck's  bride  ?  " 


I  not  mourning,  at  ibis  liik, 
I    That  1  suld  be  Cospatriuk'^  bride ; 
But  I  tun  sorrowing  ia  niy  tnooil, 
llutt  1  snld  leave  my  moilier  gijud. 

"  But,  gentle  boy,  come  tell  to  me, 

What  ia  the  custom  ot'  thy  eountrJe  ?  " — 
"The  eustoni  thereof,  my  dame,"  he  suys, 
L  *  Will  ill  a  gentle  laydye  plea^se. 


:"  Seven  king'd  duughiers  lias  our  lord  weddud, 
And    seven    king's    daughters    has  our    loi-d 

bedded; 
But  he's  culled  their  breasts  fnie  their  breaet- 

And  eent  (liem  mourning  liame  ngnin. 


r  Vet,  gill  you're  sure  lliat  you'ri 
I  Ye  may  gae  sutely  lo  his  bed ; 
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But  gifo'  that  ye  be  na  sure, 

Then  hire  some  donuell  o'  four  bouF.''-^a 

The  ladye's  call'd  her  bour  m^den, 
That  waiting  was  into  ber  trun ; 
"  Five  thousand  merks  I'll  gie  lo  thee, 
To  sleep  this  night  with  my  lord  for  me,"9 

When  bells  were  ruag,  and  maa^  was  ^yne, 
And  a'  meD  unto  bed  were  gane, 
Co^patrick  and  the  boony  maid, 
Into  a  chamber  they  were  laid. 

"Now,  epeak  lo  me,  blankets,  and  spi^iik  Loine. 
bed. 
And  £peak,  ihou  sheet,  enchanted  tveb  ; 
And  speak  up,   my  bonny  brown  i-word,  tlui 

winna  lie, 
Is  this  a  true  maiden  that  lies  by  mc  ? ' 

"  It  is  not  a  maid  that  you  luie  wedded, 
But  it  is  a  maid  that  you  hae  bedded  ; 
It  is  ft  leal  maiden  that  lies  by  thee. 
But  nut  the  maiden  that  it  should  bt;"—'i 

O  wralhFully  he  left  the  bed, 
And  wratlifuUy  tiis  cUes  on  did  j 
And  he  haa  ta'en  liim  through  the  ha", 

And  on  his  mother  he  did  ca.' 


I 

■ 
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I  am  th>)  most  anluii>py  man, 
That  ever  vtas  iii  Christen  liinii ! 
I  courkil  B.  muiden,  meik  and  mild, 
And  I  hae  gotten  iiiu;iliitig  but  a  womaii   ' 
ctuUI."— 

"  O  slay,  ray  son,  into  this  ha'. 
And  sport  ye  wi'  your  merrymen  u'  j 
And  I  will  lo  the  secret  bour, 

I  To  see  how  it  fares  wi'  your  parumour." — 

The  carline  she  was  stark  and  slure, 
She  aff*  the  hing<;3  dang  iJie  dure  ; 
'  O  is  your  linim  to  laird  or  loun, 

to  your  falber'a  groom  ?  " — 

O  hew  me,  mother,  on  my  knee, 
1m  my  sad  sloiy  I  tell  to  Ihce : 
O  we  were  sisters,  sisters  seven, 
"Ve  were  the  fairest  under  heaven. 

**  II  fell  on  a  summer's  aflcmoon, 
"^Then  a'  our  toilsome  [a.'<k  was  done, 
^e  cast  tbe  kevila  us  amang, 

I     To  see  which  suld  (o  the  grene-wood  gang. 

"  Ohon  !  alas,  for  I  was  youngest. 
And  aye  my  wierd  it  was  the  hardest  I 
Tbe  kevil  it  on  me  did  fa*, 
Whilk  was  the  cause  of  a'  my  woe. 
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"  For  to  tiie  grene-wood  1  tnaun  gaCt 
To  pit'  the  red  rose  iinil  thf  slao ; 
To  pu'  llie  I'ed  rose  miil  the  ihjraef 
To  deuk  my  inotber's  bour  wid  mine. 

**  I  liadna  pu'U  a  flower  but  Hne, 
VVben  by  there  came  a  gallant  bende^ 
Wi'  higb-coll'd  Lose  and  laigh-coll'd  si 
And  he  seem'd  to  be  sum  kingis  son. 

"  And  be  I  a  maid,  or  be  I  nae, 
He  kept  me  there  till  the  dose  o'  d&y ; 
And  be  I  a  maid,  or  be  I  nane, 
lie  kept  me  there  till  the  daj  waa  dou 

"  He  gae  me  a  lock  o'  Ids  yellow  bur, 
And  bitde  me  keep  it  ever  mair; 
He  gae  me  a  carknet  o'  bonny  beads. 
And  bade  me  keep  it  against  my  needs.  J 

"  He  gne  to  me  a  gay  gold  ring. 
And  bade  me  keep  it  abune  a'  thing."- 

"  What  did  ye  wi'  the  tokens  rare, 
That  ye  gat  frae  that  gallant  there  ?  "■ 

"  O  bring  that  coffer  unto  me. 
And  a'  the  tokens  ye  sail  tee." — 

"  Now  stay,  daughter,  your  bour  witbio, 
While  I  gae  parley  wi'  my  sotk" — 


I 
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0  sUe  liaa  tn'ea  Iter  lliro*  ihe  ha', 
And  on  her  son  began  to  ca' ; 

'  TThal  did  ye  wi'  the  bonny  beads 

1  bade  you  kpep  against  your  needs  ? 

"  TVhut  did  you  wi'  the  gay  gold  ring 
J  Ljide  you  keep  abune  a'  thing  ?  " — 

*  J  gae  lliera  to  a.  ladye  gay, 

J  met  on  grene-wood  ori  a  day. 

*  Sal  I  wad  gie  a'  my  halls  luiJ  lourii, 
I  had  that  ladye  witliia  my  bour^ ; 
But  I  wad  gie  my  very  life, 

1  had  that  ladye  to  my  wile," — 

How  keep,  my  son,  your  ha's  and  tuurs, 
^'e  have  the  bright  burd  in  your  Iwursj 
.And  keep,  my  eoa,  your  x'ery  lite, 
TTe  have  tital  ladye  to  your  wile." — 

Kow,  or  a  month  waa  come  and  gane, 

'riie  ladye  bare  a  bonny  son ; 

And  'iwas  weel  written  on  his  hrea-^t-bane, 
"  Coepatrick'  is  my  father's  nurac." 
"  0  row  my  Udy  in  Mtin  lu.d  silk, 
And  wash  my  eon  in  Ibe  morning  milk." 

I  CMpaUfck,  &m<4  Falririm,  «b«   Uic   dealgnBtico   ol 
^0  fja]  of  Danbur,  in  tbe  dufs  of  WftIlK«  ■nd  Brucv.— 


them  ft', 
:t  Lid  lot  diU  fa'. 


He's  brought  her  frae  her  mother'a  bower, 
Unio  his  lilrongest  castle  aud  tower. 


But  ay  she  cry'd  and  made  great  moan 
And  a;  (lie  tear  came  trickling  dowu. 


"  Come  up,  come  uji,"  i^aid  the  foremost  man, 
'  I  think  our  bride  comes  slowly  on." 


"0  lady,  Bits  your  saddle  awry. 
Or  is  your  steed  for  you  owre  high?" 


"My  saddle  is  not  set  awry. 
Nor  carries  me  my  steed  owre  high ; 


flOTHWEtl. 


•Bat  I  am  weary  of  my  lift 


n  be  Lord  Bothwell's  wife." 


He's  blawn  his  horn  eae  eharp  and  Bbrill, 
Gp  start  the  deer  on  every  faill ; 


He's  blawn  his  horn  sae  lang  and  loud, 
Up  start  the  deer  in  gudc  green  wood. 


His  lady  mother  lookit  owr 
And  she  s^vr  them  riding  a 


She's  called  upon  her  maids  by  si 
To  mak  bis  bed  bmth  sail  and  ev 


Sbe's  called  upon  her  cooks  by  nine. 
To  make  their  dinner  fair  and  fine. 


When  flay  was  gane  and  night  was  come, 
"What  oils  my  love  on  me  to  fi-own  ? 


••  Or  does  the  wind  blow  in  your  glove. 
Or  runs  your  mind  on  another  love  ?  " 


"Kor  blows  ibe  wind  within  my  | 
Xor  runs  my  mind  on  anollicr  k 

"But  I  not  maid  nor  maiden  am, 


I  thought  T6  a  maideD  eae  meek  and  sae  tt 
Bat  IVe  noaght  but  a  woman  wi'  diihl." 


Hi?  mother's  laen  her  np  i 

And  lockit  her  in  her  secret  bower: 


"  Now  dougfaier  minc^  oome  i^  to  me, 
Wlia'g  bairn  ihlt  ts  thnt  trou  nrc  wT." 


~  O  mother  denr,  I  nuuiA  \tam 
W)ia  i$  the  falber  of  my  baim. 


**  Bgt  as  I  mlk'd  in  the  kvlaods  mr 
I  met  a  gentleman  gallant  and  fine ; 


"  He  keepit  me  then  »e  bte  and  me  lan^ 
Fnw  tbe  er'aing  lale  tm  tbe  monung  dawa  i 


'  And  >'  that  be  gied  me  to  mj  propine, 
Wa£  a  pur  of  green  gloves,  and  a  gay  gold  ring 

~  Xhnse  laudttcfs  of  his  jellaw  hair. 
In  cafe  that  «e  sbon'd  meet  nae  bmut." 

His  laJj  Bother  went  dawn  dw  atair: 
-  Now  son.  wnr  sob,  cobm  td  H  mm, 
Wbete's  the  green  gVma  I  gare  to  ibeel^ 


-Igiedto«MrM0biraii4Mfa^ 

Tbe  green  |^*w  and  a  gajr  gold  tiagi 


BOTHWELL. 

•*  But  I  wad  gie  my  castles  and  towers, 
I  had  that  hidj  within  my  bowers : 


ICl 


But  I  wad  gie  my  very  life, 
I  had  that  lady  to  be  my  wife. 


ft^ 


Now  keep,  now  keep  your  castles  and  towers. 
You  have  that  lady  within  your  bowers : 


•'Now  keep,  now  keep  your  very  life. 
You  have  that  lady  to  be  your  wife." 

•  0  row  my  lady  in  sattin  and  silk, 
And  wash  my  sou  in  the  morning  milk.' 


^OL.   I. 


11 


PniNTi^D  from  Mrs.  Brown's  MS.,  in  the  Borda 
itinflreisi/,  vol.  iii.  p.  170.  Anotlior  copy  is  given  in 
.lamieson'a  PopuJur  Udlladu,  (ii.  307,)  and  veisonSj 
enlarged  and  dlered  from  tha  aiiclL-nt,  !n  the  unM 
work,  {it.  I  TO.)  and  in  Titki  of  Wondtr,  No.  5S. 
Tliis  ballad  boars  a  striking  rcsorablancc  to  Sir  S^ 
and  Lad)i  Tonlild,  translated  from  the  Danish  by 
Jamicson,  llluslralioni  o/Norlhtrn  Anlujuilits,  p.  114. 
This  is  the  eighth  (marked  U)  of  nine  Dauiafa  Vnllada 
given  b}'  Grundtvig,  under  the  tillu  IImItu  og  Mattib 
Milder,  vri.  ii.  404.  Three  Swedish  version*  haw 
been  printed ;  two  in  Arwidssou'a  Fornsang^,  Ultn 
Kertdrui  Fdrtrollninrj,  ii.  252,  and  another  (Urundt^ig) 
in  Cnvnllius  and  Stephens's  SMrtfta  FolL-iagor. 

"  Thoee  who  irish  to  know  hov  an  ineantAtion,  or 
charm,  of  the  distressing  naturo  here  deseribeil,  wu 
performed  in  clnasic  days,  nuir  consult  the  atorj'  of 
Galanthiit's  Mutamorphoais,  in  Ovid,  or  the  foUovring 
passage  in  Apuleius :  ■  Eadctn  (sa^,  scilicet,  qniedain) 
amalom  uxorein,  quod  in  ctim  ilii^acule  probrnm  ilix- 
etst,  jam  in  saroinam  pratgtiotionis,  obsepto  ntoro,  et 
rcpigralo  f<Etu,  pcrpetua  prEegnationo  damnavit     Et 

velul  titephaiitum  paritiira,  ili»lenUitur.'     ArUL.  3ft> 
Um.  lib.  i. 

"  There  is  a  curious  talc  about  a  Count  of  Westor- 
avia,  whom  a  dest-rled  coaeubinc  l>eiv-it<:hcd  upon  hii 
marriage,  so  as  to  preclude  all  hopes  of  his  bceotnbg 
a  father.  The  spell  continued  lo  operate  for  IhrM 
'ears,  till  one  day,  the  Count  happening  to  meet  «ltb 


^ 


willik's  ladte.  Iti.l 

1,  she  roalkiously  Bskpt]  him  About 

)f  bis  Cunily.      The  Count,  concfiring 

a  froui  her  matiDpr,  crafUly  answui^, 

kt  God  had  bli>ned  him  with  three  fine  children;  on 

icb  die  exdaiuied,  like  Willi(?*«  mother  in  tbu  bsllail, 

f  beaveo  rontuaud  the  old  liag,  by  wliOK  counMl 

1  encluntctl  pili-hcr  into  the  draw-wcIl  of 

r  palace  I"    The  spell  being  found,  and  destroyed, 

i  Count  became  tbu  fiitlicr  of  a  numerous  fanul/. 

le  of  the  JilcmJ  Amjtlf.  p.  4  74."      ScOTT. 

Willie's  ta'en  him  o'er  ihe  faem. 
He's  vooed  a  vife,  and  brought  her  bame ; 
He's  wooed  her  for  her  jelloiv  hair. 
Bat  his  mother  wrought  her  meikic  care ; 

And  meikle  dolour  gnr'd  her  dree, 
For  lighter  she  cao  never  be ; 
But  ID  hor  bower  she  sils  wi'  paia, 
And  'Willie  mourns  o'er  her  in  vain. 

And  to  his  mother  he  lias  gane. 

That  rile  rank  witcli,  o'  vilest  kind  ! 

He  says  —  "My  ladie  has  a  cup, 

Wi'  gowd  and  silver aet  about; 

This  gudely  gift  sail  be  your  ain, 

And  let  her  be  lighter  o  Lor  young  baim."- 

*  Of  her  young  bairn  she's  never  be  lighter, 
Nor  in  her  hour  to  shine  iho  brighter  : 
But  she  sail  die,  and  turn  to  clay, 
And  you  sail  wed  another  may." — 


1G4  WII-LIE'fl   LADTR. 

"  Anoilier  mny  I'll  never  wed. 
Another  may  I'll  never  bring  hame  :  "— 
But,  sighing,  saiJ  that  weary  wight — 

"  I  wish  my  life  were  Ht  an  end  I 

"  Yet  gae  ye  to  your  mother  again. 
Thai  vilu  rank  witcli,  o'  vilest  kind  I 
And  suy,  your  ladye  liaa  a  steed, 
The  like  o'  hiin'd  no  in  the  land  o' 


I 


"  For  he  is  silver  shod  before. 
And  he  is  guwden  shod  behind  ; 
At  every  tuR  of  that  horae  mane. 
There's  a  golilen  chei^s,  and  a  Uell  to  ring. 
This  gudeiy  gift  sail  be  her  ain, 
And  let  me  be  Ugbter  o*  my  young  bairn."— 

"  Of  her  young  bairn  she's  ne'er  be  lighter. 
Nor  in  her  hour  to  shine  the  brigliler  j 
Bui  she  sail  die,  and  turn  to  clay, 
And  ye  sail  wed  anoilier  may." — 

"Another  may  I'U  never  wed, 
Another  may  I'll  never  bring  hamo:"- 
Bul,  sighing,  said  that  weary  wight — 

"  I  wish  my  life  were  at  an  end ! — 

"  Yet  gae  ye  lo  your  mother  agatOi 
Thai  vile  rank  wilch,  o'  ntnbeatkind  I  ' 
And  say  your  lailye  has  a  girdle, 
It's  n  red  gowd  to  the  middle; 


» 


**  And  aye,  at  ilks  siller  hem 
Hang  Silv  siUir  belk  and  t«n  ; 
Tfab  giidvlj'  gifl  paII  be  her  aio. 
And  let  tni;  l>e  lighter  o'  mj  jroung  bum." — 

■■  Of  lier  young  boim  she's  ne'er  be  lighter. 
Nor  in  your  hour  lo  shine  the  brighter  ; 
For  she  niII  die,  an<l  rum  to  dnr. 
And  ihou  sail  wed  another  tnay." — 

**  Another  may  TU  never  wed. 

Another  may  I'll  never  bring  home:" — 
But,  sighing,  stud  that  weary  wight — 

••  I  wish  my  days  were  at  an  end  !  '* — 

llien  out  and  npak  the  Billy  Blind.' 
(He  gpak  aye  in  good  time :) 
"*  Yet  gae  ye  to  the  market-place. 
And  therv  do  buy  s  loaf  of  waec  ; 
Do  shape  it  bum  and  baimly  like. 
And  in  it  twa  glassen  een  you'U  put ; 

"And  bid  her  yoor  boy's  christening  to. 
Then  notice  weel  what  she  shall  do ; 
And  do  you  stand  a  little  away. 
To  notice  weel  what  she  may  say." 


\,  or  piopltiaoi  tplrit, 


He  did  lilm  to  lUa  markel-place, 
And  there  be  bouglit  a  loaf  o'  wax ; 
He  shaped  h  bairn  and  bairniy  like, 
And  in  iwa  glazen  eeo  he  i>at; 

He  did  him  till  hU  millier  then, 
And  bade  her  to  hU  boy's  cbristiiin  ; 
And  he  did  stand  a  liille  forbye, 
And  noticed  well  wlial  Bhe  did  saj.* 

"  O  wha  has  loosed  ibo  nine  witch  knou, 
That  were  amang  that  ladye's  \oeks  ? 
And  wha's  ta'en  out  tlie  kaims  o'  care, 
That  were  amang  that  ladye'a  hair? 

"  And  wba  has  ta'en  down  llint  bush  o'  woodbine 
That  hung  between  her  hour  and  mine  ? 
And  wlia  has  kill'd  the  tnasler  kid,' 
That  ran  beneath  that  ladye'a  bod  ? 
And  wlia  has  loosed  her  left  foot  shee, 
And  let  that  ladye  lighter  be  F  " 

Syne,  Willy's  loosed  (he  nine  wilch  knots, 
That  were  amang  that  ladye'd  locks  ; 
And  Willie's  ta'cn  out  the  kaims  o'  cure, 
Tlial  were  into  lliat  ladye's  hair ; 


1  Iw/,  JmmiMOD. 

*  Tb«M  two  atuiiiu  »n  iniarted  tmm  Jnmteion'a  aop7> 

*  Tho  wiicli's  chief  rnmiliar.  plained  in  [he  t^hnmber  of 
llin  lick  wamnti  lu  llie  fonn  of  ■  kill. 


Willie's  ladte. 
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And  he's  ta'en  down  the  bush  o'  woodbine, 
Hung  atwecn  her  bour  and  the  witch  carline  ; 
And  he  has  kiird  the  master  kid, 
That  ran  beneath  that  ladye's  bed ; 


And  he  has  loosed  her  lefl  foot  shee, 
And  latten  that  ladye  lighter  be ; 
And  now  he  has  gotten  a  bonny  son^ 
And  meikle  grace  be  him  upon. 


170  ALISON  aitoss. 

And  ay,  on  illtH  Saturday's  night, 
My  sister  Muisry  came  ta  me, 

Wi'  silver  bason,  and  sHver  Isemb, 
To  kemb  my  hcndie  upon  her  knee 

But  or  I  had  kiss'd  her  ngly  mouth, 
I'd  rather  hao  toddled  about  the  tre 

But  as  it  fell  out  on  last  Kallowt.-'cn, 
When  the  Seely  Court'  was  ridin'  i 

The  (lueen  lighted  down  on  a  gowan  I 
^ae  for  irtu:  llie  tree  wluire  I  wont  to  IfJ 

She  look  me  op  in  ber  milk-while  hand, 

And  Bhn  etmiked  me  three  times  o'er  het 

She  changed  me  again  to  mj  ain  proper  shape, 
And  I  nae  mair  nutun  toddle  about  the  tree. 

1  Sirlif  CbaH,  i.  e.  "  plaiunt  or  bii[4>]r  coart,"  vr  "  oonit 
if  the  pleauat  ktid  hiippv  people."    Tbu  agr«a  with  O* 

mcienl  md  mort  IPgitimnW  ide«of  F«ires.  J  '    "" 


THE  EAttL  OF  MAR'S  DAUGHTER, 


^^^B  ii  mucli  to  be  rcjp'i.itii'd  thnC  t.liis  piece  has  not 
^mnw  dowu  to  lu  in  a  purer  and  more  ancjeat  forni. 
Similar  ballads  ore  found  in  Daiiiah,  Swedish,  and 
Faroiib.  Several  ronns  of  tlie  Danlah  are  given  by 
tiruDdtvig  {RiiUlfen  i  Fuyltha.ii,  No.  68),  wbo  also 
dies  many  popular  tales  wIul-Ii  have  the  lame  basis. 
K.  g.  ilie  ('ountesa  d'Autnoy'a  fairy  slory  of  The  Bbu 
Itird. 

It  was  intill  a  pleasant  time, 

Upon  a  simmei-'s  day;  I 

The  uoblc  Earl  of  Mar's  daugliter 
I^H  Went  forth  to  sport  and  pliiy. 

I 


As  thus  she  did  amuse  lieMell, 
Below  a  green  aik  iree, 

There  she  saw  a  epriglilly  iloo 
Set  on  a  tower  Kue  hie. 

"0  Cow-rae-doo,  my  love  sae  true, 
If  ye'U  eome  down  lo  me, 
Te'ee  hae  a  cage  o'  guiJ  red  gowd 
Instead  o'  simple  tree  : 


"  m  put  gowd  liingi 

And  ailler  ronn'  your  wit' ; 
rU  gar  ye  shine  as  fair  a  bird 
As  ony  o'  ihem  a'." 


y()ur  fage, 


i  THB   EAKL    OF   llAli'S    DADGHTS 

But  she  bad  nae  these  word?  well  spdte^ 
Nor  yet  these  words  well  said, 

I'll!  Cow-me-doo  flew  (rati  tlic  towern 
And  lighted  on  her  bead. 


i 


Then  ehe  lias  hrougbt  lliis  prettf 
[lame  lo  her  bowers  luxl  ha' ; 

And  made  him  shine  as  fiiir  a  bird 
As  oay  o'  Uiem  a,'. 

When  day  was  gane,  nn<l  night  was 

About  the  evening  tide, 
This  iady  spied  a  sprightly  youth 

Stand  striugbt  up  by  her  side. 


"  From  whence  came  ye,  young  man  ?  "  sb" 
siud, 
"  That  does  surprise  me  eair ; 
My  door  was  bolted  right  secure; 
What  way  ha'e  ye  come  here  ?  " 

"  0  had  your  tongue,  ye  lady  fair, 
Lat  a'  your  iblly  be  ; 
Mind  ye  not  on  your  turtle  doo 
Last  day  ye  brought  wi'  thee  ?  "  , 

"  O  lei]  me  mair,  young  man," 
"  This  does  surprise  me  now 
What  country  ha'e  ye  come  frae  ? 
What  pedigree  are  you  ?  " 


THE   EAItL   ( 


I    UAUGUTIiR. 


"  My  mither  livee  on  foreign  isles, 
She  has  nae  ntaJr  but  rae ; 
She  is  a  queen  o'  wealth  and  slate. 
And  birth  and  biglk  degree ; 

"  Likewise  well  akill'd  in  mngic  epetU, 
As  ye  may  plitinlj  see ; 
And  she  transform'd  rae  to  yon  shape, 
To  charm  such  maitU  as  thee. 

"  I  am  a  doo  the  tire  long  day, 
A  sprightly  youth  at  iiiglil ; 
Thie  aye  gars  me  appear  mnir  fair 
In  a  fair  maiden'^  sight. 

"  And  il  was  but  tliis  verra  day 
That  I  came  ovper  tlie  sea ; 
Yoor  lovely  fitt-e  did  me  encliant,— 
ni  live  and  dee  wi'  thee." 

"  0  Cow-me-doo,  my  luve  aae  true, 
Nae  mair  frae  me  ye'se  gae." 

"  That's  never  my  intent,  my  luve, 
Aa  ye  said,  it  shall  be  sae." 


"0  Cow-me-doo,  my  luve  sae  true, 
It's  time  to  gac  to  bed." 

"  Wi'  a'  my  heart,  my  dear  marrow, 
It's  be  as  ye  lia'c  said." 


1         TIIK    KAKL    OF    MAK  H    DALmilTER.  | 

Then  he  has  staid  in  bower  wi' 
For  sux  lang  years  and  ane. 

Till  siix  young  sons  to  liiiii  she  bare,  J 
And  t!nj  euvertth  hIil-'s  brouglil  I 

But  aye  ns  ever  a  child  was  born, 

lie  tiirried  them  away, 
And  brought  them  to  his  inither's  c 

As  fast  as  he  cou'd  fiy. 

Tims  he  has  staid  in  bower  wi'  hei 
For  twenty  years  and  three  j 

There  came  a  lord  o"  high  renown 
To  court  Ibis  fair  ladie. 

But  Htill  his  proiTer  she  refused, 

And  a'  his  jircsents  too  ; 
Says,  "  I'm  content  to  live  alann 

Wi'  my  bin!,  Cow-me-diio." 

Her  falhcr  sware  a  solemn  oath 
Amniijr  the  nobles  nil, 
«  Tlie  morn,  or  ere  I  eat  or  drink, 
This  bird  I  wiU  gnr  kill." 

The  bird  wus  sitting  in  Ids  cage, 
And  heard  what  they  did  say ; 

Anil  when  lie  found  itiey  wei 
8uys,  "  Wnes  me  for  this  day ! 


thk  cabl  of  mars  DArcttreH. 

'  BcTore  thai  I  do  lan^r  sOj, 
And  ifans  to  lie  foriom, 
m  ^ngimUi  mr  mithor?  bower, 
Wbero  I  w»3  bred  and  bom." 

Tlieo  Cow-oie-doo  took  flight  and  flew 

BejooJ  ihe  raging  sea; 
And  lighted  u«ar  his  milher's  raslle 

On  a  tower  o'  gowd  sae  hie. 

Aa  his  miiher  was  wnukjng  out, 
To  Bee  what  she  coud  see. 

And  there  ahe  saw  faer  litlle  son 
Set  on  the  tower  sae  hie. 

*  Get  dancers  here  lo  dance,"  she  said, 
"  And  minstrella  for  to  play  ; 
For  here's  my  young  son,  Flureiiline, 
Come  here  wi'  me  to  sUy." 

"  Get  nae  dancers  to  dance,  miiher. 
Nor  minstrelb  for  to  play  ; 
For  the  mither  o'  my  seven  sons, 
Tho  mom's  her  weddiug-day." 

"0  teU  me,  tell  me,  Florenilne, 
Tell  mi!,  and  tell  me  tnie. 
Tell  me  this  day  without  n  Havr, 
What  I  will  do  for  you." 


7ti         THE    KJlHL    op    UARS 

"  Inslead  of  dancers  to  dance,  n 
Or  minstrelU  for  lo  play, 
Turn  foui>and-t>venly  wiill-wight  n 
Like  storks,  in  fealliers  gray; 

"  My  seven  sons  tn  seven  sirans, 
Abiion  tlieir  heads  to  fli;e; 
And  I,  myff'll,  n  gay  go^-liawk, 
A  bird  o'  high  degree." 

Then  sieliin'  said  the  cjuecn  hersell,   « 
"  Tlial  thing's  too  high  for  me  ;" 
But  ^he  applied  lo  an  uiild  wotna 

Who  had  miiir  skill  thuii  she> 

Instead  o'  dnnccr?  lo  dance  a  dance,  | 

Or  minslrelU  for  to  play, 
Four-and-twcnty  wall-wight  men 

Tum'd  birdg  o'  feiithcrs  gray ; 

Her  seven  eons  in  seven  ewans, 

AlKion  their  heads  to  flee  ; 
And  lie,  liimsell,  a  gay  gos-hawk, 

A  bird  o"  high  degree. 

Tlus  flock  o'  hinis  took  flight  and  11 

Beyond  the  raging  sen ; 
And  landed  near  the  Bnrl  Mar's  caslle, 

Took  shelter  in  every  tree. 


rat    CAJU.    OP   MAB3   DACaOTEK. 

TIm^  were  ■  dock  o'  prettj-  birds, 

Ri^it  eamel  J  to  be  E«eii : 
tlbe  people  Ttcw'd  ibem  wf  sorpfise^ 

As  ihej  (lancd  <m  Uie  gieen. 

Tbese  birds  asccaded  &«e  the  IrM^ 

And  limited  oa  llie  Iw'; 
Anil  U  the  Inst  wi'  forve  did  Am 

Aaung  the  nobles  a'. 

The  slorfcs  there  seised  raine  o'  the  inen. 
They  oou'd  neither  fight  nor  flee : 

The  swaUA  tht^y  bound  the  bride's  best  m 
Below  tt  green  oik  tree. 

They  bghied  next  on  ranideiis  fair. 
Then  on  the  bride's  owu  head  i 

And  wi'  the  ttrinkling  o*  an  e'e. 
The  bride  and  ihc^m  were  fled- 

lliere'a  ancient  men  at  weddings  been. 

For  sixty  jears  or  more ; 
Bat  sic  a  cnrious  wedding-day 

They  never  saw  before. 

For  nacthing  con'd  the  tompanie  do, 
Nor  nnelhing  cou'd  ihcy  $ay; 

But  they  suw  a  fliick  o'  pretty  birds 
That  took  their  bride  away. 


i  THE   KAKL    OF  SIAR  S  DACCHTKIU    | 

When  Uial  Karl  Mm'  lie  came  lu  knoH 
Whrre  his  UixJjIer  Jid  stay, 

He  sign'd  a  bond  o'  unity, 
And  vifiU  now  ilrej  yay. 


YOUNG    AKIX. 

Mr,  Kinloch  printed  a  fragment  of  ih'u  ballad  undtn 
Ibe  title  of  llgnde  Elin.  (Sec  Appendix.)  The  storr 
wu  aftervai^  pyen  complcle  by  Bachan,  (BtdiaiU 
of  Ae  North  of  Scorland,  i.  8.)  lu  here  follows,  Bu- 
chan  bad  prcviooslj  eommanicaled  to  Iklolhcrwcll  a 
mod^nized  venion  of  iLe  acne  tale,  in  nhiib  tbe  Etiii 
i>  chongwl  to  a  Groom.     (See  potl.') 

Tbis  ani-i«nt  balind  baa  euffered  severely  in  die 
conne  of  ita  transmi.'^on  to  our  timcK.  Slill  there 
can  be  no  doubl  that  it  was  originally  the  same  09  Tht 
Maid  and  the  Diearf  Kmp,  trhich  is  still  Bung  in  Den- 
mark, Norway.  Swcdt^n,  and  the  Faroe  Islands.  Nil- 
meraus  copies  of  the  Scandinavian  balWl  have  been 
given  to  ibe  woHd ;  seven  Danisb  verxioni,  more  or 
leas  complete,  four  None,  nine  Swedish,  one  Faroish, 
and  some  other  fragments  (Grunillvjg,  ii.  37,  and  noIOi 
p.  655).  One  of  the  Swedish  ballsit$  ( Berytniiungen, 
Afzelius.  No.  85)  is  translated  in  Ketghth'y'a  Fair? 
Mythology,  103,  ondcr  tlie  title  of  Proud  Margaret 
Closely  related  is  Agnele  og  Hacmanden,  Grundtvig, 
■■.  4S,  656,  wbiub  Is  Ibund  in  several  fomis  in  German 
{e.  2.  Die  KHdne  Hannele  in  lloflmann  von  Fallertilo- 
lea's  ScMesiix^he  VoOrdiederifio.  1),  and  two  in  Slavic 

\j\DY  Masgaset  sils  in  her  bower  door, 

Sewing  at  her  silken  seam ; 
Slie  beard  a  note  in  EIniond's-n'ood, 

And  wisli'd  she  there  liiul  beeo. 


She  loot  the  seam  fa'  fme  ber  side, 
And  the  needle  to  her  tne : 

And  she  is  on  to  KImond-wood 
Aa  fast  as  she  coud  gae. 


80  rOUNG   AKIH. 

She  hadna  pu'd  a  nut,  a  aut, 
Nor  broken  a  branch  but  ane, 

Till  by  it  came  n  young  liiuO  oliiel, 
Saya,  "  Lady,  lat  ulane. 

"  0  why  jm'  yc  llie  nul,  ihc  nut, 
Or  why  broke  ye  the  tree  ? 
For  I  imi  forester  o'  this  wood; 
Ye  sliou'd  spier  leave  ut  me," 

•Til  ask  leave  at  no  livlug  man. 
Nor  yet  will  I  at  ibce  ; 
My  father  is  king  o'er  a'  itis  realm, 
This  wood  belongs  to  me." 

She  hadna  pu'd  a  nut,  a  nut, 
Nor  broken  a  branch  but  three, 

Till  by  it  came  him  Young  Akint 
And  gar'd  her  lat  them  be. 

The  highest  tree  in  ElraondVwood^ 
He's  pu'd  it  by  the  root  [ 

And  he  has  built  for  her  a  bower 
Near  by  a  hallow  seat. 

He's  built  a  bower,  made  it  secure 
Wi'  carbuncle  and  slane ; 

Tho'  travellers  were  never  sae  nigh, 
Appearance  it  had  nane> 


lOCXG    AKIX. 

He's  kept  ber  tbere  in  Elmond's-wood, 
For  ^s  lang  years  nniJ  one ; 

TSU  ^  pretly  sons  to  him  she  bear, 
And  ihe  seventh  she's  brought  home. 

Il  fell  anc«  upon  a  day. 

This  guid  lorii  went  from  home ; 
And  be  U  to  the  hunting  gaue. 

Took  wi'  him  liis  eldest  son. 

And  when  they  were  on  a  guid  way, 

Wi'  slowiy  pace  did  wnik. 
The  boy's  heart  being  somt-lliing  wf,e. 

He  thus  began  to  talk ;  — 

'A  question  I  wou'd  nsk,  fnther, 
Gin  ye  woo'diia  tutgry  be  ?  " 

"  Say  on,  say  on,  my  bonny  boy, 
Te'se  nae  be  quarruU'd  hy  me." 

"1  see  my  mitbcr's  cheeks  aye  weet, 
1  never  can  eee  them  dry  ; 
And  I  wonder  what  aileih  my  mitlier, 
To  mourn  continually." 


"  Your  nuthcr  was  a  king's  daughter, 
Sprung  frae  a  high  degree ; 
And  she  might  hne  wed  some  worthy  princ»i 
Had  she  nae  been  stown  by  me. 


62  TOUSO   AKIN. 

"  I  was  her  father's  cup-liearer, 
Just  at  that  fauU  time  ; 
I  calch'd  her  on  a  misty  night, 
Wlian  summer  was  in  piime. 

"My  luve  to  her  was  most  BJncere, 
Her  luve  was  great  for  me ; 
But  wlien  shti  hardships  doth  endute,  4 
Her  folly  she  does  see." 


"  I'll  shoot  the  buntin'  o*  the  bush, 
The  linnet  o'  the  tree, 
And  bring  tiieai  lo  my  dear  milher, 
See  if  she'll  n 


It  fell  ujio'  another  day. 

This  guid  loi'd  he  tliought  lang. 
And  he  is  to  the  hunting  gane, 

Took  wi'  him  liis  dog  and  gun> 

Wi'  bow  and  arrow  by  hia  eide, 

He's  ttS,  single,  alane  ; 
And  led  his  se^-en  cliildren  to  stitj 

Wi'  their  mither  at  hame 


"  0, 1  will  tell  to  you,  mither, 
Gin  ye  waUna  angry  be ; " 

"  Speak  un,  speak  on,  ray  little  trim  in 
Te'so  nae  be  quarrell'd  by  me." 


yOUSG  AKD(.  It 

*Ai  we  anno  frae  the  hjiid  baniin^ 

Ve  heud  fine  msac  ring: ' 
*  Ujr  Ueiniigs  OB  jou,  m;  bonny  bojr, 

I  wUi  I'd  been  there  my  lane." 

He'a  l»'en  his  mither  by  the  band. 

His  six  brithers  also. 
And  litey  are  on  thro'  ElmondVvood, 

As  fast  as  liiey  coud  go. 

Tbej  wi^tna  weel  where  thej^  were  gaen, 

Wi'  the  stratlins  o'  their  feet  i 
They  iri^tna  weel  where  they  were  gaen. 

Till  at  her  father's  ynte. 

**I  hae  nae  money  in  my  pocket. 
But  royal  rings  hae  tiiree  ; 

lu,  my  III  lie  young  son, 
rell  walk  there  for  me. 

e  the  first  to  the  proud  porter,' 
And  he  will  lat  you  in  ; 
Ye'U  gi'e  the  next  lo  tJie  butler  boy. 
And  he  will  show  you  ben  ; 

*  Th« rt jnhr  prapiilabon  for  ili«  "proaJ  porter"  of  bilW 
"  "       B.  f .,  ffidj  Arlliur  and  Ejbi  Ki«s  "f  OtrmtaU,  io 

T.  4»:  »l=o  liio  Dole  lo  King  tjaatri,  vol.  Lit 


"  Ye'l!  gi'e  the  third  to  Ihe  minstrel 
Tiuit  [ilaj-s  before  the  king ; 
He'll  play  success  to  ihe  bannj  boy 
Come  Uux>'  the  wood  bim  lane." 

He  ga'c  the  first  to  the  proitd  porter, 
Aufl  he  opeu'd  an'  let  hlui  in; 

He  ga'e  i.be  next  to  the  builer  boj, 
And  he  has  shown  him  bc^n ;    . 

He  ga'e  the  third  to  the  minstrel 
That  pla/d  before  the  king; 

And  he  play'd  Eiiceess  to  the  bonnj'  b 
Came  thro'  the  wood  him  lone. 

Now  when  he  came  before  the  king, 
Fell  low  down  on  his  knee  : 

The  king  he  turned  round  about. 
And  the  anut  tear  blinded  his  ee. 

"Win  up,  win  up,  my  bonny  boy, 
Gang  frao  my  companie  ; 
Ye  look  sae  like  my  dear  daughter, 
My  heart  will  birst  in  three." 

"If  I  took  like  your  dear  daughter, 
A  wonder  it  is  none ; 
If  I  look  like  your  dear  daughter, 
I  am  her  eldest  son." 


TODMG    AKIN.  1 

•  Will  ^e  tell  me,  ye  litUe  wee  boy, 

Where  may  my  MargnreL  Ue  ?  " 

*  She's  just  now  standing  al  your  yalea, 

Aiid  my  six  briilien  her  wi'." 

"  0  where  are  all  my  porter  boys 
That  I  pay  meat  anil  fee, 
To  open  my  yaUs  baitb  ivide  and  braiil  ? 
Let  her  come  in  to  me." 

When  she  come  in  before  the  king, 

Fell  low  down  on  her  knee ; 

■*  Win  up,  win  up,  my  dHagliter  dear. 

This  day  ye'll  dine  wi  me  " 

"  Ae  hit  I  caono'  eal,  pilher. 
Nor  ae  drop  can  I  drink. 
Till  I  see  mymillier  and  sister  dear, 
For  laog  for  tliem  I  Uilnk." 

When  she  came  before  tlie  queen. 

Fell  low  down  on  her  knee  : 

"  Win  up,  win  up,  my  Unugliter  dear, 

This  day  ye'ae  dine  wi'  me." 


"Ae  bit  I  canno'  eat,  mither, 
Nor  ae  drop  can  I  drink, 
Until  I  see  my  dear  sister. 
For  lang  for  her  I  think." 


3  TODSO   AKIJI. 

When  that  these  two  fliBtere  met, 

She  haird  her  courtaouslie : 

"  Come  ben,  come  ben,  my  sister  deari 

Tliis  day  ye'se  time  wi'  me." 

*•  Ae  hil  I  oaimo'  cat,  sister. 
Nor  ao  drop  can  I  drink, 
Until  I  Kce  my  dear  husband, 
For  lung  for  him  I  think." 

"O  where  are  all  my  rangers  bold 
Thai  I  pay  meat  and  fee, 
To  Bcarch  the  forest  far  an'  wide, 
Atid  bring  Akin  to  me  ?  " 

Out  it  speaks  the  w^e  little  boy, — 
"Na,na,  Uiismaunnabe; 
Without  ye  grant  a  free  pardon, 
I  hope  ye'll  nae  him  see." 

"  O  hero  I  grant  a  free  pardon, 
Well  seal'd  by  my  own  han' ; 
Ye  may  make  search  for  yoimg  Akin, 

They  search'd  the  country  wide  and  b 

The  fore^U  far  and  near, 
And  found  him  into  Blmond's-wood, 

Tearing  his  yellow  hair. 


TOU5G    AKIK. 

**Wm  aj),  will  up,  notr  youDg  Akin. 
Win  up,  and  boao  wi'  me  ; 
WeVe  messengers  come  from  the  court 
Hie  king  wants  you  to  see." 

**  O  lat  him  take  frae  me  my  head, 
Or  hang  me  on  a  tree ; 
For  since  IVe  lost  mj  dear  lady, 
Life's  DO  pleasure  to  me." 

'"Tour  bead  will  nae  be  touch'd,  Akin, 
Kor  bang'd  upou  a  tree  : 
Tour  lady's  in  her  father's  court. 
And  all  he  wantd  is  thee." 


When  he  came  in  before  the  kin^ 
Fell  low  down  on  his  knee : 
"  Win  up,  win  up  now,  young  Akin, 
k  dR7  je'ae  dine  wi'  me." 


"I  wish 


bey  were  at  dinner  set, 
boy  asked  a  boun  ; 


For  to  get  chriatendoun. 


the  good  church, 


"  T^e  ha'e  lived  in  guid  green  wood 

This  seven  years  and  ane  ; 

But  a'  tlib  time  since  e'er  I  mind, 

Waa  Dever  a  church  within.* 


"  Your  askiag  's  nae  sae  great,  mj  boyS^ 
But  griiniei]  it  slmll  be  ; 
Tliia  day  to  guki  churcb  je  shall  gong 
And  your  mithcr  shall  gang  you  y 

When  unto  the  guid  church  she  camu, 

Slic  at  the  door  did  eton' ; 
She  was  eac  snir  sunk  down  wi' 

Site  coudna  come  farer  ben. 

Tlien  out  it  Biwaks  the  parish  priesbJ 
And  a  aweel  smile  gae  he  ;  —  ■ 

"  Come  ben.  come  ben,  my  lily  flower,  < 
Present  your  babes  to  me." 

Chnriea,  Vincent,  Sam,  and  Dick, 
And  likewise  Jamais  and  John ; 

They  call'd  the  eldest  Young  Akin, 
Which  was  his  fatlier's  name. 

Then  they  staid  in  (he  royal  court, 
And  liv'd  wi'  mirth  and  glee ; 

And  when  her  father  was  deceas'i). 
Heir  of  the  cruwn  was  she. 


rYOOHG  HASnSGS  THE  GBOOSl 

9.  P-  3CT.) 


PO  WELL  love  I  to  ride  in  a  mis-U 
And  fbooi  in  a  norllieni  wind  i 

f  And  Gu-  better  a  ladv  lo  »teul. 
TluU  's  eome  of  s  nobk'  kind." 

FomHUid-twent;  fair  Inttics 

Pui  on  lliat  lady's  slitfn  ; 
And  M  man}'  young  genllirmen 

Did  lead  het  o'er  the  green. 

\  Yet  ehe  preferred  before  Ibem  nil 
Him,  young  Hastings  the  Groom  ; 
Be  '■  ciKKlen  a  mist  before  lliem  all. 
And  away  tlib  lady  lia§  tn'rii. 

I  He 's  taken  the  Indy  on  him  bebuid, 
Spared  neither  the  gras^  nor  coni, 

I  Till  they  came  lo  the  wood  of  Amonfilinir. 
Where  again  Iheir  lovea  were  sivom. 


)  rOUNG    HASTINGS   THE    C 

And  thfty  have  lived  in  that  wood 
Full  many  a  year  aud  day. 

And  were  supported  from  time  ti 
By  ivLat  he  made  of  prey. 

And  seven  bairn?,  fair  and  tine, 
Ttiere  ehc  has  bom  10  him, 

And  never  woa  in  good  ehurch  doc 
Nor  never  gat  good  kirkinj 

Unce  she  took  harp  into  her  hand, 
Aad  harped  ihein  asleep  ; 

Then  fhe  Bat  down  at  tlieir  couoli  ^ 
And  bitterly  did  weep. 


Said,  "  Seven  bairns  have  I  bom  now 

To  my  lord  in  the  hu' ; 
I  wish  they  were  seven  greedy  ratu, 

To  nm  upon  llie  wa', 
And  I  mysel'  a  great  grey  cat, 


Toe 


ihem  ane  an'  f 


■*  For  ten  long  years  now  I  have  live^ 
Within  this  cave  of  stane. 
And  never  was  at  good  church  door,  i 
Nor  got  no  good  churching." 


O  Ihen  ouispak  her  eldest  child, 
And  a  fiue  bov  was  he, — 


TOOMO    OASTINas   TIIE   GUOOit. 

"O  bold  yonr  tongue,  my  mother  dear; 
I'll  tell  70U  what  to  dee. 

"  TAk«  you  the  youngest  in  your  lap. 
The  next  youngest  by  llie  hand  ; 
Put  «U  ihe  rest  of  as  you  b«rorc, 
As  you  leuml  us  to  gang. 


*  And  go  Willi  aa  into  some  good  kirk, — 

You  say  thuy  uru  built  of  stane, — 
[  And  let  us  all  be  clirislcned, 
jid  you  got  good  kirkiug." 

I  She  took  the  youngest  in  her  lap, 
The  next  youngest  by  the  band ; 

[  Set  all  tlie  rest  of  them  her  before, 
As  ^e  learnt  them  lo  gang. 

[  And  she  has  left  the  wood  with  them, 
And  to  a  kirk  bus  gauc  ; 
Where  the  good  prie.st  lljem  eliristeiied. 
And  gave  her  good  kirkiug. 


CLERK  COLVILL,  OR  THE  MERSIAIQ;> 

Tliis  balJail  excmplificj  a  superstition  deeply  rooted 
in  the  MicCot  all  Ihe  northpro  naljoiis, — tlie  dcdre  of 
the  Elves  and  Wntcr«pirils  IbrtJie  love  of  Christiaiu, 
and  (he  d&n^er  df  being  exposed  to  tbcir  roscination. 
The  object  of  their  fufal  pnssion  is  generally'  ft  bride- 
groom, or  a  briilc,  on  the  uvo  of  raarria|>a.  See,  in  tlia 
Appendi;t,  Sir  Otuf  and  ike  Elj-Kinif»  DauglUer,  fiw 
furtJier  illnslrations ;  also  llie  two  sueueed'uig  pieces. 

Cttrk  CoU-ill  was  first  printed  in  Herd's  SrottuA 
Son^>,(}.  SI  7,)  and  was  inserted,  in  na  altered  shape, 
in  Lewis's  Tale*  of  Woniler,  (No.  flS.J 

Ci.KRK  CoLviLL  .iiid  bis  Insty  dame 
Were  walking  in  the  gai-den  green  t 

The  belt  around  lier  atately  waist 
Cost  Clerk  ColviU  of  pounds  fifteen. 

"  0  promise  me  now,  Clerk  Colvill, 
Or  it  will  coat  )'e  muekic  strife, 
Ride  never  by  the  wells  of  Slane, 
If  ye  wad  live  and  brook  your  Ufei" 


THK   MCRMAID.      11)3 

"  Now  Speak  n«e  mnir,  my  lusiy  dame, 
Now  sp«ak  nw;  miiif  of  ihut  lo  mc : 
Did  I  nii'er  sec  a  iiiir  woninn, 

But  I  wad  sin  wiili  liur  tkir  l>ody  ?  " 

He's  la'en  leave  o*  iib  gay  laily, 
Noiiglit  minding  what  his  \aily  said. 

And  he's  rode  by  Uie  wolb  of  Slane, 
Where  washing  was  a  bontiy  maid. 

■•  Wash  on,  wasli  on,  my  bonny  maid. 

That  wash  sae  uJenn  your  ssi'k '  of  ^ilk  ; " 

"  And  vice\  fa'  yon,  fair  gt-ntleman, 
Your  bod/s  whiter  than  the  milk." 


Then  loud,  loud  cry'd  Uie  Clerk  Colvill. 
"  0  my  head  it  pains  me  sair ;  " 
**  TU*^n  tukc,  then  take,"  Uie  maiden  said, 
"  And  frae  my  sark  you'll  cut  a  garc." 

Then  she's  gi'cd  him  a  little  bane-knife. 
And  fraii  her  sark  he  eut  a  share ; 

Sht'i  ty'd  it  round  Iiis  whey-while  faee, 
But  ay  liifi  head  it  iiked  mair. 

Tlien  louder  cry'd  the  Ckifc  Colvill, 
■"  O  Baiter,  sairer  akes  my  head  ;  " 
"  And  sairer,  sairer  ever  will," 

The  maiden  crys,  '■  till  you  be  dead." 


I      CLERK    COLYILL,    OB  THB    MERMAID. 

Oat  then  he  drew  hid  shining  blaile, 
Thinking  to  stick  lier  where  she  s 

But  she  was  vanisli'd  to  a  fish, 
And  gwnm  far  off,  a  fair  mennaid. 

"O  mother,  mother,  braid  my  hair; 
My  lusty  lady,  make  my  bed ; 
O  brother,  take  my  sword  and  spear, 
For  I  have  seen  the  false  mennaid.*  I 


lADV  ISABEL  AXD  THE  ELF-KNItlH  f. 


iToBliero  of  the  Grstot  the  two  folloniiig  ballads 
1  be  on  Elf,  iLal  of  Uic  setoixl  a  Ni:c,  or 
I,  tbongh  the  puaishiucnt  awarUod  to  each  of 
them  in  the  catostiaptie,  as  the  ballniis  now  exist,  ia  not 
RmsUtenl  with  ibeir  EUperoalural  diarat-ti-'r.  Il  Is  poa- 
tihle  thai  in  both  instanees  two  iniii^pvodL-iit  itorie» 
have  been  bleadeil  :  bat  il  is  (.'urious  ihat  the  Eawe 
intennixlure  ihonUl  oci'ur  ia  KoFse  niul  German  aluo. 
See  GrunillTig't  preface  to  XoeUfnt  Hi-ig,  ii,  p.  67. 
The  conclusion  in  all  these  rajea  is  dtriveil  from  a 
ballad  re!«iubling  Mag  Cotein,  iiA.  ii.  p.  S72. 

We  have  hul  the  Elf-Knight  introduced  ander  tbe 

unte  Mivtuiutances   at   pa^    laS;   indeed,  the   fint 

ir  four  staiiEas  are  common  to  iMtli  pleees. 


wAiB  lady  Isabel  sits  in  her  bower  sewing, 
Ayt  at  the  gowata  grow  gay  ; 

e  ebe  heard  nn  cU-kniglit  Ulawing  Lia  Lorn, 
The  first  morning  in  Mai/. 
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"  If  I  hail  yon  hom  that  I  huar  blawitig," 

Ai/e  ai  the  gotcaju  ifrow  gaj/  : 
"  And  j'on  elf-bnight  to  sleep  in  my  boso 

Tliejirtt  morning  in  Mug. 

Thb  maiden  had  scarcely  these  nords  epok^ 

Age  a»  the  goteam  grow  gag  ; 
Till  in  at  her  window  the  elf-knight  haa  lu^ 

Uttjtrti  morning  in  Mag, 

■'Its  a  very  Birange  mailer,  fair  maiden,"  bi 

Age  as  ihe  gumans  grow  gag, 
"  I  eannii'  Lliiw  my  horn,  but  yii  call  on  n 

Thejirtl  morning  in  Mag. 

"  But  will  ye  go  to  yon  greenwood  side," 
Age  ai  the  ffowani  grnw  gag  f 

«  If  ye  canna'  giuig,  I  will  cause  yt 
Thtjtrtt  morning  in  Mag. 

Ho  leapt  on  a  hoi'sc,  and  she  on  atiother,  ' 
Aye  as  the  gowam  grow  gag  ; 

And  they  rode  on  lo  ibc  greenwood  logethd 
Thejirtl  mnming  in  Mag. 

'•  Ligiit  down,  light  doivn,  lady  Isabel,"  si 
Age  aa  the  gotvam  grow  gag ; 

"  We  are  come  lo  Ibe  place  where  ye  0P8  K 
Thejirtt  morning  xn  Mag. 
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*  Ha*e  merer,  ha'e  merer,  kind  air,  on  me," 

Aft  as  the  gofc^iu  grofc  gay  : 
^  Till  JUMe  mr  dear  iuther  and  mother  I  ^ee,** 

m 

Tktjtrst  moming  in  Jf.iy. 

*■  Seren  kiD<;*s-daii<;hter«  here  hae  I  slain," 

Aye  as  the  ^vwans  grow  gay  : 
*■  And  re  sliall  be  the  trigln  o'  iliein,'* 

The  first  morning  in  May, 

**'  O  sit  down  a  while,  lav  \-our  head  on  mv  knee/* 

Aye  as  the  gowans  gnjir  guy  : 
'*  That  we  mav  hae  some  r\»>t  Wtore  that  1  dii-," 

Thejirst  morning  in  May, 

She  stroak'd  him  sae  liisi,  the  nearer  lie  did  creep, 

Aye  as  the  gutcans  grow  gay  : 
Wi'  a  sma'  ehanu  she  liill'd  him  ta>l  jislet^p, 

T7te  jirst  morning  in  Mty. 

yVi  his  ain  sword  lK»lt  s;ie  fk-st  as  she  ban'  him. 

Aye  as  the  gowans  grow  g*iy  : 
With  his  ain  dag-ihirk  sae  sair  as  slie  dang  liim, 

T/tejtrst  morning  in  May, 

**  If  seven  kings'  <laifghtei-s  hei*e  ye  lia*e  slain," 

Aye  as  the  gowans  grow  gay^ 
**  Lve  vt*  here,  a  husband  to  ihem  aV' 

The  jirst  morning  in  May. 


THE  WATEE  O'  WEARTE'S  WELU 


From  Buchan'*  Baltadt  of  the  North  of  Sco&sSl 
ii.  201.  Repented  in  Scottish  Tradilionnl  Veiiitm*  of 
Ancient  BaVaih,  Percy  Society,  xvJi.  63. 

The  three  batlada  nhii'h  follow,  diverge  as  they  may 
now  appenr,  af^er  undergoing  succeasive  crin'uptlona, 
wore  priinnrily  of  Iho  same  type.  In  the  firsFl  (whU'h 
may  be  a  compoiinil  of  tvro  bnlliuls,  like  the  preceding 
the  I'onelusion  being  taken  (rata  a  sloiy  uT  llic  vhartc 
ter  of  Mag  Colvin  in  the  next  volume)  the  Merman  or 
Nix  may  be  ea«ly  recognizcil :  in  the  second  he  it 
metamorpboscU  into  the  Ucvil;  and  in  ilie  third,  into 
a  ghoBt.  Full  details  upon  the  corresiiondiiig  Scan- 
dinavian, German,  and  Slavic  legend*,  are  ^ven  by 
tinindtvig,  in  the  preface  to  Noetteru  Si'i(/,  Danmarti 
U.  Folkev'aer,  ii.  S7  :  translated  by  JnuileMn.  I.  210, 
ind  by  Monk  liowis,  Tate*  of  Wondtr,  No.  U, 


There  came  a  bird  out  o'  a  bush, 

On  water  for  to  dine  ; 
And  sighing  sair,  »iys  the  king's  dailghta 

"  0  waea  this  heart  o'  mine  1 " 


He's  taen  a  hnrp  into  bis  hand, 
He's  harped  them  all  asleep  ; 

Except  it  WHS  the  king's  daught«r 
Who  ae  wink  cou'dna  get. 


THE  MATEK   O'   WEARIE'S    WTLL, 

He's  lappm  on  hi*  bcny-broKTi  stee<l, 
Taen  faer  on  behiotl  himsetl ; 

Thm  iHuih  rode  dovn  to  that  water. 
That  they  aC  Wouie's  wdL 

**  Wide  in,  wido  in.  taj  bid/  fiur, 
Nae  harm  ahkU  ihec  b«&U ; 

Aft  tii»e«  hae  I  walar'd  my  Seed, 
WV  the  water  o'  Wearic's  welL" 

The  first  giep  that  she  stepped  in, 

She  eteppeil  to  the  knee  ; 
And  ^ghiog  fair,  <ays  this  lady  fiur, 

"  This  water's  Dae  for  me." 


Ah 


Wide  in,  wide  in,  my  lady  fair, 
Nae  harm  shall  thee  befall ; 

hae  I  wBicr'd  my  eteed, 
Wi'  the  water  o'  Wearie'a  weU." 


The  next  step  that  she  stepped  in, 
She  stepped  to  the  middle  ; 

And  sighing,  siiys,  thi^  lady  fair, 
"I've  Wat  my  gowden  girdle." 


*  Wide  in,  wide  in,  my  hidy  fiur, 
Kae  hann  sliall  thee  befall ; 

Aft  limes  hae  I  waler'd  my  steed, 
Wi'  the  water  o'  'Wearie's  welU" 


The  niest  sl«p  that  she  stepped  in, 

Slie  stepped  to  the  chin  ; 
And  sighing,  says,  ihia  iady  fair, 

"  They  shou'd  gar  iwa  loves  twine." 

"Seven  ktng's-daughlera  Pve  drown'd  tU 
In  llie  water  o"  Wearie's  well ; 
And  I'll  muke  you  the  eight  o'  tliem, 
And  ring  the  common  bell." 

"  Sin'  I  am  standing  here,"  she  e*ft, 

"  This  dowie  death  to  die  i 
Ae  kUs  o'  your  eoniely  mouth 

I'm  sure  wou'd  comfort  me." 

lie  loutedhimower  his  saddle  bow, 

To  kiss  her  cheek  and  chin  ; 
•She's  taen  him  in  her  arms  twa, 

And  thrown  him  hcndlang  in. 

"  Sin'  seven  king's  daughters  yeVe  drown 'il 

In  the  water  o'  Wearie's  wcU, 
ril  make  you  bridegroom  to  tham  a', 

An'  ring  the  bell  mysell," 

And  aye  she  warsled,  and  aye  sbe  » 

Till  she  swam  to  dry  land  ; 
Tlien  thanked  God  most  clieerfuUy, 

The  (langiifs  she'd  ower  came. 


THE  D.£UOX  LOVEB. 


o  Sir  Wiltrr  SaM, 
■(JCiuCr«f«  m.  II^J  b;  Ur.  ^Tilinn  LudUv,  who 
look  it  doon  Iraa  raaMioB.  A  faigwcnt  of  the  nine 
lifvoil,  ncoTMvd  bjr  Motbennqp,  b  p<m  in  Um  Ap^ 
pendis  to  tU»  lolasw,  unl  MOtkir  T«nMo,  in  which 
itn  btto  is  not  ■  ilxnaB,  bat  the  ghost  of  an  iajnnd 
lover,  is  [tba^l  ■lircctlj:'  «flcr  tb«  prc«*nl. 

Th«  Deril  (AdM  iVM)  bera  takes  dw  pbm  ef  th« 
"     ]>n  (Nli[}ortb«aiMimlb«Uaa.    Sm  p.  IM,  ami 
!  fame  ualurvl  suhoitiitivi  not«d  in  £.  ■-  If. — 
f  IfAnriM.  Sd  ed.  ni.  S». 

"  0  iFHERE  have  you  been,  my  long,  long  lore, 
This  long  setea  years  wid  more  ?  " — 

•  0  rm  come  lo  seek  my  fonner  votrs 
Ye  granted  me  lieforc." — 

"0  liold  your  tongue  of  your  former  vows. 
For  llioy  will  breed  sul  strife  } 
0  hold  your  tongue  of  your  former  vows, 
For  I  Kin  become  a  wife." 

Be  tnm'd  Lim  right  and  round  about, 
And  tlic  tear  blinded  lus  ee  ; 
"I  wad  never  Iiae  trodden  on  Irish  ground, 
If  it  tiad  not  been  for  tliee. 


5!U^  THE   D-EMON    LOVKB. 

"  I  might  hae  had  a  king's  daughter, 
Far,  far  Lejond  llie  sea; 
I  migiit  have  had  &  king's  daughter, 
Had  it  not  been  for  love  o'  lliee."— 

"  If  ye  might  have  hod  a  king's  daughter^'l 
Yer  sell  ye  had  to  blame  ; 
Ye  might  have  lAken  ihe  king's  daughM 
For  je  kend  that  I  was  none." — 

"  0  fauke  are  the  vowa  of  womankind, 
But  fair  is  their  fauLie  bodie  ; 
I  never  wad  bae  trodden  on  Irisli  groui 
Had  it  not  been  for  love  o'  thee." — 

"If  I  was  to  leave  my  husband  dear. 
And  my  two  babes  also, 
O  what  have  you  to  take  me  to, 
IS  with  yoiyl  should  go  ?  " — 

"  I  hae  seven  ships  upon  llie  sea, 
The  eighth  brought  me  to  land  j 
With  four-and-tweuty  bold  mariners. 
And  mu.sic'on  every  hand." 


She  has  taken  up  her  two  little  babes, 
Eies'd  them  boiih  cheek  and  chin ; 
"  0  fair  ye  weel,  my  ain  two  babes, 


TBE   D^MON    LOVER 

[  She  set  tier  foot  upon  the  ship, 
Ho  niiKriners  could  she  bcboU  ; 

^  But  the  sails  were  o'  the  talTutic, 
And  the  masts  o'  the  beaten  gold. 

Slie  h»d  not  sail'd  a  league,  a  league, 
A  league  but  barely  liiree, 
\  Whea  dismal  grew  his  countenance, 
And  drum  lie  grevr  his  ee. 

F  The  masts  that  were  like  the  bealen  gold. 
Bent  not  on  the  heaving  seas ; 

I  But  Ihe  sails,  that  were  o"  the  taffetie, 
FillM  not  in  the  east  land  breeze, — 

t  They  had  not  sailed  a  league,  a  league, 

A  league  but  barely  Ibrec. 
I  Until  she  espied  his  cloven  foot, 

And  Bhe  wept  right  biiierlie. 


0  bold  your  tongue  of  your  weeping,"  says  he, 
"Of  your  weeping  now  let  mo  be; 
Jlwill  show  you  bow  the  lilies  grow 
On  the  banks  of  Italy." — 

pO  what  hills  are  yon,  yon  pleasant  hills, 
■  That  the  sun  shines  sweetly  on  ?  " — 
POj'on  are  the  hills  of  heaven,"  be  eaid, 
1  "  Where  you  will  never  win." — 


"  0  whalcu  a  mountain  is  yon,"  she  said, 
"  All  so  (Ircjiry  wi'  frost  ami  snow  ?  " — 

"  0  yon  is  the  laounlain  of  ht^U,"  he  cried, 
"  Where  you  and  I  will  go," 

And  aye  nlien  &lie  lurn'd  her  round  bIjoiiI, 

Aye  taller  he  setra'd  for  lo  be  ; 
Until  that  the  tops  o'  Uiiil  gallimt  ship 

Noe  laller  were  tlian  he. 

The  clouds  grew  dark,  and  tJie  wind  gruw  loud. 

And  the  levin  fill'd  her  ee  ; 
And  woesome  wait'd  the  snaw-wliite  sprites 

Upon  the  gurlie  sea. 


He  gtrack  the  tiip-mast  wi'  his  hand, 
The  fore-mast  wi'  his  knee ; 

And  he  brake  that  gallant  eliip  in  twa 
And  sank  her  in  ihe  sea. 


I 


JAMI':8  HERRIES. 

From  Bnchnn'i  Baltadi  of  l),e  !fonh  d/  R-ollanl,  (I  21*.  | 
(Sc«  the  preface  to  tlie  last  ballail  but  one.) 

*  O  ARE  ye  my  father,  or  nre  ye  my  mother  ? 
Or  are  ye  my  brolhor  Jolm  ? 
Or  are  ye  James  Ilerries,  my  tirst  true  love, 
Come  back  to  Scotiauil  aguin  ?  " 

"I  am  not  your  father,  I  am  not  your  mother, 
Nor  am  I  your  brother  John ; 
But  Fm  James  HeiTics,  your  first  true  lovu. 
Come  back  to  Scot  land  a^in." 

"  Awa',  awa',  ye  former  lovera, 
Had  fiir  awa'  frae  me  ; 
For  now  I  am  another  man's  wife, 
Te'll  ne'er  see  joy  o'  me." 

"  Had  I  kent  that  ere  I  came  here, 
I  ne'er  had  come  (o  thee  ; 
Vor  I  might  hae  married  the  king's  dau( 
Sae  tain  she  wou'd  bad  ine. 


6  3AilK3   nERItlES. 

"I  despised  llie  crown  o'  gold, 
The  jeUow  silk  also ; 
And  I  am  come  to  ray  Irue  love, 
But  wiiU  me  she'll  not  go." 

"My  husband  he  is  a  carpenter, 
Hakes  his  bread  on  dry  land. 
And  I  bae  bom  him  a  young  son, — 
Wi'  you  I  will  not  gang." 

"You  must  forsake  your  dear  husband. 
Your  Utile  young  son  also, 
Wi'  me  lo  sail  the  raging  seas, 

Wliere  the  Klormy  winds  do  blow." 

■•  O  what  hao  you  to  keep  me  wi', 

If  I  should  with  you  go  ? 

If  I'd  forsake  my  dear  husband, 

My  little  young  son  also  ?" 

"  See  ye  not  yon  seven  pretty  ships, 
The  eighth  brought  me  to  land  j 
With  merchandize  and  marinera, 
And  wealth  in  every  hand?" 

She  turn'd  her  round  upon  ihe  shore, 
Her  love's  ships  to  behold ; 

Their  topmasts  and  their  mainyards 
Were  cover'd  o'er  m'  gold. 
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Tben  kite's  gme  to  her  Uid«  ywiBg  MOi 
And  kisi'il  him  cheek  BOd  chin ; 

Sae  has  she  Id  her  de«pii^  bo^hwid, 
AdiI  done  the  same  to  htm. 

"  O  sleep  jv,  rake  je,  mj  husband, 
I  wish  je  vake  in  time  i 
I  wwiJna  for  ten  thou:7iui<!  pounds, 
This  night  je  knew  taj  mind." 

She's  drawn  the  uppers  on  her  feet, 

Were  cofer'd  o'er  wi'  gold  ; 
Well  lined  within  wi'  velvet  line, 

To  had  her  frae  the  (.■old. 

She  hudna  sailed  upon  th«  seft 

A  league  but  barely  three, 
Till  she  minded  on  her  dear  husband. 

ller  little  young  son  tue. 

"  O  gin  I  were  at  land  again, 
At  land  where  I  won'd  be, 
The  woman  ne'er  shou'd  bear  llns  son, 
Shou'd  gar  me  sail  llie  sea." 

"  0  hold  your  tongue,  my  sprigliUy  flower, 
Let  a'  your  mourning  be  ; 
ril  show  you  how  the  lilies  grow 
On  the  banks  o'  Italy." 


<  JAMES   IIEKRIES. 

Site  liudna  sailed  on  the  sea 

A  day  but  barely  nne, 
Till  the  thoughts  o'  grief  came  in  her  id 

And  she  lang'd  for  to  be  hiime. 

"  O  gentle  death,  come  cut  my  i)reath| 
1  rufiy  be  dend  ere  morn  : 
I  miiy  be  bui'icd  in  Scollt^h  ground, 
WlieJ%  I  was  bred  and  bom." 

"  0  bold  your  tongue,  my  lily  leesome  things 
Let  It*  your  mourning  be  ; 
But  for  a  wliUe  well  stjty  iit  Rose  Isle, 
Then  Bee  a  far  countrie. 


"  Ye'se  ne'er  be  buried  in  Scottish 
Nor  land  ye's  nae  nmir  see ; 
I  brought  you  away  to  punish  you, 
For  the  breaking  your  vowa  to  iubi 

"  I  said  ye  shou'd  see  the  lilies  grow 
On  the  banks  o'  Italy  ; 
But  I'll  let  you  see  the  lishes  etriin, 
In  the  boltuiD  o'  ihe  sea." 

He  reached  his  hand  to  tbi-  tojnuusi, 
Kliide  a'  the  Rails  gae  duwu  ; 

And  in  the  twinkling  o'  an  e'e, 
Boith  ahip  and  crew  did  drown. 


JAMES   HERRIEd.  ^09 

The  hxal  flight  o*  this  wretched  maid 

Did  reach  her  lun  countrie ; 
Her  husband  then  distracted  ran, 

And  this  lament  made  he :  — 

*  O  wae  be  to  the  ship,  the  shin. 

And  wae  be  to  the  sea« 
And  wae  be  to  the  mariners, 
Took  Jeanie  Douglas  frae  me  I 

*  O  bonny,  bonny  was  my  love, 

A  pleasure  to  behold ; 
The  very  hair  o'  my  love's  head 
Was  like  the  threads  o'  gold. 

•*  O  bonny  was  her  cheek,  her  cheek, 
And  bonny  was  her  chin  ; 
And  bonny  wiis  the  bride  she  was, 
The  day  she  was  made  mine ! " 

•♦♦  The  following  st:inr:is  from  a  version  of  this  ba7lad 
printed  at  Philadelphia  (and  called   The  IJotue  Gtrpemur) 
giveu  in  Graham^s  lUuttnUtd  Magazimt^  Sept.  1868. 

^  I  might  have  married  the  king's  daughter  dear;  ** 
**  You  might  have  married  her,**  cried  she, 

"  For  1  am  married  to  a  House  Carpenter, 
And  a  fine  young  man  is  he/* 

**  Oh  dry  up  your  tears,  my  own  true  love. 

And  cease  your  weeping,'*  cried  he; 
•*  Foe  soon  you'll  see  your  own  happy  home. 

On  the  banks  of  old  Tennessee.** 
VOL.  I.  H 


THE  KNIGHTS  GHOST. 

Fmin  Buchaift  BaOadi  of  lAe  NarOi  of  Sealmd,  <L  M 

"  There  is  a  iusltion  b  Uiis  land, 
And  even  come  to  tbU  countrj. 
That  every  lady  should  meet  her  lord, 
When  he  is  newly  come  frae  sea : 

"  Some  wi'  hawks,  and  some  wi'  hounds. 
And  oiher  sorae  wi'  gay  monie  j 
But  I  will  gau  wyself  ulouc, 

And  set  his  young  son  on  his  knee." 

She's  ta'en  her  young  son  in  her  arms, 
And  nimbly  walk'd  by  yon  sea  strand  t  1 

And  there  she  H[>y'd  her  father's  ship. 
As  she  was  suiting  to  dry  limd. 

•*  Wliere  Lae  ye  put  my  ain  gude  lord, 
This  day  lie  stays  sae  fur  frae  me  ?  * 

"  If  yc  be  wanting  yoitr  ain  gnde  lord, 
A  sight  o'  liim  yo'U  never  see." 


THB    KNIGHTS    OnoST. 

pWas  he  brnnt,  or  was  he  shot? 

Or  was  he  drowned  in  the  sea? 
[  Or  what's  become  o'  my  a'm  gude  lord, 

That  he  will  ne'er  Hjipenr  to  me  ?  " 


ll^He  wasna  brunt, 

Nor  was  he  drowned  in  the 
I  Be  vas  slain  in  Bumtermhiig, 

A  fatal  daj  to  you  and  me." 


I  Come  in,  come  i 

Come  Id  and  drink  the 
r  And  a'  the  bett«r  ye  shall  lare. 

For  this  gude  news  ye  tell  to 


■rry  young  men. 


(Bhe's  bimight  them  down  tu  you  cellar, 
She  brought  them  filly  steps  and  iliree ; 

|6he  birled  wi'  them  tlie  bec-r  and  wine, 

Till  Ihey  were  as  drunk  aa  dnmk  could  be. 

PXhen  she  hna  loek'd  her  cellar  door, 
For  there  were  fifty  sleps  and  three  j 

^  Lie  there  wi'  my  and  muhson. 

For  tiiis  bad  news  yeVe  lauld  to  me." 


ta'en  the  keys  intill  her  hand. 
And  threw  them  deep,  deep  in  the 
pXie  there  wi'  my  sad  iniilison, 

Till  my  gude  lord  return  to  tnc." 


212  TllE    KNIGIITB   GUO! 

Then  she  sat  down  in  her  own  room, 
And  son-ow  luU'd  herfasl  askepi 

And  up  it  Blarls  her  own  gude  lord, 
And  even  at  tliat  lady's  feet. 

"Take  here  tlie  keys,  Janet,"  he  sayg, 
"  Thnl  ye  threw  deep,  deep  in  the  sea  t  * 
And  ye'll  relie\»  niy  merry  young  n 
For  they've  nane  o'  tlie  swiek  o'  a 

"  They  shot  the  shot,  and  drew  the  stroke,  I 
And  wftd  in  red  bluid  to  the  knee ; 
Nae  sailors  mmr  for  their  lord  coud  do, 
Nor  my  young  men  they  did  for  me." 

'■  I  hae  a  question  at  yoii  to  a.=k, 
Before  ihst  ye  depart  fnie  me  j 
You'll  lei!  to  me  what  day  I'll  die. 
And  what  day  will  my  buml  be?* 

"  I  has  nae  raair  o'  Go>Va  power 
Than  he  hns  granted  unto  me; 
Bui  come  lo  hciiven  when  ye  will. 
There  porter  to  you  I  will  be. 

■'  But  ye'll  be  wed  to  a  finer  knight 
Than  ever  was  in  my  degree; 
Onto  him  ye'll  line  children  nine, 
And  six  o'  them  will  be  ladiea  freo. 
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"  The  olber  thi-ee  will  be  bold  joi 
Tft  fight  for  king  aud  e 

The  ano  a  duke,  tlie  second  a. 
And  tiiird  a  luird  o'  lands  si 


THE  WIFE  OF  USHER'S  WELL. 

mnalrelis  of  Iht  ScallUh  Bordir,  ill.  368. 

I  That  the  rejHiie  or  the  dead  b  disturbed  by  tbe  im- 
oderate  grief  of  those  ibej*  have  1el\  behind  tlicia,  ia 
L  belief  which  finds  frequent  cxpresiiion  in  jtopular 
lUailib  Obstinste  sorrow  rou9ea  theui  from  their 
Meful  slumber  1  evei-y  tear  that  is  ehed  for  them 
:a  Iheir  Ebnud ;  they  ean  get  no  rest,  and  are  com- 
pelled to  revisit  the  world  they  would  fain  fot^t,  to 
rebuke  and  forbid   the  mourning  that  destroys   their 

**  Ica-caJd  Bud  bloody,  a  lend-wetEht  of  Borrow,  rslla  on  my 


the  ghost  of  Hulgi  in  the  Eilila  to  hia  lamenling 
ife  (^Hell/air.  Hundinffib.  11.)   The  same  idea  is  found 
the  (lennan  ballad,  Der  I'liricirM,  Erie's  Liederhert, 
46,  46  a,  and  in  various  ules,  as  Dnt  Tvdienhtmd- 
(K  u.  H.  Miircken.  No.  109,  and  note),  etc.    In 
Banner  Sir  Aage,  in  a  well-known  Danish  ballad 
CQniDdtvig,  No.  90),  and  the  corresponding  Sorgtna 
Vagi,  Svemka  F.  K,  No.  G. 
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"  Every  Hmo  thou  woepesl  for  ma, 
Tby  heart  makeat  mi, 
Then  all  wilhlii,  my  coffin  stands  tali 
or  clotted  blood." 

Rarely  is  the  silence  of  the  grave  brolcco  for  par- 
pa^es  of  consolallon.  Yd  some  vnacs  there  are,  as  in 
Et  Lithuanian  ballad  cited  by  Wackentagcl,  AUd.  BUH- 
ler,  i.  17S,  aixl  a  Spanish  ballad  noticed  by  Talrj, 
Veriiuch,  p.  111.  The  present  ballad  seemt  to  belong 
U>  the  latter  dasa  rsthcr  than  llie  former,  but  it  b  n 
icnperiiKit  that  its  true  diaracter  cannot  be  detemined. 

Chambers  maintains,  we  think  ermncously,  that  tliii 
ballad  is  a  fragtnonl  of  Tkt  Clerk's  Tula  Soni  <f  Ow. 
>tn/ord.  See  the  second  volume  of  llila 
pam  63. 


There  lived  a  wife  at  Usher's  Well, 
And  a  wealthy  wife  waa  she, 

She  had  three  elout  and  stalwart  sons. 
And  sent  them  o'er  the  sca> 

Tliey  hadna  been  a  week  from  her, 

A  week  btit  barely  ane, 
When  word  came  to  the  carline  wife. 

Thai  Uer  three  sons  were  gane. 

They  hailna  been  a  week  from  her, 

A  week  but  barely  lliree, 
Wlien  wonl  came  to  the  carline  wife, 

That  her  sons  she'd  never  eee. 
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I  widi  the  wind  any  oe\et  cease. 


Nw  fishes'  m  the  Hood, 


In  euiUj  fi»b  and  blood.' — 

ft  feD  aboat  the  Ibninma^ 
Wbea  D^bu  «re  Ian*  and  mirk, 
■1^  cstritne  wHe'a  tliree  sons  came  lianw, 
And  tbeir  hats  were  o'  ihe  birk. 

It  ndlber  grew  iu  syke  nor  dilch, 
Nor  yet  in  ony  flKUgfa  i 
t  liie  galus  D*  Panulise, 


e  fire,  my  maidens  ! 
'  Bring  water  from  ihe  welH 
pPw  a'  my  huuse  iliall  feast  this  night, 
Since  my  three  eons  are  welL"  — 

^Aod  ahe  has  rtuide  to  lliom  a  bed, 
She's  made  it  large  imil  wide  ; 

|;Aod  she's  ta'en  her  mantle  her  aLxiut, 
Sat  down  a(  the  bed-side. 


»  read,  tcitjditt  hcrc,/niAu— I.e.  tronbka? 
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Up  llien  crew  llie  red  red  cock, 
And  up  and  crew  (he  gray ; 
Tlie  eldest  lo  lh«  joungest  said,    * 
"'Tis  liixie  we  were  away." — 

The  coiJt  he  hadna  craw'd  but  once. 

And  clapp'd  his  wings  at  a'. 
Whan  the  youngeflt  to  the  ijldest  eud, 
"Brother,  we  must  awa. — 

"The  cock  dolh  craw,  Die  day  doth  daw, 
The  channerin"  worm  doih  diidej 
Gin  we  he  mist  out  o'  our  pUice, 
A  eoir  pain  we  maun  bide. 

"  Fare  ye  weel,  my  mother  dear  1 

Fareweel  to  barn  and  byre ! 

And  fare  ye  weel,  the  bonny  lass, 

That  kindles  my  mother's  fire." 


THE  SUFFOLK  MIRACLE: 

a  relation  of  a  younrj  man,  who,  a  monlh  ajii 
f   dealh,  appeared  to  kU  flpeelhearl,  anil  carried  her  on 
^  iorteback  behind  him  for  forlij  milen  in  fico  houn, 
!r  Men  afier  bul  in  hi»  grave. 

JFkomA  Culleclioao/Olil Baltafl/,i.2GG.  lnMoo«'i 
norial  Book  of  AiicienI  Ballad  Poetry  (p.  4e3)  is  s 
)jr  from  a  broadaide  in  the  Roxbiirplic  collei'tion. 

Miracle  has  an  external  resemblance  to 
'eral  noble  ballads,  but  ihc  likeness  iloes  not  extend 
!low  tbe  surface.    It  is  possible  that  wu  have  iiero 
residuum   of  an  old   poem,  from   wliicb   all  tbe 
mXy  and  spirit  have  bccu  exbaletl  in  the  course  of 
lition  1  but  ai  tlie  ballad  now  exists,  it  is  a  vulgar 
■slory,  without  any  modve.    Regarding  ibe  exter- 
nal form  alone,  nc  may  place  by  its  eide  the  Breton 
ballad,  Le  Frhre  de  Lad,  in  Villemarqu^'a  Chanix  Pop- 
»*lairei  de  la  Brelagne,  vol.  J.  No.  H  (translated  by 
Costello,   QfuirL  Renew,  vol.  68,  p.  7i),  Ihe  Ro- 
illad  of   Conslantine  and  Arete,   in    Fauriel'g 
Pof^laires  de  ia   Grece  Moderate,  p.  406  (see 
Appendix},   and  tbe  Servian  ballad  (related  to    the 
Bom^c,  and  perhaps  derived  from  it),  Jeliiza  and  her 
Brother:  Talvj,  Volkilieder  der  Serben,!.  160,  trans. 
i«ted  inBovring's  Servian  Popular  Poetrj-,  p.  48,  all  of 
tbam  among  lbs  most  beaatiful  specimens  in  ibis  kind 
'  literatai'e  ;  and  also  Biirger's  Lenore.     It  has  been 
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once  or  twice  moat  nbsurdlj'  suppcsted  that  Ltnort 
o««4l  its  existoDce  lo  this  Suffolk  Miracle.  'Ihe  differ- 
once,  inileeii,  i*  not  greiUer  Ilian  between  a  "  Chranicie 
ilislory  "  ami  Maclielh ;  it  ia  however  certain  ihaC  Biir- 
^[•r's  ballad  \»  all  bis  own,  except  the  hint  of  th« 
jrhoallv  horseman  and  'me  or  two  phrases,  which  he 
toolc  I'roin  the  description  of  a  Low  Giennnn  balltwl. 
The  cdiion  of  thu  Wiimterhorn  claim  to  give  Ihti  bal- 
lad, vol.  ii.  p.  19.  An  equivalent  prose  tradition  ii 
well  known  in  Germany.  Most  of  the  ballailt  i«lat> 
ing  lo  (lie  reiurn  of  depanod  spiiila  nre  brought  to- 
gether in  an  ewellcnt  article  by  Wackemagel  in  the 
Attdtvtsche  Smier,  I  174. 

A  WONDER  frtranger  ne'er  wn?  known 
Tlinn  wlmt  I  now  slinll  In.-at  upon. 
In  Suffolk  lliere  did  lali^ly  dwell 
A  farmer  rich  and  known  full  well. 

He  had  H  daughter  fair  and  bright, 
On  wiiotn  he  jilnced  hie  chief  delight ; 
Her  btauty  was  beyond  compare, 
She  was  both  virtuous  and  fair. 

There  was  a  young  miin  living  by, 
Wlio  was  so  charmeil  with  her  eye. 
Thai  be  eould  never  be  at  resl ; 
He  was  by  love  8o  much  possesL 

He  mnde  address  to  her,  and  she 
Did  grant  him  love  immediately ; 
But  when  her  father  came  lo  heap, 
He  parted  her  and  her  poor  dear. 


I 


er'i,  with  iuteat 
e  sboold  ibere  m  long  remain, 
d  cfavt^od  her  nusd  i^aiifa 


nsaaifg 
rt  lawir  not  bow  lo  be  i^licved ; 
e  Bghed  Mid  fobbed  cooUDuaUr 
hi»  Irae  Iot«  be  coakl  not  see. 


She  b;  no  means  could  lo  turn  send, 
Who  WB«  her  bean's  espoas^d  fnend , 
He  ag^wd,  he  grieved,  but  ull  in  vain. 
For  she  eoafined  musi  still  remun. 

He  mourned  so  mucb.  that  docioKi  art 
Could  give  no  case  unto  bh  bearU 
"Who  was  so  Btningely  terri)i«J, 
That  in  ehurt  tine  for  lore  he  died. 

She  that  from  him  was  tient  away 
Knew  nothing  of  his  dying  day. 
Bat  ooDslant  siUl  she  did  rvnuun. 
And  loved  the  dead,  altliough  in  vain. 

I  After  he  had  in  grave  been  luid 
I  A  month  or  uore.  umo  this  mHid 
Re  came  in  midiUe  of  the  night. 
Who  joyed  lo  see  her  heart's  delighL 


Her  father's  horse,  which  well  ahe  knew,  < 
Her  molhei-'a  hood  and  safe-guard  too, 
He  brought  with  him  lo  tesLify 
Her  pai-euts  order  lie  came  by. 

Whicl\  when  her  uncle  nndersiood, 
He  hoped  it  would  he  tor  her  good. 
And  gave  consent  to  faer  straightway, 
Thiit  with  hitu  ^hc  should  come  awuy. 

When  she  was  got  her  love  behind. 
They  passed  as  swifl  as  any  wind, 
That  in  two  hours,  or  little  more, 
He  brought  her  to  her  father's  door. 

But  as  they  did  this  great  haste  make, 
He  did  complain  his  head  did  ake ; 
Her  handkerchief  she  then  took  out, 
And  tied  the  same  his  head  about. 

And  unto  him  she  thus  did  say: 
"  Thou  art  as  cold  as  any  clay ; 
When  we  come  home  a  fire  we'll  hAvet' 
But  little  dreamed  he  wont  to  grave. 


Soon  were  they  at  her  father's  door. 
And  afler  she  ne'er  saw  him  more ; 
"  I'll  set  the  horse  up,"  then  ho  said, 
And  there  lie  left  this  harmless  maid. 
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I.Sbe  knocked,  luid  strnight  a  mmi  he  i!i-ied, 
I  *  Who's  lliere  ?  "    "  Tis  I,"  she  iLt-n  replied  ; 
1  Who  wondred  inueli  ber  voice  to  hciir, 
f  And  was  poast:ased  with  dread  and  t'ear- 

Her  (atbra-  he  did  tell,  and  then 
Be  stared  like  aii  affrighted  maa: 
Down  sUtire  lie  rut,  and  when  he  see  her, 
Cried  uut,  ''My  child,  how  cum'sL  thou  hera?" 

"  Pray,  sir,  did  you  not  seail  for  me," 
By  such  a  nie$»eoger?  said  she  : 
Which  made  his  liair  stare  on  hh  head. 
As  knowing  well  that  he  was  dead. 

"Where  is  he?"  then  to  ber  he  siiids 
I  "  He's  in  the  stable,"  ([uuth  the  maid. 
'  •  Go  in,"  said  be,  "  and  go  to  bed ; 

"ni  £ee  the  hoi-se  wt-L  iilleied." 

He  stared  about,  and  there  could  he 
\  No  shi^  of  any  mankind  &ee, 
I  But  found  hid  horse  all  on  a  sweat ; 
I  Which  made  hira  Ja  a  deadly  freU 

I  Bis  daughter  he  said  nothing  to, 

I  Nor  none  else,  (though  full  well  lliey  knew 

l^hat  he  was  dead  a  month  before,) 

f  For  feiir  of  grieving  her  full  sore. 
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Her  father  lo  the  Tnlher  went 
Of  ihe  decease*],  with  full  intent 
T<j  tell  him  what  his  daughter  «aJdi 
So  both  came  back  unto  this  maid. 


They  nsk'd  her,  and  she  slill  did  eny 
Twiis  Lo  that  then  brought  her  away; 
Wliich  when  they  lieard  they  were  amurd. 
And  on  each  other  strangely  gazed.  

A  handkerchief  she  said  she  tied 
About  bis  head,  and  thai  they  tried; 
The  sexton  they  did  speak  unto, 
That  he  the  grave  would  then  undo. 

AiFi-jghted  tlien  tliey  did  behold 

His  body  turning  into  mould, 

And  thougli  he  had  a  month  been  del 

Thia  handkerchief  was  about  his  head.    1 

This  thing  unto  her  then  Ihuy  told, 
And  ihe  whole  truth  they  did  unfbld; 
She  waa  thereat  8o  terrified 
And  griefed,  that  she  quickly  died. 


Part  not  true  love,  you  rich  men,  thenti 
But,  if  ihey  be  right  honest  men 
Your  dnughtera  love,  give  them  their  Wtj, 
For  force  ofl  breeds  their  lives  decay. 


Thorn  HoCherweir*  .Vihi 


7ris  fragmeat,  Molherwull  tells  at 
'^***<1  to  him  by  an  ingenious  friend,  who  remembered 
kaving  heard  It  twig  in  his  j-outli.    He  does  not  Toueb 
^'■**'  Its  andijuity,  anil  we  have'  little  or  i 
inouncing  il  a  modem  conijmffltion. 


"Vhak  he  cam  to  his  ain  luve's  bouir. 

He  Urled  Rt  the  pin, 
-And  Boe  ready  whs  his  fair  fauae  luve 

To  rise  and  let  him  in. 

•■  0  welcome,  welcome,  Sir  Roland,"  she  says, 

"Thrice  welcome  thou  art  to  me  ; 
For  this  night  thou    will  feast  in  my  secret 

And  to-morrow  we'll  wedded  be." 


4  SIR   BOLUID. 

"  This  night  is  hallow-eve,"  he  said, 

"  And  to-morrovf  is  hallow-day  ;        

And  I  dreamed  a  drearie  dream  yestreta. 
That  has  made  my  heart  fu'  wh«. 

"  I  dreamed  a  drearie  dream  yestreen, 
And  I  wUh  il  may  cum  to  gude : 

1  dreamed   that   ye    slew   my    best  grew 

houod,  ^H 

And  gied  me  his  loppered  blude."      ^^M 


"  Unbuckle  your  belt.  Sir  Roland,"  she  ^d, 

"  And  set  you  safely  down." 
**  O  your  chamber  is  rery  dark,  f^r  maid, 

And  the  night  is  wondrous  lown." 


"  Tea,  dark,  dark  is  my  secret  bowi 
And  lown  the  midnight  may  be; 

For  there  is  none  waking  in  a'  this 
liut  thou,  my  true  love,  and  me.' 


She  has  mounted  on  her  true  lore'.<  sieed 
By  the  ae  light  o'  the  moon  ; 

She  has  whipped  him  and  spurred  him, 
And  roundly  she  rade  fnie  the  toun. 
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Sb«  liadiM  ridilen  a  mile  o'  gale, 

Merer  &  mile  but  une. 
Wban  abe  was  &ware  of  a  tail  jonng  man, 

Slow  riding  o'er  the  plain. 

She  tonied  her  to  the  right  atioat, 

Then  to  the  left  tuni'd  she  ; 
Butft^'tween  herand  the  van  moonlight. 

That  (all  knight  did  she  see. 

And  he  was  ridiog  burd  alane, 

On  a  faor^  as  black  as  jet ; 
But  tho'  she  followed  him  fast  and  fell. 

No  nearer  conld  she  geu 

"  0  stop !  O  stop  !  young  miui,"  she  said, 

"  For  I  in  dole  am  dight ; 
0  Slop,  and  nin  a  fair  lady's  luve, 

tf  you  be  a  leal  true  knight." 

Bat  nothing  did  the  tall  knight  say. 

And  nothing  did  he  blin  ; 
Still  slowly  rode  he  on  before. 

And  fast  she  rade  behind. 

She  whipped  her  aCeed,  ^e  spurred  her  steeil. 

Till  his  breast  was  all  a  foam  ; 
Bui  nearer  unto  that  tall  young  knight. 

By  Our  Lndye,  she  could  not  come. 

'f  I-  1.  16 
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•*  0  if  yoLi  be  a.  gay  young  knight. 

As  well  I  ITOW  you  be, 
Pull  tight  your  bridle  reins,  and  s 

Till  I  come  up  to  Ihee," 

But  Dotbing  did  that  tall  knight  say,^ 

And  no  whit  did  he  hlin, 
Uutii  hi!  ruachifd  a  brund  river's  ei 

And  ihere  ho  drew  his  rein. 

"  O  is  this  water  deep,"  h«  sud, 

"  As  it  is  woodrouB  dun  ? 
Or  it  Lt  sic  as  a  eaiklnts  mmd 

And  a  leal  u-ue  knight  may  ewim?^ 

"  The  water  it  is  deep,"  she  said 

"  As  it  ia  woudroua  dun  ; 
But  it  i«  sic  as  a  suiklesg  mtud 

And  a  teal  true  knight  may  swim."' 

The  knight  spurred  on  his  tall  black  afej 
The  lady  spurred  on  her  brown  ; 

And  fajt  they  rade  unto  the  flood. 
And  fast  they  baith  swam  down. 

*  The  wai«r  weeta  my  tae,"  she  rad*  ^H 
"  The  water  weets  my  knee ;  ™ 

And  hold  up  my  hriOle  lein^,  sir  kiijght, 
For  the  sake  of  Our  Ladye," 
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^'  If  I  would  help  tlicc  now,"  he  sjiid, 

"  It  wtTt*  a  (h'iuUy  ?ni  ; 
Per  Tve  sworn  neir  to  trust  a  fair  may  s  word. 

Till  the  water  weets  her  chin." 

^  O  the  water  weets  my  waist,"  she  said, 

*'  Sae  does  it  weet  my  skin  ; 
And  my  aching  heart  rins  round  about. 

The  bum  maks  sic  a  din. 

^  The  water  is  waxing  deeper  still, 

Sae  does  it  wax  mair  wide  ; 
And  aye  the  fiurtlier  that  we  ride  on, 

Farther  off  is  the  other  side. 

*^  0  help  me  now,  thou  false,  false  knight. 

Have  pity  on  my  youth  ; 
For  now  the  water  jawes  owre  my  head, 

And  it  gurgles  in  my  mouth." 

The  knight  turned  right  and  round  about. 

All  in  the  middle  stream, 
And  he  stretched  out  his  head  to  that  lii/dv, 

But  loudly  she  did  scream. 

'^  O  this  is  hallow-morn/'  he  said, 

^  And  it  is  your  bridal  day  ; 
But  sad  would  be  that  gay  wedding. 

If  bridegroom  and  bride  were  away. 


1  am  ROLANif. 

'■  Ainl  ride  on,  ride  on,  proud  Mai-garet ! 

Till  the  water  comes  o'er  your  hne 
For  the  bride  maun  ride  deep,  nnd  deeper  y 

Wha  rides  this  Cord  wi'  me. 

"Turn  round,  turn  round,  proud  Marga 
Turn  ye  round,  and  look  on  me 

TbOu  hast  killed  a  true  knigbt  uni 

And  his  ghost  now  linka  on  with  thee.*^ 


fra(;mi:nt  OF  riii:  t.ali.aim.f  Ki\r,  ak 

TIlFi:  AND  Tin:  KINtx  <  '1"  I  >  >KN\\   \:.L 

Printed  from  the  celebrated  Percy  MS.  in  Mad- 
men's St/r  Gatcayne,  p.  275.  The  editor  has  added  the 
following  note. 

*^  It  has  no  title,  and  the  first  line  has  been  cut  away 
by  the  ignorant  binder  to  whom  the  volume  was  in- 
trusted, but  both  are  supplied  from  the  notice  giTcn 
^  the  ballad  in  the  Dissertation  prefixed  to  vol.  iii.  of 
the  Reliques,  p.  xxxvii.  Dr.  Percy  has  added  in  the 
margin  of  the  MS.  thesie  words :  **  To  the  best  of  my 
Temembrance,  this  whs  the  first  line,  before  the  binder 
cut  it."  The  poem  is  ver}*  imperfect,  owing  to  the 
leaves  having  been  half  torn  away  to  light  fires  (!)  as 
the  Bishop  tells  us,  but  1  am  bound  to  add,  previous 
to  its  coming  into  his  possession.  The  story  is  so  sin- 
gular, that  it  is  to  be  hoped  an  earlier  and  complete 
copy  of  it  may  yet  be  recovered.  On  no  account  per- 
haps is  it  more  remarkable,  than  the  &ct  of  its  close 
imitation  of  the  famous  gabs  made  by  Charlemagne 
and  his  companions  at  the  court  of  King  Hugon,  which 
we  first  met  with  in  a  romance  of  the  twelfth  century, 
published  by  M.  Michel  from  a  MS.  in  the  British  Mu- 
seum, 12mo.,  Ix)ndon,  1836,  and  transferred  at  a  later 
period  to  the  prose  romance  of  Galien  Heihori,  printed 
by  Verard,  fol,  1500,  and  often  atte-wards.     In  the 
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absence  of  other  evideni'e,  it  is  to  be  presumed  flat 
the  author  of  the  ballad  borrowed  from  the  printed 
work,  substituting  Arthur  for  Charlemagne.  Gnwaync 
tbr  Oliver,  Triatnuii  for  Roland,  etc,  and  emlx-lliBhing 
lii»»tory  by  fonverting  King  Hugon's  spy  into  a  "Indlj 
feend,"  by  whose  agency  the  trails  are  Bccompli^lied. 
It  is  further  worthy  of  notice,  that  the  writer  aeeaa  to 
regard  Arthur  as  the  Boverei^  of  Little  Brirain,  and 
alludes  to  an  intrigue  between  the  King  of  Cornwall 
and  Queen  Guencver,  wbiub  is  nowhere,  as  far  M 
I  recollert,  hinted  at  in  Ibe  romances  of  the  t 
Tabh-." 


"  Come  here  my  eoten,  Gawnio,  so  gi 
My  sistera  sonue  be  yee ; 
For  you  shall  see  one  of  the  fairest  Round  1 
That  ever  you  see  with  your  eye." 

Then  bespake  [the]  Lady  Queen  Guenevsr,  1 
And  these  were  the  words  said  sLee : 
"I  know  where  a  Hound  Table  ia.  thou  noble  kia^ 
Is  worth  ttiy  ELound  Table  and  other  auch  three. 

"  The  trestle  Chat  aiaudu  under  this  Rouitd  1 

she  said, 
"  Lowe  downe  to  the  mould, 
It  ii  worth  thy  Round  Table,  then  worthy  k 
Thy  halls,  and  all  thy  gold. 

"  The  pliiee  where  this  Roiin.l  Table  stands  ii 
il  is  worth  thy  caslJe,  thy  )^>ldi  thy  fee ; 
And  all  pxid  Litle  Britaine," — 
"  Where  miiy  that  table  be,  lady  '! "  quol 


ABTOCB  Mit> 


r  CORSW 
building 


*  Or  where  may  all  that  goodl; 
BtiYou  shsll  it  seeke,"  shee  sayil. "  till  you  it  fiud. 


n  bcspake  bim  iio)>lc  King  . 
«  the  words  sajii  kfo ; 
"  Ho  nukko  mine  avow  to  God, 
ittd  aUoo  lo  the  Trinily, 


U  tbat  Bound  Table  I  see ; 

T  MarrBmiles  and  Sir  Tristeram. 
Ktlowes  thaX  ye  shall  bee. 


night,  there  as  I  doc  another, 


"  Weele  be  elad  in  palinere  wtede. 

File  palmers  we  will  tjei>; 

There  ii  noe  outlandish  mail  will  us  abide, 

Nor  will  us  i-onie  nye." 

Then  ibey  rived  eaat  and  they  rived  west,' 

In  many  a  strange  country. 

Then  thuy  travelled^  s  I i tit- further, 

They  iaw  a  battle  new  sett; 

"  How,  by  my  faith,"  s^es  noble  King  Arthur, 

[^Halfa  page  it  here  torn  oica^.] 

Bat  wbsD  he  oame  that  cattle  to. 
And  to  the  pahtce  gate. 
Sou  ready  was  th^c  a  proud  porter, 
And  met  him  «oone  therat. 
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Shoiics  or  golii  the  porter  biul  o 

Aiitl  all  Ills  other  raymeiit  was  unlo  the  m 

"  Now,  by  nij-  laitli,"  saiea  noMe  King  A 

Then  bespaite  noble  King  Arthni 
Thi'ae  were  the  words  sajs  bee: 
"  Come  hither,  thou  prond  porter,  "' 
I  pra)-  thee  come  hither  to  me 

"  I  have  two  poor  rings  of  my  finger. 
The  liPtler'ot' them  lie  give  lo  thee; 
[To]  tell  who  may  be  lord  of  this  castle," 
"  Or  who  is  lord,  in  Ihia  cunlry?" 

"  Comewali  King."  the  porter  sayea, 
"  There  is  none  «oe  rich  as  hea ; 
Neilher  in  Cliristendume,  nor  ; 
None  hath  eoe  miiuh  gold  as  hi 

And  then  bospnlcc  him  noble  King  Arthur, 

These  were  thy  wordi  Myes  bee : 

"  I  liaFC  two  poore  rings  of  my  fingtir. 

The  better  of  them  He  give  thee, 

If  thou  wilt  greele  him  well,  Comewali  Kii)| 

And  greete  him  well  from  ine. 

"Pray  him  for  one  nights  lodging,  a: 

For  hia  love  that  dyed  uppoti  a  tree; 
Abnu'ghesting,iind  two  niealus  meate, 
For  his  love  lliat  dyed  uppon  a  tree. 

lis.      »  Tlii-y  beKor.  »  bna,  ifc. 
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And  in  tht^  u:orniiig  that  nc  may  scape  away. 
Either  without  ^<.•aLh  or  soorne." 

Tlien  forth  is  gone^  this  proud  porter, 
As  fast  as  he  cold  hye  ; 
And  when  he  came  befor  Coruewall  King, 
He  kneeled  downe  on  his  knee. 

Sajes,  ^  I  have  beene  porter,  man,  at  thy  gate, 

[^Halfa  page  is  wanting. '\ 

oar  Lady  was  borne, 

Then  thought  Comewall  King  these  pahners  had 
beene  in  Britt 

llien  bespake  him  Ck)mewall  King, 
These  were  the  words  he  said  there : 
**  Did  you  ever  know  a  comely  King, 
Sa  name  was  King  Arthur  ?  " 

And  then  bespake  him  noble  King  Arthur, 
These  were  the  words  said  hee . 
"  I  doe  not  know  that  comly  King, 
But  once  my  selfe  I  did  him  see." 
Then  bespake  Cornwall  King  againe. 
These  were  the  words  said  he. 


MS.     ^  bne,  nc;  of  two.  2  his  gone. 


Snyts,  "  SeTen  jeere  I  wa?  dail  and  fol. 

Ill  Litle  Brjttaine,  in  »  bower; 

T  had  a  (laughlcr  liy  King  Arthurs  wife. 

It  now  is  calbil  my  Itower; 

For  King  Arthur,  thnt  kini%  cockwud. 

Hath  none  such  in  his  bower. 


"  For  I  tlumt  Bw«ar 

c.  and  Mv 

cmy 

^^ 

Tlwt 

*ani<-  lady  Me 

briglit. 

That 

a  man  that  >tt 

r,.  laid  on 

b«  death-bri 

Wold 

iipen  his  oyei 

on  her  tc 

have 

««ht.- 

•■No 

Y,  by  my  failh 

"  saves  11 

blc  K 

ng  Artt 

"An 

that*  a.  full  lain!  wight 

'■ 

Anil  then  bespnke  ComeirHU  [Kiiig]  a| 

Ami  these  were  the  wonte  he  atXd  i^ 

"  Cnnie  hitlicr.  livv  or  three  of  my  kiiighti,>4 

And  fcilch  me  doivne  my  ateed; 

King  Arthnr,  that  foule  cockewanl, 

Hnth  none  such,  il'  he  bad  ncuiL 

"  For  1  can  rydo  him  as  Tar  on  a  day, 
Ab  King  Arthur  can  doe  any  oC  his  on  tl 
And  is  it  not  a  plt-asurc  lor  n  King, 
When  be  shall  ryde  forth  on  bia  jourocf  ?  | 

■*  For  the  eyes  tliat  beene  iu  his  head, 

They '  glister  as  dotb  the  glei'd ; " — 

"  Now,  by  ray  faith,"  says  noblo  ^ng  A 

[Haifa  payt  a  wanting.'\ 
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No  Ixxly 

Bat  one  thats  learned  to  speake. 

ITien  King  Arthur  to  his  bed  was  brought, 
A  ^reeived  man  wad  hee  ; 
And  soe  were  all  his  fellowes  with  him, 
From  him  they  ^  thought  never  to  flee. 

Then  take  thev  did  that  lodlv  boome,* 
And  under  thrubchandler^  closed  was  hee ; 
And  he  was  set  bv  King  Arthurs  bed-side, 
To  heere  theire  talke,  and  theire  com'uye  ; 

That  he  might  come  forth,  and  make  proclamation^ 

Long  before  it  was  day ; 

It  was  more  for  King  Corn  walls  pleasure, 

Then  it  was  for  King  Arthurs  pay. 

And  when  King  Arthur  on  his  bed  was  laid, 

These  were  the  wonls  said  hee : 

**  He  make  mine  avow  to  God, 

And  alsoe  to  tlie  Trinity, 

That  He  be  the  bane  of  Cornwall  Kings 

Litle  Brittaine  or  ever  I  see  ! " 

**  It  is  an  unadvised  vow,"  saies  Gawaine  the  gay, 

"  As  ever  king  hard  make  I ; 

But  wee  that  beene  five  christian  men, 

Of  the  christen  faith  are  wee  ; 

And  we  shall  fight  against  anoynted  King, 

And  all  hb  armorie." 


ilS.    1  the.  ^  goomc?  ^  tlirudchnbler. 
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And  then  lie  spake  him  noble  Arttur, 
And  thcso  wore  Uie  worda  ssicl  he : 
"Why,  if  thou  be  alraid,  Sir  Ganaine  tliad 
(lOe  hoiuc,  anJ  driiike  win";  in  thine  owoe  9 


And  then  bespoke  Sir  Ganaine  the  gay. 

And  thi^se  were  the  words  said  hea  : 
"  Nay,  seeing  you  have  mode  such  a  h 
Heere  another  vow  make  will  I. 

"He  make  mine  avow  to  God, 
And  alaoe  w  Ihe  Trinity, 
Tiiut  I  will  have  yonder  faire  lady 
To  Lide  Brittwne  vririi  moe. 

"  He  hfise  ber  liourly  to  my  knrt,^'! 
And  vitli  her  lie  worke  my  will; 

{Haifapage  ia  teanling.'] 

These  were  ihe  words  savd  hee ; 

"  Befor  1  wold  wrestle  witli  yonder  feend. 

It  is  better  be  drowned  in  the  sea." 

And  then  l)C!ipakc  Sir  Bredheddle, 
Anil  the«e  went  the  words  raid  he : 
■■  Why,  I  will  wrestle  with  yon  lodly  ft 
Goil  I  my  goi-urnor  thou  ahalt  bee." 

'hurt. 


»ta»  MoUe  Aitter. 
Mlk  voTtta  ■  «■!  be ; 

It  ihaa  ban,  Ibov  gmlk  kioghtf 


H«  ■>*«*. "  CaOm  bninl  D*  lutie  m  mv  bwtd. 
And  a  lilUwne  knife  ftst  be  my  knee ; 
And  a  Dvnali  txe  hA  in  mj  kandi, 
llwt  a  tore  weapoo  I  tlunke  «3fae.' 

T^eD  vitb  his  Collvii  brand,  tliat  b«  had  in  bb  band, 
Tbc  bang*  of  the  truU-haoJler  be  bum  in  ibrM. 
Wbu  Ibat  Stan  out  a  lodly  feeod, 
Wilb  teTcn  beads,  and  oae  body. 

Ibe  fyer  la««rd»  tbe  elemenl  dew, 
'Oatof  bk  mootb,  where  iras  great  plenlie; 
luugbt  Hoode  in  ibe  midiUe.  and  fon^bt, 
great  joy  lo  we. 


—Out* 


"nU  his  Colbune  brsnd  brake  in  his  hand. 
Aoil  hia  Millaiiie  knife  bnr^I  on  Lii  knee  ; 
And  Ihen  tbe  Daoiah  ue  bunt  in  his  hand  fint, 
r  weapon  he  thoughl  shold  be- 
lt not*  !s  the  knighl  left  willioul  any  wespoiM^ 
Ind  aladte !  it  vaa  the  more  pitty ; 
;r  icespon  Ilu-n  had  Iil-  one, 
r  Lord  in  Chrislenrye: 
^nd  all  was  but  nni>  lille  booku, 
ie  liMind  it  by  tbe  side  of  tbe  sen. 
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He  found  it  at  tlie  sea-Eide, 
Wrutkod  upp  in  a  floode  ; 
Our  Lord  bad  written  it  with  ha  houda, 
And  sealed  it  ivitli  hh  bloodc. 

[^Halfa  page  it  aiartting.'} 

"  That  tlioii  doe 

Bui  ly  atiil  in  tliat  »aU  of  stone ; 

Till  1  have  beeae  vith  noblt;  King  Arthur, 

AiicI  told  him  wliai  I  iiava  done." 


1,  noble  King  ArttiurY 


And  when  hu  came  to  the  King's  chamber)  ' 
He  cold  of  liis  curtesie 
Saye,  "  Sleep  you,  vfakc  yoi 
Atid  ever  Jesus  watch  yee  ! 

"  Nay,  I  am  not  sleeping,  I  am  vrakiug," 
These  were  the  words  said  liei 
"  For  tbec  1  have  ear'd ;  liow  hast  thou  fan 
O  )^ntle  knight,  let  me  » 

The  knight  wrought  the  King  hia  booke, 

Bad  him  buhold,  reode,  and  see ; 

And  ever  he   found  it  on  the  backnclo  j 


As  noble  Arthur  wold  wish  it 


9  be. 


And  then  bcspake  )um  Kiiig  Arthur, 
'-  Alas  I  thou  geude  kiiighl,  how  may  thia  bi 
That  T  might  se«  lilm  in  the  sam 
Thai  be  stood  unto  thee  ?  " 
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And  then  bespake  him  the  Greene  Knight,  ^ 
These  were  the  words  said  hee  : 
**  If  youle  stand  stifly  in  the  battoll  stronge, 
For  I  have  won  ail  the  victonr." 

Then  bespake  him  the  King  againe. 
And  these  were  the  words  said  hee : 
'*  If  we  stand  not  stifly  in  this  battell  strong, 
Wee  are  worthy  to  be  hanged  all  on  a  tree." 

Then  bespake  him  the  Greene  Knight, 
These  were  the  words  said  hee : 
Saies,  •*  I  doe  coniure  thee,  thou  fowle  feend, 
In  the  same  licknesse  thou  stood  unto  me.** 

With  that  start  out  a  lodlv  feend, 
With  seven  heads,  and  one  body ; 
The  fier  towarde  the  element  flauijh, 
Out  of  his  mouth,  where  was  great  plenty. 


The  knisrht  stood  in  the  middle 


•o 


[^Hal/apage  w  wantingj] 

the  space  of  an  houre, 

1  know  not  what  they  did. 

And  then  bespake  him  the  Greene  Knight, 
And  these  were  the  words  said  he : 
Saith,  "  I  coniure  thee,  thou  fowle  feend, 
That  thou  feitch  downe  the  steed  that  we  aee* 

And  then  forth  is  gone  Burlow-beanie, 
As  fast  as  he  cold  hie ; 

'    The  Greene  Knight  is  Sir  Bredbeddle, 
VOL.  I.  16 
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And  feitch  he  did  Ibat  fain-  stMd, 
Aad  came  againe  hj  and  by. 

Then  bespake  him  Sir  Marramils, 

And  these  wiiro  the  words  said  hee: 

"  Riding  of  this  stuci),  brother  Bredbeddle, 

The  oiastory  belongs  to  me." 

MarramilBs  tooke  the  stpcd  to  big  hand. 
To  ryd  him  he  vina  full  liold ; 
He  uold  noe  moro  make  him  goe. 
Then  a  obild  of  tbrpc  yeere  old. 

H<'  laid  Dppim  him  nilh  h^ele  and  band,' 

With  yard  tliat  was  soc  fell ; 

"  Holpe  !  brother  BrwlLieildle,"  says  A 

"  For  1  thinke  be  bo  the  di^vill  of  hell. 

"  Heipe  I  brother  Bredl».'ddie,"  my%  Mam 
"  HeIpe  I  for  Chriata  pittye ; 
For  witltnut  thy  bclp,  bi'otbcr  Bredbeddle, 
He  will  never  be  ryddeu  lor  me,"  ' 

Tlien  bespiike  him  Sir  Bredbeddle, 

ThcM.  were  the  words  said  hei 

"  1  poniure  thee,  thou  Bnrlow-beane, ' 

Thou   tell   me   how   this  st«cd  was   riddin   i 

eon  n  try." 
He  faith,  "There  is  a  gold  wand, 
Slaods  in  King  Com  walls  study  iriadowe. 


MS,  I  sByml. 
US.  Jp-ine,!.  e. 
US.  iBurlow-ls 


AnT!:'  ::  av:-  ■;■'■'■  :^:v  .      y  \      .:  :.,    C 


^L':t  hii'.i  t.ik.'  that  wan«l  in  that  wjn.l.^w. 
And  strike  three  strokes  on  that  steeil ; 
And  then  he  will  spring  forth  oC*  hb  hand. 
As  sparke  doch  out  of  gleede/ 


n 


Then  bespake  him  the  Greene  Knight, 

[^Hal/a  page  i$  ^qaniingJ] 

A  lowd  blast 

And  then  bespake  Sir  Bredbeddle, 
To  the  feend  these  words  said  hee  : 
Sajs,  '*  I  coniure  thee,  thou  Burlow-beanie, 
The  powder-box  thou  feitch  me.'' 

Then  forth  is  gone  Burlow-beanie, 
As  fast  as  he  cold  hie  ; 
And  feich  he  did  the  powder-box, 
And  came  againe  hy  and  bj. 

Then  Sir  Tristeram  tooke  powder  forth  of  that  box, 
And  blent  it  with  warme  sweet  milke  ; 
And  there  put  it  unto  the  borne, 
And  swilled  it  about  in  that  ilke. 

Then  he  tooke  the  home  in  his  hand, 
And  a  lowd  blast  he  blew  ; 
He  rent  the  borne  up  to  the  midst, 
All  his  fellowes  this  they  knew.^ 

MS.    ^  the  knew. 
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Tliuii  bespaku  him  the  Greene  Kni;-lil, 
Thtsae  were  the  words  said  he: 
Saies.  "  I  coniure  chee,  thou  Burlow-beante, 
Tlitil  thou  I'filfh  mo  the  sword  lial  I  see." 

TliL'u  ftirtli  is  gone  Burlow-boanie, 
An  1^.11  as  he  cold  hie ; 
Ami  feiU-b  ha  did  thul  (aire  iwoi^ 
And  came  againe  bj  and  by, 

Tlitn  bespake  hiui  Sir  Bredbcddle, 

To  the  king  ihi-ae  word*  nid  he : 

"  Take  this  sworii  In  Ihy  liand,  thou  noble  Kin; 

For  the  vwwcB  tiake  thnt  tiiou  made  lie  give  it 

And  goc  Btribu  olT  King  CorncwiiUs  head, 

In  bed  where'bedoth  lye." 

Then  forth  ie  gone  noble  King  Arthur, 
As  fast  as  he  cold  hye ; 
And  scruckeii  be  bath  King  Corn  walls  head, 
And  taine  a^iiic  by  and  by. 

He  ]iu(  the  head  upon  a  swords  point, 

IThe  poem  lern-iriales  kerf  afrru/iljy.l 


FRAGMENT    OF    CHILD    ROWLAND   AND 

BURD  ELLEN. 

It  is  not  impossible  that  this  ballad  should  be  the  one 
quoted  by  Edgar  in  King  Lear,  (Act  in.  so.  4  :) 

**  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  oune.** 

We  have  extracted  the  fragment  given  by  Jamieson, 
•rith  the  breaks  in  the  stor}-  fiUeil  out,  from  Illustrations 
of  Northern  Antiquities,  p.  397 ;  and  we  have  added  his 
translation  of  the  Danish  ballad  of  Rosmer  Hafinand^ 
which  exhibits  a  striking  similarity  to  Child  Rowland, 
&om  Popular  BaUads  and  Songs,  ii.  202.  The  tale  of 
the  Red  Etin,  as  given  in  Chambers's  Pop,  Rhyaaes  of 
Scotland,  p.  56,  has  much  resemblance  to  Jamieson'i 
itofy,  and,  like  it,  is  interspersed  with  verse. 

The  oci-urn;Dce  of  the  name  Merlin  is  by  no  means 
a  sufficient  ground  for  connecting  this  tale,  as  Jamie- 
6oa  would  do,  with  the  cvcle  of  King  Arthur.  For 
Merlin,  as  Grundtvig  has  reuLirked  {Folleviser,  ii.  79), 
did  not  originally  belong  to  that  cycle,  and  again,  his 
tianie  seems  to  have  been  given  in  Scodand  to  any 
Bort  of  wizard  or  prophet 


[**  Kino  Arthur's  sons  o'  merry  Carlisle] 
Were  playing  at  the  ba' ; 
And  there  was  their  sister  Burd  Ellen, 
r  the  mids  aniang  them  a*. 

•*  Child  Rowland  kick'd  it  wi'  his  foot, 
And  keppit  it  wi*  his  knee ; 
And  ay,  as  he  play'd  out  o'er  them  a'. 
O'er  the  kirk  he  ;rarM  it  flee. 
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"  Buril  Ellen  round  about  tbo  isle 
To  suek  llie  ba'  is  gane ; 
But  tliey  bade  kiig  and  ay  bnger, 
And  sbc  cammia  Utck  agaja. 

"TbL'y  loughl  her  east,  tbej-  sought  hw  w« 
Tbe;'  Bought  ber  up  and  down  ; 
Aud  nae  were  the  hcarls  [in  meny  C 
For  she  was  noe  gait  found  I " 

At  last  her  eldest  brother  went  to  the  1 
Merlin,  (Myrddin  Wyldl.)  and  asked  if  be  knew 
where  luB  sister,  the  fair  Durd  Ellen,  was.  "  The 
tiuT  Burd  Kllen,"  said  the  Warlu<:k  Merlin,  ■•  is  i;arried 
away  by  the  iairieE,  and  is  now  in  the  castle  of  lite 
king  of  Ktfland ;  and  it  were  too  bold  an  undertaking 
for  ihc  sloutcst  knight  in  Christendom  to  bring  her 
back."  "  Is  it  possible  to  brin^  her  back  ?  "  smd  het 
brother,  "aud  I  will  do  it,  or  perish  in  the  attempt* 
"Possible  indeed  it  is,"  said  the  Warluck  Merlin; 
"but  woe  to  the  man  or  luolher't  son  who  altempla 
it,  if  he  is  not  well  instrueled  beforehand  of  what  he 
is  to  do." 

Influenced  no  less  by  the  glor}'  of  such  an  enter- 
priw,  than  by  the  desire  of  rescuing  his  aster.  Am 
brother  of  the  fair  Burd  Ellen  resolved  lo  undertake 
the  udrenltire;  and  after  proper  inslructioDS  fnaa 
Merlin,  (nliii'h  he  failed  in  observing,)  he  set  a 
bis  perilous  expedition. 

"  llul  they  bade  lang  and  ay  langer, 
Wf  dout  and  mickle  maen; 
And  wae  were  the  hearts  [in  meny  Z 
For  he  cameaa  back  a^n." 
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of  Uie  Wuiuck 


The  wcwid  bnilfaer  1 
ftded  (n  ofasemng  tlie- 
Ifeffin;  and 


**  Tfaej  bode  lang  knd  ay  langer, 
Wi'  nuckle  dout  aol  m»>n ; 
Aitd  WB«  were  the  hcaru  [in  merry  Carlisle,] 
For  he  camem  bat-k  aguin." 

L  Ch3d  Bovland,  the  youn^I  brothi-r  of  the  fair 
1  Ellen,  then  reaolTed  to  go ;  but  was  strenaouiJy 
1  by  the  good  queen,  [Gwenevra.]  who  wag 
d  of  hisiiig  all  her  children. 
t  At  laK  ibe  good  queen  [Gwuoevrs]  gave  him  her 
[  and  her  blessing;  he  girt  on  (in  great  Ibrm, 
■nd  witfa  an  dm!  aolenuiiiy  of  sacunlotal  con»!cnaioii,) 
lia  &tbei'a  good  clai/nton,  [Elxcalibar,]  tliat  never 
■track  in  tain,  and  repaired  to  the  care  of  the  Wai^ 
Inck  Ueriin.  The  Warluck  Merlin  ga>c  him  aU 
necenary  iiuitrQetions  for  his  journey  and  i.'ouduct, 
Ike  mnt  important  of  vliich  vere,  that  he  should  kill 
e*«T7  penon  he  met  with  afUr  entering  the  land  of 
Fury,  and  should  neither  eat  nor  drink  of  what  vai 
offered  h!m  in  that  country,  whatever  bis  hunger  or 
ihint  might  be ;  for  if  he  tasted  or  touched  in  Elfhind, 
be  murt  remain  in  the  power  of  ihe  Elves,  and  never 
see  miiiiUe  ennl  again- 

Ho  Child  Rowland  set  out  on  his  journey,  and  trav< 
I  and  ay  farther  on,"  till  he  camo  to  where 
M  be  bad  bvan  forewarned  by  the  ^Varluck  Merlin.) 
B  found  the  king  of  Elfland's  horse-herd  feeding  bJS 

"Canit  thou  tell  me,"  said  CliilJ   Rowland  to  the 
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horse-henl,  "where  tbe  king  of  Elfland's  castle  'u?'— 
"  I  taunot  lell  thee,"  said  llio  horae-heni ;  "  bul  go  oo 
a  little  farlbcr,  and  tbou  wilt  comu  to  ibe  row-herd, 
and  be,  pvrliapa,  toay  tell  tliee."  So  ChiM  Kowlattd 
drew  ihe  good  i^lay more,  [ExcaliUir,]  that  net-er  Etruvk 
ill  v^n,  and  bcwcd  off  Uie  head  ol'  the  hone-hi-rd. 
Child  Rowland  then  went  on  a  Utile  faiilier,  lill  lie 
came  to  the  kiuj;  of  Blflaud's  eow-hord,  who  was  Teed- 
ing  his  cowa.  "  Canat  tbou  tell  Die,"  said  Child  Row- 
land to  [he  tow-herd,  "  where  ihit  king  of  E!9and'< 
castle  iaV"  —  "I  cannot  toll  thee,"  MJd  the  oow-boitl; 
**  but  go  no  a  liiilo  fartlier,  and  lliou  wilt  come  to  the 
thecp-herJ,  and  be  perhaps  niay  tell  ibcc."  So  Child 
Rowland  drew  the  good  claymore,  [Excalibar,]  that 
nerer  struck  in  vain,  and  hewed  oil'  the  head  of  the 
cow-benl.  He  thca  went  on  a  little  tartber,  till  he 
came  to  the  sbeep-berd.  •  •  •  •  [^T/ie  ihtrp- 
herd, ff/Ktl-herd,  and  swine-hrrd  are  etl,encA  in  ka  (tfpn, 
terved  in  Ihe  tame  manner  ;  and  lastly  he  ii  referrtd  a 
the  Aen-im/e.] 

"  Go  on  yO.  a  little  ^rlhor,"  said  the  hen-wit^,  till 
thou  come  to  a  round  green  hill  surrounded  nilh  rings 
{termcei)  (rom  the  bollom  to  the  lop;  go  round  it 
throe  times  widenhins,  and  every  time  say,  "  Open, 
door!  open,  door  I  and  let  roe  conic  in  ;  and  the  ihinl 
time  the  door  will  open,  and  you  may  po  in."  So 
Child  Itowland  drew  the  gooil  riaymore,  [Exralibar,] 
that  never  aCruek.  in  vain,  and  hewed  otT  ihe  hratil 
of  the  hen-wife.  Then  went  he  three  times  w'uttr- 
ihins  round  the  green  hill,  crying,  "  Open,  dooi  I 
open,  door!  and  let  me  come  in ;~  and  the  lid rd  lime 
the  door  opened,  and  he  went  in. 

It  imuii'diately  closed  behind  him;  and  he  proceaded 
through  a  long  passage,  irbere  the  air  wai  nft  and 
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agreeably  warm  like  a  May  evening,  as  is  all  the  air 
of  Elfland.  The  light  was  a  sort  of  twilight  or  gloam- 
ing ;  but  there  were  neither  windows  nor  candles,  and 
he  knew  not  whence  it  came,  if  it  was  not  from  the 
walls  and  roof,  which  were  rough,  and  arched  like  a 
grotto,  and  composed  of  a  clear  transparent  rock,  in- 
crasted  with  sheeps-^Uver  and  spar,  and  various  bright 
stones.  At  last  he  came  to  two  wide  and  lofty  folding- 
doors,  which  stood  a-jar.  He  opened  them,  and  en- 
tered a  large  and  spacious  hall,  whose  richness  and 
brilliance  no  tongue  can  tell.  It  seemed  to  extend 
the  whole  length  and  height  of  the  hill.  The  superb 
Giothic  pillars  by  which  the  roof  was  supported,  were 
80  large  and  so  lofty,  (said  my  seannachy,)  that  the 
pillars  of  the  Chanry  Kirk,*  or  of  Pluscardin  Abbey, 
are  no  more  to  be  compared  to  them,  than  the  Knock 
of  Alves  is  to  be  compared  to  Balrinnes  or  Ben-a-chi. 
They  were  of  gold  and  silver,  and  were  fretted  like 
the  west  window  of  the  Chanry  Kirk,  with  wreaths  of 
flowers  composed  of  diamonds  and  precious  stones  of 
all  manner  of  beautiful  colors.  The  key-stones  of  the 
arches  above,  instead  of  coats  of  arms  and  other  de- 
vices, were  ornamented  with  clusters  of  diamonds  in 
the  same  manner.  And  from  the  middle  of  the  roof, 
where  the  principal  arches  met,  was  hung  by  a  gold 
chain,  an  immense  lamp  of  one  hollowed  pearl,  per- 
fectly transparent,  in  the  midst  of  which  was  sus- 
pended a  large  carbuncle,  that  by  the  power  of  magic 
continually  turned  round,  and  shed  over  all  the  hall  a 
clear  and  mild  light  like  the  setting  sun  ;  but  the  hall 
was  so  large,  and  these  dazzling  objects  so  far  removed, 

♦  The  cathedral  of  Elgin  naturally  enough  furnished  sim- 
iles to  a  man  who  had  never  in  his  life  been  twenty  miles 
distant  from  it 
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tltst  ilicir  blautled  radiauco  cut  no  oiore  than  a  plei 
lug  lustre,  and  exciUd  uo  more  iLan  agreeabi*;  (eiuft^V 
lions  in  the  eyes  ol'  Child  Rowhtni]. 

The  furniture  of  the  hall  wus  suitable  Co  its  archila 

ture;  and  at  the  farther  cud,  under  a  splendid  canoj 

•eatcd  on  a  gorgeous  sola  of  velvet,  ailk,  and  gold,  ai 

"  kcmbing  her  j'ellow  liur  wi'  a  silvi^r  kamb," 

"  There  was  his  sister  liurd  Ellen ; 

Slie  atood  up  him  before." 

S.J., 

'■  •  God  rue  on  theo,*poor  lucklen  fode  I 
What  has  tliou  U  do  here  ? 

••  'And  iiear  yo  this,  lay  youugtist  brither, 
Why  bodcnu  ye  at  home  ? 
Hod  ye  a  bunder  and  thousand  Uvei, 
Ye  canna  brook  aoQ  o'  tliem. 

"  And  sit  thou  down  ;  and  was,  0  wae 
That  over  thon  was  bom; 
For  come  the  King  o'  EUland  in, 
Thy  leccam  is  forioml'" 

A  long  converBfllion  thon  takes  place  i  Child  Bow* 
land  tells  her  the  news  [of  merry  Carlisle,]  and  of  his 
own  expedition ;  and  concludes  with  the  observation, 
that,  after  this  long  and  fatiguing  journey  to  the  caslle 
of  the  king  of  Eldand,  he  is  very  hungry. 

Burd  Ellen  looked  wistfully  and  mourafullj  at  him, 
and  shook  her  head,  but  said  nothing.  Acting  under 
the  influence  of  a  magic  which  she  could  not  resist, 
^e  arose,  and  brought  him  a  golden  bowl  full  of  bread 
and  milk,  which  she  presented  to  liim  with  the  same 
timid,  tender,  and  anxious  expression  of  solicitude. 
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Ucin«'inl><'riii'>  the  in>ri-urtittii>  of  tlu-  ^\';lrIul■k  Mcr- 
liii,  ••  Hui'tl  Ellen,"  said  Cliild  liowland,  '*  I  will  neither 
taste  nor  touch  till  I  have  set  thee  free !  *'  Immedi- 
ately the  Iblding-doore  burst  open  with  tremendous 
Tiolencei  and  in  came  the  king  of  Eifland, 

•*  With  '/,/,/o,  and /urn  / 

I  smeli  the  blood  of  a  Christian  man ! 
Be  he  dead,  be  he  living,  wi'  my  brand 
111  clash  his  hams  frae  his  harn-pan  1 ' " 

"  Strike,  then.  Bogle  of  Hell,  if  thou  darest  I "  ex- 
claimed the  undaunted  Child  Rowland,  starting  np, 
and  drawing  the  good  claymore,  [Excalibar,]  that 
never  struck  in  vain. 

A  furious  combat  ensued,  and  the  king  of  Elfland 
was  felled  to  the  ground ;  but  Child  Rowland  spared 
him  on  condition  that  be  should  restore  to  him  his  two 
brothers,  who  lay  in  a  trance  in  a  corner  of  the  hall, 
and  his  sister,  the  fair  burd  Ellen.  The  king  of 
Elfland  then  produced  a  small  crystal  phial,  containing 
a  bright  red  liquor,  with  which  he  anointed  the  lips, 
nostrils,  eye-lids,  ears,  and  finger-ends  of  the  two  young 
men,  who  immediately  awoke  as  from  a  profound  sleep, 
during  which  their  souls  had  quitted  their  bodies,  and 
they  had  seen,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  So  they  all  four  returned 
in  triumph  to  [merry  Carlisle.] 

Such  was  the  rude  outline  of  the  romance  of  Child 
Rowland,  as  it  was  told  to  me  when  I  was  about  seven 
or  eight  years  old,  by  a  country  tailor  then  at  work  in 
my  father's  house.  He  was  an  ignorant  and  dull  good 
Bort  of  honest  man,  who  seemed  never  to  have  ques- 
tioned the  truth  of  what  he  related.     Where  the  et 
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ealeras  are  put  down,  inaD}'  curious  partltutani  ban 
been  omltled,  bec&uae  I  was  afraid  of  beiut;  deceived 
by  my  memory,  and  substituting  oae  tkmg  for  anothor. 
Il  is  right  also  to  admonish  the  reader,  that  the 
Wartui:k  Merlin,  Child  KowUnd,  aod  Burd  Kllen, 
werii  the  only  names  introducod  in  his  recitation ;  and 
that  the  others,  inclosed  witliin  brackets,  are  assumed 
upon  the  authority  of  the  locality  given  to  the  «tory 
by  the  mention  of  Merlin,  In  every  otbci-  rvsjwL'l  J 
liare  Ijeen  as  faithful  aa  possible. 


Tbkre  dwalla  3  but;  in  Danmarck. 

Ladr  HiUers  Ivte  men  Iier  ca'; 
And  ibe'a  gar'd  tngg  a  new  caatell. 

That  shine*  o'er  Danmarek  ft*. 

Herdorhter  was  stowo  awa  fiae  bar; 

She  nught  for  her  wide-whara ; 
But  theniairiIieMn^ht,aa']  thele(aihe&nd,~ 

That  wirks  her  sorrow  and  care. 

And  she's  gar'd  higg  a  new  ship, 

Wi'  Tanas  o'  fiafning  goud, 
Wr  mony  a  knight  and  mariner, 

Sae  stark  in  noed  bestow'd. 

She's  followed  her  sons  down  to  the  strand. 

That  ehasle  and  noble  Ire; 
And  mill  am!  waif  for  eight  lang  years 

The)'  aail'd  apon  the  sea. 
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And  night  yuars  woll  and  wnif  they  Mil'd, 
O'  monllis  Eh»t  seem'd  ue  '•ng; 

Syne  they  saii'd  arore  a  high  t-asteil, 
And  to  the  land  can  ganj;. 

And  the  young  lady  Svanfe  lyle, 
In  the  boiver  that  vias  the  best. 

Bays,  ■'  Wharfi'ae  t-am  thir  Irem  awa 
Wi'  us  tiiis  night  ID  guest  ?  " 

Then  up  and  spak  her  youngest  brith 
Sae  wisely  ay  spak  he  ; 
"  We  are  a  widow's  three  poor  sons, 
Lang  nildcr'd  ou  the  sea. 

■*  In  Dnnmarck  were  we  boi'n  a 

Lady  Hillurs  lyle  was  our  mithei 
Our  sister  Irue  us  was  Btowo  awa, 
We  findna  wharc  or  whither." 

■■  In  Oanmarck  were  ye  bom  and  brodffl 
Was  Lady  Hiilers  your  mithur  ? 
I  can  nae  langer  heal  fi-ae  ibee, 

Thou  art  my  youngest  brither. 

"  And  hear  ye  this,  ray  youngest  britberiJ 

Why  liade  na  ye  at  hams  ? 

Had  yu  a  hundor  and  thousand  livei,    , 

Ye  canna  brook  ane  o'  them." 

She's  set  him  in  the  weifst  nook 

She  in  the  house  can  meet; 
She's  bidden  him  fur  tbu  hi^h  God's 

Noucber  to  laugh  no  gruel. 


Ko9Tner  hame  frae  ZculaDil  came, 
And  he  took  on  to  bann  : 

I,  by  my  right  hand. 


That  herd  it 


,  Chrii 


"  There  flow  a  bird  out  o'er  Ihu  house, 
Wi'  a  man's  bono  in  his  mouth; 
Hu  roost  it  in,  and  I  cast  tt  out, 
Ab  fast  as  e'ar  I  couth." 

But  irilyly  she  can  Roatner  win ; 
And  clapping  him  tenderiy, 
"  Ifi  hei-e  is  come 

Gin  I  Uae  bim,  I'll  die. 


Frae  baith  our  fachcni'  land  ; 
And  I  ha'e  pledged  litm  Inich  and  trolbt 
Tb.it  je  nlU  not  him  baiin." 


"  And  ia  be  i^ome,  thy  ai 

Frae  thy  father's  land  to  tbee  1 

Then  I  nill  swear  my  highest  oith, 

He's  dree  nae  skaith  frae  me." 

Twiu  then  the  high  king  Bosmer, 

Ue  ca'd  on  youakers  twae: 

"  Vu  bid  proud  SvanA  lyle's  lister-son 

To  the  chalmer  afore  mi>  jiae." 


It  was  SvanA  lyli 

W^han  afore  Knsmer  he  wan. 
Hia  heart  it  qiiook.  and  hi)  body  »Ji 

Sue  fley'd,  be  scari'e  dow  Jtniiil. 
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Sae  Bosmei-  took  hur 
Set  hini  upon  bis  tnee  : 

He  cinppit  him  8ae  lui&omoly. 
He  turned  baiih  blue  and  blae. 


And  up  and  spak  ibc,  Srnui  lyle ; 
'■  Sir  RiMtuer,  ye'ro  iiao  to  learn 
That  your  ten  fingere  areoa  sma. 
To  cUp  Kve  little  a  bnirn." 

There  wu  he  til],  the  lif)hei>  year. 
He  ^TQen'd  fer  bame  and  land ; 
"  Heip  mu  now,  iister  Sva.«i  lyle, 
To  be  set  on  tbe  white  sand." 

It  was  proud  Lady  Svanfe  lyle, 

Afuro  Hosmer  uan  aland: 
"  Thia  younker  sae  lang  in  the  sea  has  been. 
Ho  greuiia  tor  bjinie  stul  land." 

"  Gin  the  younker  sae  lang  in  the  sea  baa 
And  greens  for  hajnc  and  hind. 
Then  I'll  gie  him  a  kist  wi'  goud, 

Sae  fitting  till  hia  hand." 

•*  And  will  ye  gi'e  bim  a  kisl  wi'  goud, 
Sae  fitting  till  his  hand  'i 
Then  hear  ye,  tny  noble  heartiB  dear, 
Ye  bear  thsm  baith  to  tand.~ 

Then  wrought  proud  Lady  Svanfc  lyle 

What  Itosmer  little  wtat; 
For  she's  lano  out  the  goud  ssl-  rud. 

And  laid  herwl  J'  tliu  kiiit. 
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He's  tm'eo  the  man  upon  his  back ; 

The  kist  in  his  moath  took  he; 
And  he  has  gane  the  lang  waj  op 

Frae  the  bottom  o'  the  sea. 

Now  I  ha'e  borne  thee  to  the  land ; 

Thou  seest  baith  san  and  moon ; 
Namena  Lady  Svane  for  thy  highest  God, 

I  beg  thee  as  a  boon." 

Bosmer  sprang  i'  the  saut  sea  out. 

And  jawp'd  it  up  i'  the  sky ; 
But  whan  he  cam  till  the  castell  in, 

Nae  Svan^  lyle  could  he  spy. 

Whao  he  came  till  the  castell  in, 

His  dearest  awa  was  gane ; 
Like  wood  he  sprang  the  castell  aboat, 

On  the  rock  o'  the  black  flintstane. 

Glad  they  were  in  proud  Hillers  lyle's  house, 

Wi*  welcome  joy  and  glee  ; 
Hame  to  their  friends  her  bairns  were  come. 

That  had  lang  been  in  the  sea. 


vou  I.  17 


TAM-A-LWE,  TMK  RLFW  k?ocht-   (See  pnge  IH-J 


n  SdjUM  7V.uIi'h'<wir'y  VtriUmt  of  Anneal  B 
Society,  xvii.  p.  11. 

Takk  wamin',  a'  ye  Indj-es  fair, 
Tliat  noargovd  on  your  Lair; 

Come  never  unto  CliarieMToodj, 
For  Tarn  a-llno  be's  (here. 

Even  about  that  knicht^  midiJIe 

O' siller  bells  are  Dine; 
Nae  ane  comes  lo  Clianer-woo<J», 

Am]  a  may  returns  agen. 

Loilyc  Margaret  ait*  in  her  boulr  <toor, 
Sowing  at  her  silken  seam  : 

And  she  lang*!!  logang  lo  Charter  n 
To  pou  the  roaes  grvva 

She  hadna  pau'd  a  row,  a  rose, 
Nor  braken  a  branch  but  ane, 

1111  by  it  osmo  him  [rue  Tam-a-line. 
Says,  "  Layde,  lat  alane. 

"  0  why  pou  ye  the  rose,  the  rose  ? 

Or  why  brake  ye  the  tree  ? 

Or  why  foine  yu  to  Charter-woods, 

Without  leave  ask'd  of  me  ?  " 


Uja-A-LECK 


aak  Me  Umn  a'  tbea.* 


He'*  um  fer  tnr  ifce  oSk-aUtB  huti. 
And  br  tbe  ^im  j,rLtu  dnve . 

And  lud  b«r  lov  on  pwie  gnra  wood. 
At  her  be  ^jerM  nw  Imiv. 

Wbm  Ik  bri  got  hb  wfll  o'  ber, 

Hm  will  M  be  iMd  ta'en, 
He's  uVn  her  br  tbe  middte  nw', 

Set  h«r  to  feet  again. 

She  tam'd  her  richl  and  nmod  abool, 
To  ^er  ber  true  lore's  name. 

But  naethtng  heard  she.  nor  naelhine  *it 
A»  Bl  the  woodl  grev  dim. 

Serrn  days  she  tarried  there, 

Sawoeilher  snn  nor  mmn  ; 
At  len^.  by  a  sma'  pliroraeiin'  lieht. 

Came  thro'  the  wood  her  hue. 

MTwn  ihe  rotnc  to  her  Talher's  rourt. 

Was  fine  m  ony  t^opcn ; 
But  when  eight  months  wre  pii^  nnd  ^ 

Got  on  the  gown  o'  gtveii. 

HiDn  ont  it  speaks  an  eldreo  knicht. 

Ai  he  fltood  nt  the  yett ; 
Our  king'^  doi'hter,  she  [;aes  wi'  kiini, 

And  well  get  a*  the  wyt«." 


"  O  haud  your  longuc,  ye  oldran  nuuit 

And  liring  me  not  to  Bbamo ; 

Althougb  ibat  1  do  gang  wi'  burn, 

Yesi!  niievfays  gel  tliu  blame. 

"  Were  my  lovo  bul  an  earthly  man, 
Ab  ita'i  an  elGu  kuii^ht, 
I  wodna  gie  my  ain  true  luve, 
For  a,'  that's  in  my  ucht." 

Tbeu  out  it  spealu  her  blither  dear, 
He  muant  to  do  her  barm, 
"  There  U  au  herb  in  ClMrler-woods 
Will  tnine  you  an'  the  balrD." 

She's  tacn  her  mantle  ber  about. 

Her  coiffer  by  the  band  j 
And  she  is  on  to  Charler-woodt, 

As  ihst  as  she  coud  gang. 

She  hadua  poud  a  roae,  a  rose. 
Nor  brakeu  a  branch  but  ano, 

TiU  by  it  came  bim,  Tam-a-Line, 
Says,  "  Irfuiye,  lat  alane." 

"  0 1  why  pou  ye  the  pile,  Margaret, 

The  pile  o'  the  gravil  greeu, 

For  to  destroy  the  bonny  bairn 

That  we  got  lis  between  V 

"  U  !  why  pou  ye  the  pilu,  Margaret, 
The  pile  o'  the  gravil  gray, 
For  to  destroy  the  bonny  bairn 
That  n:  got  in  our  play  ? 
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**  For  if  it  be  a  knare  bairn, 
He's  heir  o'  a'  mv  land ; 
But  if  it  be  a  lass  bairn. 

In  red  gowd  she  shall  gang.** 

**  If  my  luve  were  an  earthly  man. 
As  he's  an  elfin  grey, 
1  (.*oud  gang  boand,  luve,  for  your  sake, 
A  twalmonth  and  a  day." 

**  Indeed  your  luve's  an  earthly  man, 
The  same  as  well  as  thee ; 
And  lang  I've  haunted  Charter-woods, 
A'  for  your  fair  bodie." 

**  0 !  tell  me,  tell  me,  Tam-a-Line, 
0 1  tell,  an'  tell  me  true  ; 
Tell  me  this  nicht,  an'  mak'  nae  lee, 
What  pedigree  are  you  ?  " 

^'  0 !  I  hae  been  at  gude  church-door, 
An'  I've  got  Christendom  ; 
I'm  the  Earl  o'  Forbes'  eldest  son. 
An'  heir  ower  a'  his  land. 

''*  When  I  was  young,  o*  three  years  old, 
Muckle  was  made  o'  me  ; 
My  stepmither  put  on  my  claithes. 
An'  ill,  ill,  sained  she  me. 

^  Ae  fatal  morning  I  gaed  out, 
Dreading  nae  injurie ; 
And  thinking  lang,  fell  soun  asleep, 
Beneath  an  apple  tree. 


TAU-A-LIKE. 

'■Then  bj  k  came  tlie  Elfin  Queen, 

And  laid  her  hanil  on  tnt^ ; 

AnJ  from  thjt  time  since  e'er  I 

I've  been  in  her  compania. 

"  U  Etiin  H'b  b  bonn;  place, 

lo  It  Tain  wad  i  dwull; 
But  aye  nt  ilka  seven  yean'  end, 

They  pay  a  tiend  to  bell. 
And  I'm  sae  fau  o'  flush  an  blade, 

I'm  sair  feat'd  for  mysell." 

■'  O  tell  me,  tell  me,  Tam-a-Line, 


Wliat  way  I'll  borrow  you  ?  " 

*•  The  mom  ia  Hallowe'en  nicht. 

The  Elfin  L-ourt  will  ride. 
Through  England,  and  ihro'  a'  E 
And  through  llie  warld  widn. 

"  U  liicy  bvgin  at  aky  sett  in. 
Ride  a'  llie  evenin'  tide  ; 
And  abc  tliiit  will  her  true  love  b 
At  Milee-croM  nil]  bim  bide. 

"  Yt'U  du  yu  down  lo  Miles-croas, 

between  twall  hours  and  ane; 

And  full  your  hands  o'  holie  water. 

And  cnst  your  compass  rono'. 

"  Tlion  thL'  first  ana  court  that  coinej 
Is  published  king  Had  iiuviiii ; 


TAH-A-LJXE. 


"  Tlie  oeut  aoe  court  tW  coiaei  rou  lilL 
!•  footmeD,  grooms  anil  aquirea  ; 
Hie  neist  ane  court  Uui  i-ouiiis  jou  lilt. 
Is  kn'icbU ;  and  I'll  be  there. 

» I  Tam-A-Liae.  on  milk-vhile  aiaed, 
A  gowd  niar  oa  my  cnxrn ; 
Becaase  I  waa  an  earllily  knicht. 
Got  that  for  a  renon-ii. 

"  And  out  at  my  Meed's  ric'il  iimtrll, 
Hell  bre«lhe  a  fiery  fkme  : 
Tel!  loot  yon  low,  and  sain  yout*?!. 
And  ye'll  bo  basy  Ibeo. 

"  I'tt'U  tak'  my  horeu  then  by  the  liisad. 
And  iat  ibe  bridal  b*; 
The  Qaoen  o'  Elfin  ehe'll  cry  oul. 
'  True  Tam-a-Line'a  ana'. 

"  Then  I'll  appear  into  your  aruis 

Like  the  woll'tbat  iia'ur  wad  tuino ; 
¥•'11  baud  me  t'aat,  Iat  me  not  gov, 
Caie  we  ne'er  meet  A)^ilri, 


"  Then  Til  appear 

Like  fint  tb;it  burns  boc  bauld ; 
Vv'U  baud  me  toit,  Iat  mu  not  gai 
I'll  be  aa  iron  csuld. 

"  Then  I'll  »p|tear  iutu  ynur  arms 
Like  the  adder  an'  tlie  snake ; 


TAM-A-LINE. 

Yell  baud  me  fast,  IbI  ms  not  gte, 
I  am  your  warld'a  maJke. 

"  Then  I'll  Appear  into  your  oruu 
Ltku  to  thd  deer  sae  wild; 
Ye'U  baud  me  faat,  kl  me  nol  gao. 
And  I'll  father  your  child. 

"  And  I'll  appear  into  your  arms 
Like  to  a  ailken  Btrinji ; 
Ye'U  baud  me  fast,  lat  me  not  gae. 
Till  ye  see  the  fair  momin'. 

■■  And  I'll  appear  into  your  arm* 
Like  to  a  naked  man  i 
Yi^'U  haud  me  &st,  lat  me  not  gae. 
And  wi"  you  I'll  g!»a  hame." 

Then  ahe  has  done  her  to  Mile 
Between  tnral  hours  an'  ane 

And  filled  bt>r  hands  o'  holie  ti 
And  kioat  her  eoniiiass  roun' 

The  Grst  ana  court  that  earns  her  till,  ] 
Was  published  king  and  queen ; 

Tlie  niest  ano  eourt  that  came  her 
Was  maidens  mony  ane. 

The  niest  ane  court  that  came  ber  tJlQ 
Was  footraen,  grooms,  and  squireaH 

The  niest  ane  tourC  that  i-au 
Was  knichta ;  and  be  wus  thure  I 


True  Tam-a-Lint 


iulk-»hile  jl 


Because  he  wiu  an  earlhly  man, 
Got  that  for  a  renown. 

And  out  at  the  steed's  rl^bl  nostril, 
He  breatb'J  a  fiei;  flame ; 

She  lotttd  ber  low,  an'  sBini>  hersel. 
And  she  was  bmy  then. 

She's  taeo  the  hoi^e  then  by  the  ht^ad. 

And  loot  the  bridle  fa'; 
The  Qneen  o'  EIGn  ahe  cried  out,— 
"  True  Tam-o-Lioe's  awa'." 

"  Stay  still,  true  Tam-a-I.ine,"  she  eays, 

"  Till  I  pay  you  your  fee ; " 
"  His  &ther  wants  not  lands  nor  rent*, 
He'll  ask  nae  fee  frae  thee." 

"Gin  I  had  kent  j'Mtreen,  yestreen, 
What  I  ken  weel  the  day, 

I  ahou'd  hae  taon  your  W  tause  heart, 
Gien  you  a  heart  o'  clay." 

Then  he  appe-arut)  Into  her  arms 
Like  the  wolf  that  ne'er  wad  taina; 

She  held  him  fast,  lat  him  not  gae, 
Case  they  ne'er  met  again. 

Then  he  appeared  into  her  arm* 

Ijike  the  fire  bamiiig  bauld; 
She  held  him  fast,  Int  hiui  not  gae, 
He  was  as  iron  cauld. 


TAJI-A-LIHB. 

Sliti  b«ld  bim  Tut,  lat  him  not  gae, 
He  was  her  H&rld's  maike. 

And  he  appeared  into  her  arnw 

Like  10  tl)e  deer  ma  wild ; 
She  held  bim  liiat,  lat  tiim  not  gae, 

He's  father  o'  her  child. 

And  he  appeared  into  her  amu 

Like  U)  a  silken  string ; 
She  held  him  fast,  lat  him  not  jfae. 

Till  she  saw  fnirmornin'. 

And  he  appeared  into  her  amis 

Like  (o  a  naked  man ; 
Sh«  held  him  fust,  lai  him  not  gao. 

And  wi'  her  he'«  gane  bams. 

These  news  hae  reach'il  ihro'  a'  t 

And  lar  nyont  the  Tay, 
Tliat  lailye  Margaret,  our  kingf»  doefaler,.  J 

That  niuht  had  gain'd  her  prey- 
She  borrowed  her  bve  at  mirk  midniclib  J 

Bare  her  young  son  ere  day ; 
And  lhouj;h  jn'd  MUvb  the  warld  w 

Ve'll  nae  6nd  sic  a  may. 


TOM  LUra.    (Seep.  lU.) 


This  fragment  was  taken  dawn  from  the  recitation 
ul  ui  old  wouuui.  M^dment's  New  Book  of  Old  Bal- 
'ifla,  p.  54. 


For  Tonilinn  will  be  there- 


Fair  Margaret  sat  in  her  bonny  bower, 

Sewing  her  silken  seam, 
And  wished  lo  be  in  Chaaier'a  woo.1, 

Among  the  leaves  so  green. 

She  let  the  seam  fall  lo  her  foot, 

The  needle  lo  her  toe. 
And  she  has  gone  <o  Clia.<Ii.T'>i  wnoit, 

As  &et  u  she  coQld  ga 


TOU    I. INK. 

When  slie  began  to  pull  the  floireis; 

Slie  puli'i)  both  red  nnri  green ; 

Then  by  did  come,  niid  by  djd  go. 

Said,  "  FaiT  maid,  let  abene  I 

"  O  why  pluck  you  the  llowers,  \adj. 

Or  why  climb  you  the  tree  'i 
Or  wliy  come  yn  to  Chssler'a  wood, 
Without  ibo  leave  of  mo  ?  " 

"  O  T  will  pull  the  flowers,"  she  etH, 
"  Or  I  will  break  the  tree ; 

For  Chuisii^r'fl  wood  it  is  my  own, 
I'll  hA  no  le»ve  at  thcc." 

He  look  her  by  the  collk-white  hand. 
And  by  the  grass-green  sleeve  ;   ■ 

And  laid  her  down  upon  the  flowen^ 
At  ber  he  Bsk'd  no  leave. 

The  huiy  bluab'd  and  lourly  frown'd, 
And  she  ilid  think  great  shnme ; 

Says,  ■•  If  you  are  a  genilemon, 
Tou  will  U'U  mu  your  name." 

"  Firat  they  cnll  me  Jiick,"  he  mid, 
"  And  then  they  tinHM  me  John ; 

But  Bincu  I  liv'd  in  tlie  Fairy  court, 
Tcniilinn  has  always  been  my  naax. 

"  Su  ilo  not  plui'k  that  flower,  lady, 
That  hns  lliese  pimples  gray ; 

They  would  destroy  the  bojiny  bab« 
THiat  we've  gotten  in  our  play,^ 


XDM   LDtS. 


Wm  job  enr  at  a  good  dnirck  door, 
Ofgot  - 


"OlkMbeeaati^ 

And  oA  berrvni  whUn ; 

I  wa*  Uk  I^rd  o*  Foulu'a  mn. 
The  lieir  o^all  his  UhL 

■■  Bm  il  Ml  ODce  >poa  «  dajr. 

Aahmtiogl  dkl  ait, 
A>  1  raile  e»t  and  west  yoD  hill, 

Tbttn  WW  did  n^  betide. 

"  O  dro»*y,  drowsy  as  I  was, 
Dead  sluop  upon  uie  f«ll ; 

The  QuudD  of  Fairk-s  sbe  was  there, 
Aud  look  me  to  berscL 


**  Tlie  morn  at  even  is  Hanowr'co, 

Our  Fwry  eaart  will  riJe, 
nimugh  England  and  through  Scodand  b 

Through  all  the  world  wide ; 
And  if  that }'«  would  u»  borrow. 

At  Rides  Crosi  ye  maj  bide- 

*■  Vou  may  go  Into  ihe  Miles  Moss, 
Between  twelve  hours  and  one ; 

Take  holy  water  in  your  hand. 
And  cast  a  compnss  round. 

"The  first  court  thnt  comes  along, 
YoQ*ll  [flt  them  all  pass  hy ; 


Salote  them  reverantl}'. 

"  The  next  conrt  that  comes  along, 
Is  clad  ia  robca  of  green ; 

And  it's  thti  liead  court  of  Ihemall, 
Foi-  in  it  rides  tbe  Qui^en. 

"  And  I  upon  a  millc-wUite  steed, 
With  a  gold  star  in  my  crown ; 

Because  I  otu  an  earthly  man, 
I'm  next  the  Queen  io  renown. 

"  Then  seiito  upon  me  willj  n  spring, 
Then  to  the  ground  I'll  fa' ; 

And  then  joull  hear  a  ruefal  cry. 
That  Tomlinn  is  awa". 


"  Then  I'll  grow  in  yoor  arms  twi 

Like  (o  a  savage  wild ; 
But  hold  me  fast,  let  me  not  go, 

Ttn  taUier  of  your  child, 

"  I'll  grow  into  your  arms  two 
Like  an  odder,  or  a  snake ; 

But  hold  mo  fast,  let  me 
I'll  be  jour  earthly  ui 

"  I'll  grow  into  your  arms  two 
Like  ice  on  frozen  lake ; 

But  holil  me  fast,  let  me  not  go, 
Or  ii'om  your  goupen  braalu^ 
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Like  iitn  in  tavag  fi>« ; 


Thea  yoaTl  bare  jixt  A 


|P  Ja  A*  itasdi  be«id«  Bides  Crmk, 
a  t*««li«  bonn  and  one. 

'■  ImiIj^  water  in  her  hand, 
Sbe  eaala  a  Hmpos  ttmnd ; 
And  preaenllj'  a  Fairy  band 
Comet  ri^ng  o'er  the  EDOuod. 


inu  (o  be  the  most  appropriate  connectioii 
Ira  short  fragmeDt  fmn  ^Uidment's  North  Cotinlrit 
iand,  (p.  31.)     It  was  taken  down  (ma  the  rei-ita- 
pof  a  lady  who  had  heard  it  sung  in  her  childhood. 


IBURD  ELLEN  AND  TODNG  TAMLANE. 


en  lits  in  the  bower  wiadowe. 
With  o  double  laddg  double,  and  for  llie  dovbUdow, 
riscing  the  red  illk  and  the  blue, 
WUh  the  douMe  rose  aud  Oie  May-hay. 
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And  whiles  she  twisted,  and  whiles  the  Ivati, 

With  a  double,  te. 
And  whiles  the  tears  fell  down  amaag, 

Wilh  the  double,  &c. 

Tdl  oQcu  there  by  caui  j'ouiig  Tamlftne, 

Wilh  a  double.  Sec 
"  Come  light,  oh  light,  and  rock  your  young  k 
Wilh  ihe  doMe,  Sto. 

"  If  you  winna  rock  him,  you  may  let  hltn  ratr. 

With  a  double.  Ecu. 
For  I  hac  rockit  my  shore  and  mwr." 

WUh  Oie  doui/U,  So. 


Young  Tamlano  lo  the  seas  he's  gsne. 

With  a  double  Inddi/  double,  and  for  tAe  iluMt  tb 

And  a'  women's  cune  in  his  totnpany's  gone, 
WiiA  the  doi^ile  rvie  and  t&t  May-hay. 


ALS  Y  YOD  ON  AY  MOUND  AY.    (S«e  p.  126.) 

In  Ihe  manuscript  from  which  these  verses  are 
taken,  they  form  the  preface  to  a  long  strain  of  in- 
compruhensible  prophecies  of  the  same  description  as 
those  which  are  appended  to  Thomas  of  Ersyldoune, 
Whether  the  two  portions  belong  together,  or  not, 
(and  it  will  be  seen  that  they  are  ill  enough  joined,) 
the  first  alone  requires  to  be  cited  here  for  the  purpose 
of  comparison  with  the  Wee  Wee  Man.  The  whole 
[»ece  has  been  twice  printed,  first  by  Finlay,  in  his 
Scottish  Balladsy  (ii.  163,)  and  afVerwards,  by  a  person 
who  was  not  aware  that  he  had  been  anticipated,  in 
the  Retrospective  RevietOy  Second  Series,  vol.  ii.  p.  826. 
Both  texts  are  in  places  nearly  unintelligible,  and  are 
evidently  full  of  errors,  part  of  which  we  must  ascribe 
to  the  incompetency  of  the  editors.  Finlay's  is  here 
adopted  as  on  the  whole  the  best,  but  it  has  received 
a  few  corrections  from  the  other,  and  one  or  two  con- 
jectural emendations. 

Als  y  yod  on  ay  Mounday 

Bytwene  Wyltinden  and  Wall, 
The  ane  aHer  brade  way, 

Ay  litel  man  y  mette  with  alle. 
The  leste  yat  ever  y,  siithe  to  say, 

Oither  in  bowr,  oither  in  lialle; 
His  robe  was  neither  grene  na  gray, 

Bot  alle  yt  was  of  riche  palle. 

VOL.  I.  18 


On  Diu  he  call],  aud  bad  me  bide , 

Well  sUlle  y  etode  ay  litel  spaca ; 
Fta  Laoohestre  ibe  parku  syde 

Yeen  he  uome,  vel  fair  hia  pue. 
He  bailsed  rac  with  mikel  pride ; 

lu  haved  wel  mykd  forly  wat  ho  n 
I  idde, — "  Wel  mote  the  belyda. 

That  litel  man  with  Urge  thee." 

I  beheld  that  litel  man 

Bi  the  sirete  g\s  wc  (;oa  gae; 
His  bt^rd  was  «yde  ay  large  span, 

And  glided  aU  the  Tether  of  pae; 
Hia  heved  vet  nytu  ats  ony  swan. 

His  hegehen  was  grcC  and  grai  als 
Bnies  lapgti,  wi;l  I  the  van 

Merk  it  to  fize  inches  and  mse. 

Armea  ac-ort,  for  aothe  I  saye, 

Ay  span  seemed  thaem  to  bee: 
Handes  brade  vytouteii  nay, 

And  fin^^res  lange,  he  si-heued  mi 
Ay  atane  ho  tok  op  thar  it  lay, 

And  castit  forth  that  I  moth  see ; 
Ay  nierk-»oot  of  large  way 

Bifore  ma  strides  he  castit  three. 

Wel  stille  1  stod  als  did  the  stano. 

To  loku  him  on  thouth  me  noulh  L 
Bii  robe  was  alle  gold  begane,  ' 

Wel  cTaflelike'  niakeil,  1  iiiidi'  "^lii 


I 


ALS  T  TOD  OX  AY   MOl'NDAY.  27.. 

botoDe;  asiinl,  everik  ane, 

Pra  his  plbnuthe  ontil  his  hande ; 
'Erdelik  man  wnshennne; 

Tfaat  in  Djjn  hert  ioii  ondorstande. 

H!  him  I  siv<)e  ful  sone  on  ane, 

Fur  lurtlilniiar  I  wal<l  him  Triune, 
"'Giailli  walill  n-it  ihi  name. 

AaJ  I  wist  wat  me  moutUe  gaine; 
Thou  crt  so  litel  of  Hwhi;  ami  bane. 

And  so  mikcl  of  mith  .ind  uiayne. 
War  vones  lliou.  liiel  man,  at  haiue? 

Wil  of  thee  I  waUfulfuine." 

■•Thuih  I  be  lilel  and  ilth, 

Ain  )■  nolh  wytouttn  wane; 
Forii  f rained  thou  wat  hi  hlth, 
'That  Ihuu  salt  nolh  wit  my  name ; 
My  wonige  alede  fu!  wel  es  dyght,' 
Nou  Mine  t!u)U  salt  ee  at  hitme." 
TU  him  I  Kayde,  "  For  Godea  mitlL, 
Let  mo  forth  myn  erand  gane."  . 

"  The  thiir  notb  of  thin  erand  lette,  ' 

Thouth  lliou  come  ay  atondu  wit  me, 
Forther  salt  thou  nolh  hi  sette, 

Bi  miles  tna  noylhcr  bi  three." 
Na  linger  durst  I  for  him  Ictte, 

But  forth  y  funded  wyl  that  free; 
Sdntid  va  hrok  no  bei-k  ; 

Ferlii^U  mu  thouth  hu  so  mouth  bee. 

Clidelik.        *  Glnlli  wild.        »  Tlmt,  qy.  VatVi  wtOi. 


2/(1  ALS   Y  TOn  < 

He  vent  forth,  als  y  you  <*y. 

In  at  ay  yate,  y  Tndemnnde ; 
In  tjl  ay  yate  wvadonlen  nay ; 

It  Ut  sc  thoiithimcnDuthlang. 
The  bankurs  on  the  binkes  lay, 

Anil  Mr  1ordi?s  sett  y  rariilu ; 
In  ilka  ay  hirn  y  herd  ay  lay, 

And  Ifupciya  soth  roclouile  saiij;e. 

[Here  ilicre  scema  to  be  a  bri'ak.  nii'l  a  n( 
made,  vtiih  a  tale  told  not  ou  a  .Uoii'/iiy,  bt 
Weilnesdaj/.^ 

Lithe,  botlii-  zonge  and  aMe : 

Of  »)■  wonle  y  will  yoii  mvp, 
Ay  lili'l  talc  that  me  was  tald 

Erii  on  ay  Weitenesdayi-. 
A  mody  barn,  that  was  fill  bald. 

My  friend  that  y  Trained  ayy, 
Al  my  genin^  he  me  uM. 

And  galid  ine  als  ne  went  hi  waya. 

"Miri  man,  that  ea  so  vryth. 
Ofay  thing  ^f 
For  him  that  mciisked 
Wat  sal  worth  of  thl 


THE  ELPiUN  KHJGHT.     (See  p.  128) 


*■  The  following  transcript  is  a  literal  copy  from  the 
'  "n  tlie  Fepysiau  library,  Cambridge."  Moth- 
B»"neU's  MinslreUy,  Appendix,  p.  t. 

"  A  Proper  New  Ballad,  entituleil,  Tht  Wind  hath 
bltiKn  my  Plaid  mcay,  or,  A  Discourse  belwixt  a  yauny 
ATaid  and  the   Elpliin-Knighi ;  To  be  sung   with   its 


,1  Nt^w  Tui 


The  Elpliin  Kniebt  sits  on  yon  hill, 

fin,  ba,  ba,  lUli  ba, 
He  blovrcs  hn  kim  both  loud  and  sbril. 

The  wind  hath  bli/wn  jny  ptaid  a«>a. 

He  biowes  it  Eart,  ho  blowes  it  Woai, 

ISa,  ia,  &c. 
He  bloweg  it  where  he  lyketh  beat. 

The  mind,  &c. 

"  1  wiah  that  horn  were  in  my  titt, 

Ba,  ba,  &c. 
Yt'ii,  ii(id  tho  kaight  in  my  aniiw  two." 


TQB    ELPniN    KMIGHT. 

Sbu  had  no  Gooner  these  words  aaid, 
Ba,  Iki,  &c. 

o  her  bed..  J 

"  Thou  art  over  young  a  maid,"  quolli  b 


"  X  have  a  sister  younger  than  I, 

Ba,  ba,  kc 
And  she  was  iiuuried  yesterday." 

The  taiiul,  &c. 

"  Uarricd  wiib  mo  if  thou  noulilst  be, 

Ba,  ba,  Sec. 
A  uourtesie  thou  must  clo  to  me. 

The  wine/,  &i:. 

*■  For  thou  must  shape  a  sark  to  me. 

Bit,  ba,  &c. 
Without  any  i;ut  or  heme,"  [|uoth  he. 
The  mind,  &c. 

'*Tbau  must  shape  it  needl^^and  sheerlone, 

Bn,  bu,  &c. 
And  also  siia  it  m^edle-thrnedlessa." 
Tlif  ainj,  &c. 

"  IT  that  piece  of  courtene  I  do  to  theS)' ^ 

Bn,  ba,  &c 
Another  thou  must  do  to  me. 

The  wind,  &c 


PTHE   KLPHIN    KSIGHT. 


'   "Ihavean  aiker  of  good  ley-lanil, 
Ba,  ba,  tie. 
WUch  lyeth  law  by  jan  sea-straiid. 
The  aiind,  Src. 


"  And  Hgg  a  cart  of  stooe  and  tjrme. 


Robin  Bcdbreast  he  miut  trail  il 
The  wind,  ftc 


"  Thou  must  barn  it 


d  thraah  it  i 
The  wind,  i 


And  thou  mu9t  bring  it  dry  home  k 


"  When  tbou  hiut  gotten  thy  turns  well  clone, 

Bot  ba,  &c. 
llien  come  to  me  and  get  thy  sarL  then. 


TUB  LAIOLET  WO&M  OF  SPINDLESTOS- 
HKUCJH.     Si'ep.  137. 


"A  Rosn  Miove  500  years  old,  tnndn  by  iho  old 
ti-bant,  Diinean   Fraster,  liritig   on   Cheviot, 
•.  1270." 
s  baliail,  first  publiahcl  in  Mulchlnsoii's  fiiniorj 
f  Narthtunhtrland,  <»*»  the  campoaition  of  Mr.  Robert 
■Binbc,  rifAr  of  Norham.     Several  stanzni  an.',  how- 
bver,  ailojiled  from  tome  ancient  tale.     It  hns  ticen 
1  [irinled,  and  is  now  taken  from  Ritson's  NoHh- 
P««ni''ei'/aid  Gartnnd. 

iiiUrstorjorn'  II'orm<'o/;,imft;o-.. versified 

I  fcy  the  R«*,  J.  Watson  (compare  Ormetonpen  and  the 

B^sognaib  l^>en<b,  Grundtvlg,  i.  843,  al^  vol.  viiL  p. 

T  »  3«,  of  (his  ollectiou),  may  l>e  seen  In  KiuhBrdKin"* 

f  ■fiorilerer'a   Tabte-Book,  viii.   129,  or  hi  Mooro'B  Pie- 

tvrial  UiMk  n/  AneUnt  Ballad  Poelty,  page  "84.   With 

Che  tale  or  the  Lamhlon  Wurin  nf  Durham  agrees  in 

many  particiiUrs  ihal  of  Ihe  Worm  nf  Lmton  in  Bax- 

Iwrghshire.   {Se«  Scott'a  introduction  to  Kempiim,  aild 

fcSr  C.  Sliarfm'i  Bishopric  Garland,  p.  21.)   It  ia  high- 

Ij'  probable  lliat  the  mere  coincidence  of  sound  vith 

XAnden-Wiirm  caused  tbis  loat  place  to  bi!  selected  aa 

M  scene  of  such  a  story. 


I 


Thk  king  is  gone  from  Banibroiii;li  ('asllc, 
Long  may  the  prinec^s  Diotiru  ; 

Lont'  may  she  Bland  on  the  caitle  wall, 
Looking  Ibr  hia  return. 


Sho  haf  knotted  tlic  keys  upon  a  fl 
And  with  her  sbe  has  them  la'en 

Slio  has  cast  tbem  o'er  her  lofl  shouldrail 
And  (0  the  gate  she  is  gane. 

Bhe  tnpped  out,  sho  tripped  in. 

She  tript  into  the  yard  ; 
But  it  was  more  for  the  king's  sake, 

Than  for  tlie  queen's  regard. 

It  fell  out  on  a  daj,  the  king 

Brought  the  queen  nith  him  home ; 

And  all  the  lords  in  our  country 
To  welcome  them  did  come. 

"  O  nelcome  fiither ! "  the  lady  cries, 
" Unto  jour  halls  and  bowera ; 

And  so  are  you,  my  step-mother, 
For  all  that's  here  is  youts." 

A  lord  said,  wondering  while  she  apakaf  v 

"  This  princess  of  the  North 
Suq)as3ea  alt  of  female  kind 

In  beauty,  and  in  worth." 

The  envious  queen  replied,  "  At  least,   ] 
You  might  have  excepted  me; 

In  a  few  hours,  I  will  her  bring 
Down  to  a  low  duj^ree.' 

"  1  will  her  liken  to  n  l^dley  wonn. 
That  warps  about  tlte  stone. 


OF  sriNDiJ  -^ roN-iiKU<;ii.  •iSo 

And  ni>t  till  ChiMy  WyniU  r(Mnr-  Itack, 
Sliall  -lie  niMiiilx.'  won." 

The  princess  stood  at  the  bower  door 

Lau^vbini;,  who  could  her  blame  ? 
But  e'er  the  next  day's  sun  went  down, 

A  long  worm  she  became. 

For  seven  miles  east,  and  seven  miles  west, 
And  seven  miles  north,  and  south, 

No  blade  of  grass  or  corn  could  grow. 
So  venomous  was  her  mouth. 

Ihe  milk  of  seven  stately  cows 

(It  was  costly  her  to  keep) 
^^as  brought  her  daily,  which  she  drank 

Before  she  went  to  sleep. 

^t  this  day  may  be  seen  the  cave 

Which  held  her  folded  up, 
^nd  the  stone  trough,  the  \cry  same 

Out  of  which  she  did  sup. 

AVord  went  east,  and  word  went  west. 

And  word  is  gone  over  the  sea, 
^That  a  laidley  worm  in  Spindleston-Heughs 

Would  ruin  the  North  Gountr}-. 

'Word  went  east,  and  word  went  west. 

And  over  the  sea  did  go ; 
Tlie  Child  of  Wynd  got  wit  of  it, 

Which  filled  his  heart  with  woe. 

^  Childy  Wynd  is  obviously  a  comiption  of  Child  Owain. 


He  called  ilrnight  bia  merry  men 
They  thirty  were  and  three : 

"  I  visb  I  were  at  SpiDd1«el«ii, 
ThJB  desperate  norm  to  aec. 

■*  Wo  have  no  time  nov  here  to  f 

Hence  quickly  let  ui  sail: 
My  only  aiater  Wnrgarot, 

Something,  I  fear,  doch  aiL" 

They  built  a  ship  witliout  delay, 
With  mnats  or  the  rowa  tree, 

With  fliiCring  sails  of  silk  so  fine. 
And  set  her  on  tb«  sea. 

They  irent  on  board ;  the  wind  with  q 

Blew  them  along  the  deep ; 
At  length  ttiey  spied  an  huge  square  U 

On  a  rock  high  and  steep. 

Hie  Hea  was  smooth,  the  weather  cleorf^ 
When  thoy  approached  nigher. 

King  Ida's  castle  Ihey  well  knew, 
And  the  banks  of  Bambroughshire. 

The  queen  look'd  ont  at  her  bower  w 

To  see  what  she  eould  se«; 
There  she  espied  a  gallunt  ship 

Sailing  upon  the  »ea. 

When  she  beheld  the  silken  aaiit. 

Full  glancing  in  the  sun, 
To  unk  the  ship  she  sent'  away 

Her  ■mtc'h  wives  every  one. 


OF    SPINDLKSTOX-llKH.Ii.  2^.) 

Tlic  spells  wore  vain:  the  linL'-^  returned 

To  the  (juoen  in  sorrowful  mood, 
C^^'ing  that  witches  liave  no  power 

Wliere  there  is  rown-tree  wood. 

Her  last  effort,  she  tent  a  boat, 

Which  in  the  haven  lay, 
With  armed  men  to  board  the  ship, 

But  they  were  driven  away. 

The  worm  lept  oat,  the  worm  lept  down, 

She  plaited  round  the  stone ; 
And  ay  as  the  ship  came  to  the  land 

She  banged  it  off  again. 

QObe  Child  then  ran  out  of  her  reach 

The  ship  on  Budley-sand, 
.And  jumping  into  the  shallow  sea, 

Securely  got  to  land. 


nd  now  be  drew  his  berry-brown  sword,  ^ 
And  laid  it  on  her  head; 
-And  iwore,  if  she  did  harm  to  him, 
That  he  would  strike  her  dead. 

*«  0  quit  thy  sword,  and  bend  thy  bow. 

And  give  me  kisMs  three ; 
for  though  I  am  a  p(n8onou8  worm. 

No  hurt  ni  do  to  thee. 

^  0  quit  thy  sword,  and  bend  thy  bow, 

And  give  me  kisses  three ; 
If  Tm  not  won  e'er  the  sun  go  down, 

Won  I  shall  ueyer  be." 

1  b«rry-broad« 


(i  THE    LAIDLKY    WOIIM 

Ho  quitted  hie  tirord,  nnd  bent  ha  tn 

He  gnvi!  hiT  kisses  three  ; 
Shu  ci'ept  inio  a  liolu  n  worm. 

But  out  atcjjt  B  lady. 

Ko  L'lotliing  had  this  hdy  fine, 

To  kcL'p  her  from  the  cold ; 
He  took  hia  manlle  (mm  him  about, 

And  round  her  did  it  fold. 

He  has  taken  his  mnnile  from  him  about 

And  in  it  he  wrapt  her  in. 
And  they  are  up  to  Bambrough  wiatle, 

Aa  fast  as  they  can  win. 

His  absence,  and  her  serpent  shape, 
Tlie  king  L.id  long  deplored ; 

He  now  rejoj-eed  to  see  them  both 
Again  to  liim  restored. 

The  qneen  ihey  wanted,  whom  they  ft 

All  pale,  and  sore  afraid, 
Because  she  knew  her  power  must  ytall 
To  Childy  Wynd's,  who  said, 

"  Woo  be  to  thee,  thou  wicked  witch; 

An  ill  deatii  mayest  thoit  dee; 
As  thou  my  sister  host  lik'ned, 

So  lik'ned  nhalt  thou  be. 

"  I  will  tnm  you  into  a  toad. 

That  on  the  p«und  doth  wend ; 

And  won,  won  nhalt  thou  never  be, 

Till  this  world  halh  an  end." 


or   SPtSDLESTOX-HEUGH.  2S7 

Nov  OD  the  sand  near  Ida's  tower. 

She  crmwls  a  knthjome  toad. 
And  Tenoni  spits  oa  erery  nuud 

She  meets  upon  her  road. 

The  virgins  all  of  Bambnmgh  town 
Will  swear  that  thev  have  seen 

m 

This  spiteful  toad,  of  monstrous  siie, 
Wliilst  walking  they  hare  been. 

AH  folks  believe  within  the  slure 

This  stor}-  to  be  true. 
And  thev  all  run  to  Spindleston, 

The  cave  and  trough  to  view. 

This  fact  now  Duncan  Frasier, 

Of  Chenot,  sin<!S  in  rhime, 
Lest  Banibroughshire  men  should  forget 

Some  part  of  it  in  time. 


LOaD  DINGWALL.  (Sec  p.  I 
ftoa  Bacluui'i 


Bowing  dattm,  hote'tng  down  ; 

Tbe  fairest  viamen  under  bcaveik 

And  aye  the  birhs  a-botcing- 

Tliey  kiest  kevela  them  Hmang, 
Wba  wou'U  to  tlie  grenewood  gang.   * 

The  kevels  ihey  giecl  ihro'  the  ha". 
And  OD  tbe  youngest  it  did  fa'. 

Now  aho  must  to  the  grenewood  pil 
To  pa'  the  outs  in  greoewooJ  hang.  | 

She  badtia  tarried  an  hour  but  ane,    ' 
Till  she  met  «i'  a  biglilan'  groom. 


He  keeped  her  b. 
Till  the  evening 


0  late  and  lang, 

et,  and  birds  they  ti 


A  choia  0*  gold,  and  gay  gohl  ring; 


••Anitebnikn 


"  Bat,  Stde  bof.  vill  je  tell  n 


■  TIm  lUuoa*  in  onr  h>'  FI)  tell. 
And  a*  ihem  a'  111  «»ru  jou  wclL 

"  Wben  ye  come  in  upon  llie  Awr, 
His  mither  will  meet  you  ni'  a  golden  chair. 

■■  fiat  b«  je  toajd,  or  b«  re  nitne, 
Uoto  (he  Iiigh  MM  Quko  vu  bono, 

'Lord  IKapimU  aft  hai  been  b(<j:iiird. 
Bjr  gixii  vham  young  men  hoc  dvfiled. 


LOUD    DINGWALL, 


"He's  cutled  the  paps  frao  tlicir  breutln 
And  sent  them  boL't  to  iheir  sin  hi 


When  she  came  in  upon  the  floor, 
His  mother  met  her  wi'  a  golden  ch^r. 


He  quickly  jumpud  upon  tlio  floor, 
And  said,  "  I've  got  a  vile  rank  whore." 

Unto  )us  mothvr  be  made  hia  moan, 
Saya,  "  Mother  dear,  I  am  undone. 

"  Ye've  aft  tald,  when  I  brought  them  h 
WhetluT  tbey  were  maid  or  nan 

"I  thought  I'd  gotten  a  maiden  br 
I've  gotten  but  a  vrocfu'  wight 

"  1  thought  I'd  gotten  a  maidan  clear. 
But  gotten  but  B  vile  rank  wbore." 

"  When  she  came  in  upon  the  floor, 
I  met  her  wi'  a  golden  chair. 

"  But  to  iIlo  bicli  sitat  she  made  bar  boim*. 


LORD   DCCGVJUX. 


-  H  M  ftMr  Elde  bov  I  bhote, 
Wbn  TO  dU  M»d  to  brin- her  I 


Then  1o  the  lady  rIm  did  go. 
And  onl,  ••  0  Lad}-,  let  me  kaov 


'  W1m>  haa  de&Ied  roar  &ir  bodie  ? 
Tc'k  tbe  Gm  tW  has  beguiled  mft 


"  O  we  "ere  asters,  lister*  seven, 
Tbe  bireat  women  undor  beArea; 


"  And  wc  ktesi  kpvels  aa  smang, 
Wba  wou'd  ta  ihe  grvncwood  guig; 


"  For  to  pu*  ite  finc*l  flowers. 
To  pat  BTOiiDd  oar  gumm<?r  bowen. 


■•  I  was  tie  yaangett  o"  Ihem  a', 
The  hardest  foiiuae  did  me  befa*. 


"  Unto  tbe  ^newood  I  did  giuig. 
And  pn'd  the  nata  as  they  down  bang, 


■*  I  baiina  shtjr'd  aa  hour  but  anc. 
Till  I  met  wl'  a  highlan'  groom. 


"  He  kceped  me  sae  late  and  lang, 
Till  (he  evening  set,  and  birds  they  mng- 


LORD    DIXO 


"  And  tbree  locki  o'  bis  j^low  h^r  i 
Bade  roe  keep  Ihem  for  cvernuur. 


"  ThcD  for  to  show  I  make  dds  lie. 
Look  ya  my  trunk,  and  ye  will  see." 


Uuto  the  trank  tben  shu  iliil  go, 
To  ave  if  ihat  ncra  true  or  no. 


And  aye  slie  sought,  and  aye  she  fiang. 
Till  those  four  things  came  to  her  hand. 


Then  the  did  lo  her  nin  tion  go 

And  said,  "  My  son,  yo'  U  let  u 


■-  Ye  will  lell  lo  me  this  thing:  — 
What  did  yo  wi"  my  wedding-ring  ?  " 


-  Mother  dear,  I'll  tnU  n; 
1  gave  it  to  a  gay  hdie. 


"  I  would  ^e  a*  my  ba's  and  tonrorv, 
I  had  this  bird  within  my  bowers." 


"  Keep  well,  keep  well,  your  lands  and  strands, 
Te  hae  that  tHrd  within  yoar  hands. 


**  Now,  ray  son,  to  your  bower  ye'll  go: 
Comfort  your  ladic,  she's  full  o'  woe." 


Now  when  nine  months  were  come  and  gf 
The  lady  she  brought  hame  a  Hm 


LORD   DINGWALL. 


293 


It  was  written  on  his  breast-bane, 
Lord  Dingwall  was  his  &tlier^s  name. 


He's  ta'en  his  yoang  son  in  his  arms, 
And  aye  he  prais'd  his  lovely  charms. 

And  he  has  gi'en  him  kisses  three, 
And  donbled  them  over  to  his  ladie. 


HYNDE    ETIN.    (See  p.  1 79.) 

Pmin  KialOL'b'i  Ament  &oUu&  BoBailt,  p.  UB. 

KIat  Maro'ret  atooil  in  ber  bouer  door, 
Kuiming  doun  her  jcllow  hair ; 

Shi!  spied  some  nuM  growin  in  the  vnd, 
And  wish'd  that  shu  yiaa  there. 

Sho  has  plailed  lier  yellow  lovki 

A  little  abuTiv  her  bree ; 
Anil  ahe  has  kilted  her  putl^costs 

A  little  below  her  knee; 
And  sbe'i  alTta  Alulberry  wuil, 

Aa  &st  aa  she  coald  gae. 

Sbe  had  na  pu'd  a  nut,  a  nut 

A  nut  but  barely  an«, 
Till  up  tlarlcd  the  Hynde  Elin, 

Says,  "  Lady  I  let  thac  aUoo." 

"  Mulberry  wuds  are  a'  my  ain ; 
Kty  father  "icd  tliem  me. 
To  sport  and  play  when  I  thongibt  Ung; 
And  lUoy  tall  na  be  tane  by  thee." 


HTXDB   ETUf. 

lepn'd  die  tith«r  bcrrie. 

3'  llie  skulb ; 
"  To  vrnig  je,  llyniie  EtiD, 
I  wa>]  be  uDco  lutli." 

fiul  be  haa  tone  her  b]'  tlie  j-dloo  loclu, 

And  liol  her  till  ft  trcc^, 
AdiI  uM.  "  For  slichling  mv  coumuindti 

An  ill  deulh  iliall  }C  tlrL-u.~ 

He  puM  B  tree  oat  o'  the  wuil, 

Tbe  biggest  thai  was  Uierc  ; 
Adi]  be  lio"kit  a  eave  moaie  Inlbonu  deep, 

Ami  put  ilaj  Marg'rL't  iln're. 

'How  rml  ye  ibcre,  yc  samii;  may  ; 

Uy  Huds  are  free  far  ihuo ; 
And  pt  I  cak  ye  to  myscU, 

Tbe  Utter  ye'  U  like  mu.' 

Ka  real,  na  rest  May  SJarg*rcl  took, 

Sc«p  she  got  neviT  n.iny  ; 
Her  bock  lay  on  tbe  caulil,  cauU  iloor. 

Hep  bead  upon  a  Hone. 

'  O  tak  me  out,"  May  Mai^ret  cned, 

U  lak  me  hame  (o  thee ; 
And  I  sail  b«  your  bounOeu  pa^ 
Until  the  day  I  dee." 

He  took  bcr  out  o'  the  duageou  deep, 

And  sua  vrV  him  she'a  gaue  ; 
Out  tad  yias  the  day  on  earl'a  docbter 

Gaed  home  wi'  Uynde  Etin. 


Ir  fell  out  3nce  upon  a  day, 

Hyode  Etin's  to  tlie  hunting  gane; 

And  be  bus  tano  wi'  bim  his  oldest  Niii 
For  to  carry  his  game. 

"01  wad  ask  you  Boiuething,  father, 

Ad  yo  widna  angry  bo  ;  " — 
"  Aak  on,  ask  on,  my  eldest  son, 

Aak  onio  thing  at  me." 

■*  My  mother'a  cheeks  are  ait  times  weet, 
Alas !  they  are  seidoin  dry ; " — 

*'  Na  vrandcr,  na  wonder,  my  eldest  eon, 
Tho'  ebe  should  brast  and  die. 

"  For  your  mother  was  an  earl's  docbter, 
Of  noble  birth  and  fame; 
And  nov  abe's  nite  o'  Hyndo  Etin, 
Wba  ne'er  got  chriatendanie. 

"  But  veil  shoot  the  laverock  in  the  lift, 
The  biintlln  on  llie  tree ; 
And  ye'Il  tak  ibent  bamo  to  your  mother, 
And  see  if  she'll  comforted  be." 


■*!  wad  ask  ye  something,  mother, 
An'  ye  wadiia  angry  be ; " — 

"  Ask  on,  ask  on,  my  eldest  sea,  

Ask  onie  thin<;  at  me." 


HTNDE  ETIN. 
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**  Yoar  cheeks  they  are  afl  times  weet, 
Alas  I  they're  seldom  dry ; " — 

**  Na  wonder,  na  wonder,  my  eldest  son, 
Tho'  I  should  brast  and  die. 


'*  For  I  was  ance  an  earl's  dochter. 
Of  noble  birth  and  €ame ; 
And  now  I  am  the  wife  of  Hynde  £tin, 
Wha  ne'er  got  christendame." 


:  OI.DP  AND  THE  ELF-KINGT5 
DAUGHTElt.  (See  jy.  192.) 

This  a  a  Irtinslation  by  Jumieson  ^Popular  , 
and  Sonffs,  i.  310),  of  tho  Danish  Bli/estud  (Abr 
son,  i.  237}.     Lewis  bos  given  a  vi^reion  of  tiiea 
in  the  Tales  n/Wonihr,  (Sa  10.)     The  i-onv^ 
ing   Swedish   balliul,   The  Etf-Womtin  and  Sir  t 
(Afzelius,  iii.  16a)  ia  translated  by  Kcightlef,  Fak 
Mythology,  p.  84.     This  ballad  occun  ali     '     " 
Faroiafa,  and  Icelandic. 

or  the  same  class  arc  Elftr  Hill,  (from 
Jamieson,  i.  835 ;  from  tlio  Swfdiah,  Keightlej',  G 
Ihroagh  the  German,  Talet  of  Wnniltr,  No.  6 :)  i 
tKo/m  fie  EUt-Dmict,  (Keightiey.  82;   LUtf 
and  Romnnee  of  Northern  Earoiie,  by  William  • 
Mary  Uowitl,  i.  369  :)    TTie  Aferman  and  Mta-. 
Dawjkttr,  (fmrn  the  Danish,  Jamiuion,  i. 
1^  Wonder,  No.  11:)  the  Breton  tale  of  lorrfAlmi 
and  the  Korrigan,  (Keightley,  433  :)  three  Stdiic  t 
Ia4s  referred  lo  by  Grundtvig,  (_Elvtd'ud,  i~ 
Sir  Petdr  of  Statiffenbergh  and  /he  Mermaid,  (fVom  4 
Gorman,  Jatnicson,  lllaslralions  of  Northtrn  Aal 
tttM,  SS7,)  and  tha  wull-knawn  FixcSer  of  (J 


THE  EUr-KIXG  a  DACOOTSK. 


And  liglilJf  t^  elves,  ste  f«at  and  free, 
They  dani**  all  under  the  greenwood  tre«  I 


jlnd  ilk«re  danced  &vt,  and  there  danred  five  ] 
The  Elf-King's  dangler  ahe  reekit  bilive. 


Ser  hand  to  Sir  Oluf  s 
'  O  welcome,  Sir  Oluf^  c( 


I  fair  and  &ee : 


''  1o  dance  «i'  tbee  ne  dare  1,  ne  may ; 
Tbe  okom  it  ii  my  bridal  daj".' 


'  O  come.  Sir  OlnF,  and  dance  wi'  mo ; 
fwa  buckikin  boots  I'U  give  to  thee; 


*  Twa  buckskin  boots,  that  n't  su 
"Wi'  gilded  epurs  sae  ritb  and  n 


'  And  hear  je.  Sir  Olaf  1  come  dncce  n 
•And  a  silken  tark  I'll  give  to  tbee  ; 


"  A  lilken  sark  eae  white  and  6De, 
That  my  mother  bleached  in  the  u 


nnunna  como  danoa  ni'  theeij 
n  m^  bridal  da;  maun  I 


•'  O  hear  yc.  Sir  Oluf  I  pome  dnncc  « 
And  a  holmt't  o'  goud  I'll  give  to  ihen."    i 


"  And  winna  tbou  dance,  Sir  Oluf,  wi'  msB 
Then  siL'kness  and  pain  shall  follow  tlteetf 


imitten  Sir  Oluf— it  sirak  to  hia  Ueq 
veT  betbre  hod  kent  sic  a  smart; 


Tben  lifted  him  up  on  bis  ambler  red  ; 
'*  And  now,  Sir  Oluf,  ride  home  (o  thjr  brid 


■■  O  hear  yc.  Sir  Oluf,  my  ain  dear  wi 
Wharelo  is  your  lire  sao  bias  and  won  T*i 


"  O  well  may  my  lire  bo  wan  and  bine. 
For  1  ha'e  been  in  the  elf-womens*  pUy.*^ 


"  0  hear  ye,  Sir  Oluf,  my  son,  my  pride. 
And  what  shall  I  say  to  tby  young  bride  ^ 


"  Ye'll  say,  that  IVe  ridden  but  into  the  wood. 
To  prieve  gin  my  bono  and  houmls  are  good." 


^L:  -KIN   •  5    T'AV  •  II  .  :  T.. 

Ear  or.  the  mom.  vban  niiib:  was  £ri"<?. 
The  bnde  she  cam  wT  the  bridal  train. 

Tbev  skinketl  the  mead. and  ther  skinked  the  wine: 
**  O  whare  b  Sir  Olnf^  bndoEroom  mine  ?  * 


'  Sir  Olof  has  ridden  but  into  the  wood. 

To  priere  gin  his  horse  and  hoands  are  goo<i/ 

And  she  took  np  the  scarlet  red. 

And  there  lajr  Sir  Olnf^  and  he  was  dead  1 

Ear  on  the  mom^  whan  it  was  dar, 

Three  likes  were  ta'en  frae  the  castle  awar ; 

Sir  Olof  the  leal,  and  his  bride  sae  fiur. 
And  his  mither,  that  died  wf  sorrow  and  care. 

And  lightljT  the  elves  sae  feat  and  free, 
Thej  dance  all  under  the  greenwood  tree  I 


FRAGMENT  OF  THE  D.EMON  LOV 

(See  p.  iOl.) 

(Mothom-eH'a  Ws*(re/*jf,  p.  S2.) 

"I  iiAVB  seven  ehips  upon  the  sea, 
LiuloD  with  the  finest  gold, 
And  mariners  lo  wait  na  upou ;  — 
All  Uiese  you  may  behold. 

"  And  I  have  sliocs  for  my  love's  feet, 
B<!alen  of  the  purest  gold. 
Anil  lined  wi'  ibe  velvet  k)I\, 
To  keep  my  love'«  feet  from  the  cold. 

**  O  how  do  you  love  the  ship,"  ho  said, 

"  Or  how  do  you  love  tlio  sea  ? 
And  hgw  do  you  love  the  hold  marinera 
Tliat  wait  upon  thea  and  me  ?  " 

•*  O  I  do  love  the  ship,"  she  aaid, 
"  And  I  do  love  ihe  wa ; 
But  woe  be  to  the  dim  mariners, 
That  nowhere  I  can  see." 

They  had  not  eailod  a  mile  am^i^ 

Never  a  mile  but  one, 
When  aho  bejfan  to  weep  and  raonm, 

And  to  tliink  on  her  little  wen  «oa. 


FUAGIIKNT   OF  THE   DSMON  ^LOTER.      3( 

"  O  hold  your  tongue,  my  dear,"  he  tald, 
"  And  lot  all  your  weeping  abce, 
For  rU  soon  eliow  la  you  how  tho  lilies  grow 
On  the  banks  of  Italy." 

They  hud  not  salleii  a  mile  awa', 

Never  a  mile  but  two, 
Until  she  espied  his  cloven  foot, 

From  bis  gay  robca  stitking  thro". 

They  bad  not  sailed  a  mile  awa'. 

Never  a  mile  but  three, 
When  dark,  dark,  grew  his  eerie  looka, 

And  r^Dg  grew  the  sea. 

They  liad  not  sailed  a  milo  awa', 

Never  a  mile  but  Tour, 
When  tho  littlo  wee  ahip  ran  round  alwuL 

And  never  was  Been  more  I 


CONSTANTINE  AND  AEETE.    Bee  p.  Sir. 

Wk  are  indebted  for  the  following  receosioa  ol 
Caralantine  and  Areli  to  Mr.  Sophocles  of  Harranl 
College.  It  is  constructed  from  Faurial's  text,  com- 
bined with  a  copy  in  Zambelios's  'Aurfutra  ^tjiunua, 
and  with  3  veruon  taken  down  from  the  recitation  of 
a  Cretan  woman.  Tiie  translation  is  by  the  aiilflil 
hand  of  Professor  Felton. 

Wc  maj-  notice  by  the  way  that  sereral  vernoni  of 
this  piece  are  given  by  Tommaseo,  In  his  Canti  Popo- 
lari  ToDcant,  elc.iii.  S41. 

Kama  /li  nit  tvria  ami  v'wit  KaX  /li  t^  pia  aou  i^pj, 

T^if  iix*'  flidSixa  )(pmriiy  K  f  Xioc  Sin  ami  r^K  tide, 
Z  TO  iTKOTfUili  T^r  iJXuwyff,  '(  T  Sipryya  t^t  cnX/urt, 
'2  t'  iKFtfii  icai  's  Toil  avyrpiyu  ra   c^Jittcu^r  rd  tryovpa 

'H  yntanii  ill'  ^$'pi  noit  fi.V'i  Buyartpa, 

Koi  TTfwfina  aav  ^ijiavt  ana  Hi  BadvXuiFi]. 

Of  oKra  <i3(p<{M  Btv  SiXovM,  Hal  &  Kaaravrufu  AXn* 

"  Ais  njw,  iiAyra,  Sis  ttjw  t^c  'A/mt^  'f  ro  ^m, 
Kii  'x"  «'  *yi  jrapTyopta  'i  r^  nx/ia'm  iroS  itioj^'itrtg."   1» 

"  ♦p^wfiDi  cfrrai,  Kanrrair-^,  |i  Sax^it  oiriXoy^fljr" 

To  Sta  Tqt  ^o^ft  'VyW  "'^  ""^^  dyiowt  fiapripmit, 


\-  i  -     \ 


To  Ai  fiof  'jJloXrc  ryyrri  cat  twt  ^«ori  »ajyri-.TciT, 

Kovn  TO  avyrftpo  aXoyo,  c^  r*  ovr^  oaXi^uijt, 

%Mm«  T^  nu  jfrm^ocvnu  ofov  V  ro  ^WyyoyMca. 
Aa'iyiM^ii  Tifv  i^ogfirrafi  cm  atroftoKpui  rift  Xryvu 

AAi^uwo,  aO€p<paKi  ^loi'.  cat  n     wr  ro^T    ^  wpa  . 
Af  fv*  X^'V^  *^  ^  (TTCTi  ^f,  M  3aX*»  ra  ;(^va  mov^    M 
Koi  &m  wixpa,  aifptPaxi  fUH.\  ma  *p&i^  its  cu^f  c^aoc. 

^  Mt^c  wucpa  /ifSc  ;^a|M  *   c  Xa  •»(  co^ak  cccrut. 
"2  rif  arpara  wov  dui^aiwa»€f  *s  r^  a-rfiora  ww  xaytwrnm^ 
Ajtovr  wovXia  icax  ciXudof  r,  ocotv  flrovXia  coc  XcW  * 

**  TuL  dc(  Korc  Xa  ofxop<f>^  vo  ocpiny  awtBafurot .         S 
**  Akowcc,  KtMrramicij  /tov,  W  XcW  ra  trovXaxui ;  ^* 

^novXoKia  *m  cat  2r  nXadotv,  stHrXacm  *rr  nu  ^ 
Xcr€.'' 
Koi  irapajrci  iroO  trayaipom  cat  aXXa  irovXta  rot-v  Xcyor  * 

'^  T»  ^Xfwovfit  ra  SXicitpa  ra  wapaworffxtra  ; 
Na  wfpvarovv  oi  ^otrrai^  /ic  row  ojrcAifi€w>i-f  ;  "         «c 

**  Aicovcrcff,  KoacrruyrcLnj  fi<w,  r«  Xci^  ra  iruvXcucca  ; 
*^  UovXaxta  *V€  rut  ar  KiXadovp,  vxtvXoKia  W  ciac  of  Xoc. 

"  Ex^«  ^paSi'i  €infyap.(  Kara  *s  rop  'Aiyiamnrj^ 

K  €$vfuia'€  fias  6  ir^Traf  /a€  to  iroXu  Xi^::^t.^  » 

Kai  wap€fnrp6s  nov  myyayc,  <cai  oXXa  rrouXia  row  Xcif  • 

O  ^c  fi€yaXodvimfif,  ^eyaXo  &d;j.a  Kapfn  I 

TcroMx  navoiprfA  Xvytpri  va  trfpyjj  dizfBap^voi ! 

«   aicov(r€  TToXf  ^  ^Aptrrj  k   €ppdyi(r   fj  xapdid  rrjf 
vou  I.  20 


CONSTANTINE   I 


'■''Axovoit,  Kuirrav 


TafiaSupa  i 


v  apaxvuurfuva 


<|(,  i^avm  n'.  QH)tf(,  kqI  va  t^i^  'Aprrri  trow."  •» 
1^6  dio  CTDU  '^aXa  eyyvTjf  Ka\  tovt  aytovs  pa^jTvpovt, 


CONSTANTINE  AND  ARETR 

O  MOTHER,  thoQ  With  thy  nine  son*,  and  with  one 

only  daoghter, 
Ilune  only  daughter,  well  beloTed,  the  dearest  of  thj 

children, 
For  twelTO  years  thoa  didst  keep  the  maid,  the  ran 

did  not  behold  her. 
Whom  in  the  darkness  thoa  didst  bathe,  in  secret  braid 

her  tresses. 
And  by  the  starlight  and  the  dawn,  didst  wind  her 

curling  ringlets, 
Kor  knew  the  neighborhood  that  thoa  didst  haTe  so 

fair  a  daughter, — 
When  came    to    thee  from  Babylon  a  woer's  soft 

entreaty: 
Eight  of  the  brothers  yielded  not,  but  Constantine 

consented. 
••  O  mother  give  thine  Arete,  bestow  her  on  the 

stranger, 
That  I  may  have  her  solace  dear  when  far  away  I 

wander." 
**  Though  thou  art  wise,  my  Constantine,  thou  hast 

unwbely  spoken : 
Be  woe  my  lot  or  be  it  joy,  who  will  restore  my 

daughter  ?  " 


He  calls  to  vitoess  God  above,  be  colla  the  bol} 
Be  woo  hor  lot,  or  be  It  joy,  he  would  restore  her 

And  when   lliey  wedded   Arete,  in   that  far  distant 

country, 
Then  comcB  the  3-ear  of  sorrowing,  and  all  the   nini 

did  perish. 
All   lonely  waa  the   inotber  luli,  like  a  reed  alone  in 

tbe  meadow; 
O'er  Ibe  ei^ht  graves  she  beats  her  breast,  o'er  eigbt  b 

heard  her  irailing, 
And  At  the  loaib  of  Constandne,  she  rends  her  bwi 

iu  anguiab. 
"Arim,  luy   Constantine,  oHse,  for   Arete   I   lan- 

On  God  to  witness  thou  didst  caU,  didst  caU  the  bolj 

martyn. 
Be  woe  my  lot  or  bo  it  joy,  thou  wouldal  ref>tom 

daughter," 
And  forth  at  midnigbt  hour  be  fares,  the  mlent 

deserting, 
lie  makes  the  cloud  bis  flying  steed,  be  makes  the  sUr 

his  bridle, 
And  by  tbe  ulver  moon  convoyed,  to  bring  her  home 

be  journeys i 
And  finds  her  combing  down  her  locks,  abroad  by 

silvery  moonligUt, 
And   greets   the   maiden   from   afar,  and   from  a&r 

bespeaks  ber.  ' 
"Arise,   my   Arelula   dear,   for   Ihee    our  mother 

loiigclh." 
"Alas!  my   brother,  what  is  tbisV    what  wouMli 

such  on  bour  ? 


holy 
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STISE   AND    ARilTE. 
iliatant  homf,   I   wear  my  golden 
I  go  as  now  Pm 


It  joy  bedcle  c 
ToimenX, 
t  woe  bctitle,  dear  brother 
itaodiog." 

"Think  not  of  joy,  think  not  of  wo© — return  as  hero 
ibou  nam! est." 
^^nd  wkUe  lliey  journey  on  the  way,  all  on  lUe  way 

^^pbey  heir  the  Birds,  and  what  they  aiug.  and  what  the 
^F  Birds  are  saying. 

"  Bo  I  Boe  the  miuden  all  ao  fur,  a  Ghost  it  is  that 
bears  her." 
■*  Didst  hear  the  Bii'da,  my  Constautino,  didst  list  to 

what  they're  saying?" 
t'l'Tea:  they  are  Birds,  and  let  them  aing,  they're 
Birds,  and  let  them  chatter ; " 
1  yonder,  as  they  journey  on,  will  other  Bird* 
ralute  them. 
**  What  do  wo  see,  unhappy  oaes,  ah !  woe  is  fallen 

■  t  there  the  living  sweep  along,  and  with  the  dead 
they  travel." 
V''Didst  hear,  niy  brother  Conatanliiie,  what  yonder 
Birds  are  saying  V  " 
fl'es !  Birds  are  they,  and  let  them  sing,  they're  Birds, 
and  let  them  ehalter." 
"1  fear  for  thee,  my  Brother  dear,  for  iLou  dost 

breathe  of  incense." 
Ut  evening  late  we  viated  the  ohureb  of  Saint 

Johannes, 
d  there  the  priest  perfumed  me  o'er  with  clouds  of 
&agrant  incense." 
f  Asd  onward  as  ihcy  hold  their  way,  still  othei  Birds 
bespeak  them : 


O  God.  liow  woQdroQS  is  Ihy  power,  wlial  miracle) 
tliou  workesl ! 
d  Eo  ):riii:io|i3  and  m  fair,  &  Ghost  it  U  thai 

'Twas  heard  again  by  Arete,  and  now  her  heart 

Didit  hearken,  brolber  Conslantine.  to  wliat  the  Bird* 


Say  wbera  are  now  thy  waving  locks,  tliy  atrong  (hick 
bcanl,  where  is  it  V  " 
"  A  siukncra  sure  liaa  roe  befallen,  and  brought  ma 


They  find  the  houec  all  locked  and  barred,  they  find 

it  Lirred  and  bolted, 
Aod   all   thu   wiodowi   of  the   hoaae   with   cobwebi 


Uulook,   O   mother   i 


:,  uuloek,  thinu  Areto  thou 


■*  If  tbou  art  Charon,  get  thee  gone — I  have  no  other 
children : 

My  hapless  Arete  afar,  in  stranger  lands  ta  dwell- 
ing." 
'■  Unlock,  O  mother  mine,  unlock,  thy  Conttandno 

I  colled   to   wilness   God   above,   I   calle<l    the   bol* 

martyrs, 
Were  woe  thy  lot,  or  wore  it  joy,  1  would  reston 

daugbler." 
And  when  unto  tbe  door  she  came,  her  8oul  from  J 

her  departed. 


A  Merg  Ballet  of  the  Ilathome  Tre,  from  a  SIS.  in 
the  Cotlon  Library,  VespiulaD,  A.  xxv.  Thu  JUS.  has 
*■  6.  Peele  "  appended  la  it,  but  in  a.  liiin<l  more  mod- 
em Uian  the  bitllad.  Mr.  Dyce,  vriih  very  gcxiJ  renson, 
"doubts  "  wbetlier  Peele  is  the  author  ol"  (lie  ballad, 
but  has  printed  it,  Ptielo'e  Worin,  ii.  2,16.  It  \a  given 
&1m  by  Evans,  i.  842,  and  partly  in  Cbappcll'ii  Popxh 
tar  iluiic.  i.  64. 

The  true  character  of  thts  piece  vrould  never  be 
■uapecteil  by  one  reading  it  in  English.  The  same  ia 
true  of  the  German,  nh ere  tfatt  ballad  u  very  common, 
ud  muth  prettier  than  in  English,  e.  g.  Dm  MUdchtn 
U»d  Uie  liastl,  Dai  MMchen  vnd  der  Sagebaum, 
Erie's  LiederhaTi,  No.  33,  five  copies ;  HolTiuann, 
SehUtitehe  VoltsUeder,  No.  100,  three  copies,  etc.  In 
Daniah  and  Swedish  we  find  a  firtumslantial  Blory 
Jomjrutn  i  Linden,  Grundtvig,  No.  liG ,  Liiiden,  Saett- 
tta  Folkvitor,  No.  87.  The  tree  it  an  enchanted 
domiel,  one  of  eleven  children  transformed  by  a  Etep- 
OMtlier  into  various  lera  troublesome  things,  and  the 
•pell  can  be  removed  only  by  a  kiss  from  the  king's 
MMt.  By  the  intervention  of  the  maiden,  (bis  rite  is 
peribrmed,  and  (he  beautiful  linden  is  changed  to  as 
beautiful  a  young  woman,  who  of  courae  becomes  the 


prince's  bride.  A  Wendish  bnllad  resembling  Al 
German  is  given  by  Hitupt  nnd  Sohnialer,  and  Uslilull 
akin  to  tbe  Danish,  are  found  in  Slovensk  and  UA- 
asaian  (lee  Grundtvig). 

It  was  a  muide  of  my  coualr^ 
As  she  cnme  by  a  halhome-ire, 
Aa  full  or  flowera  as  might  be  seen) 
'  She '  merveld  to  se  the  tree  so  grene. 

At  lust  she  asked  of  rhis  tre, 
"  Howe  came  Ihia  freshness  unto  ihe, 
And  every  brancfae  so  faire  and  cleans  t. 
I  merraile  that  you  growe  so  grene." 

The  Ire  '  made  '  answere  by  and  by ; 
"  1  have  good  cauase  to  growe  triumphal 
Tlie  aivelest  dewe  that  ever  be  & 
Dolh  fall  on  me  to  kepe  me  grei 

"  Yea,"  quoth  the  maid,  "but  where  yougrowf. 

You  atande  at  bande  for  every  blowe ; 

Of  every  man  for  to  be  seen  j 

I  mervaile  that  you  growe  so  grene." 


"  Though  many  one  take  flowers  from  m^^ 
And  mnnye  a  bnmche  out  of  my  Ire, 
I  have  suche  store  they  wyll  not  be  S' 

Formoriiand  more  my 'tweggi-a'"  growe  grenft' 

1  IWttlgW. 


I 


I 
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I  "  Bal  iiowe  and  tbtw  ch&anoe  to  cut  ibe  dovne, 
.  And  eaiTj  (hie  brauncbes  inia  tbe  lowiie? 
TbcD  wiU  ibej  never  no  more  be  sene 
To  growfl  HgaiiM  so  [re$he  and  grene." 

"  T1>oa«li  that  yon  do,  yl  ys  no  boote  t 
Altboughe  ihey  ciit  me  lo  ihe  roole, 
Nexl  yere  againe  1  Kill  be  sent 
To  bude  my  branches  freshe  and  grene. 

"  And  yoa,  &ii«  maide,  canne  nol  do  so : 
F«r  yf  yoa  let  yoare  maid-liode  goe. 
Then  will  yi  never  no  more  be  ^ne. 
As  I  with  my  brsnnuhes  can  growe  grene." 

The  eaaide  wylh  ibat  beganne  lo  btushe, 

And  turned  her  from  tbe  hatbome-bushe  ; 

She  ibough[i]e  bcr^elfie  so  laire  and  dene. 


Her  bcwtie  sty  II  would  e 


r  growe  grene. 


tVhan  that  she  barde  this  marvelous  dowbi< 
8be  wandered  siyll  then  all  nboule. 
Suspecting  i^till  whnl  she  would  wene, 
Her  mnid-heade  lost  would  never  be  seen. 


Wyth  rnany  a  siglie,  she  went  lier  wayo. 
To  ee  howe  she  made  herselff  so  gay. 
To  walke.  to  se,  and  to  be  sene, 
&.ud  ao  oul-faced  the  buthome  grene. 
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Beisidcs  all  tbal,  yl  put  her  in  feare 
To  talke  with  cotnpanj'e  anye  where, 
For  feare  lo  losse  the  thinge  thai  sbuld  be  bi 
To  growl!  Rs  were  the  hathome  grene. 

But  aOer  ibis  never  oould  I  here 
Of  ibis  fuire  mayclcn  any  where, 
Tbot  ever  alie  waa  iu  forcEi  sene 
To  talke  againe  of  the  hathome  grene. 
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EilH»*t  Aneiemt  Somgg,  L  141,  Sandrs**  Okruhmtu  CanU,  |* 
4:  from  the  Sloaoe  IIS.,  No.  2dd3  (temp.  Hen.  VL) 


This  curious  little  ballad  was  sang  as  a  carol  for  8t 
Stephen's  Day.  Its  counterpart  is  found  in  Danish 
(though  not  in  an  ancient  form),  printed  in  Erik  Pon- 
toppidan's  book  on  the  relics  of  Heathenism  and  Pa- 
pistry in  Denmark,  1786  (Jesusbarnetj  Stefan^  og 
HerofJeSj  Grundtvig,  Xo.  96).  There  is  also  a  similar 
ballad  in  Faroish.  Onlv  a  slight  trace  of  the  ston*  is 
now  left  in  the  Swedish  Slaffans  llsa  (StenA'a  F,  F., 
No.  99),  which  is  sung  as  a  carol  on  St.  Stephen's  Day, 
as  mav  very  well  have  been  the  case  with  the  Danish 
and  Faroish  ballads  too. 

The  miracle  of  the  roasted  cock  occurs  in  manr 
other  legends.  The  earliest  mention  of  it  is  in  Vin- 
cent of  Beauvais's  Speculum  IlUtoriale^  L.  xxv.  c.  64. 
It  is  commonly  ascribed  to  St  James,  sometimes  to  the 
Vir^n.  (See  the  preface  to  the  ballad  in  Grundtvig, 
and  to  Southey's  PUgrim  to  Compostella ;  also  Wolfs 
Proben  portugiesischer  u.  catalanischer  VMsromanzen, 
Der  PUger,  p.  58,  and  Kohler,  Jahrbuch  fiir  roman- 
ische  u,  englische  LUeratur,  iii.  58.)  We  meet  with 
it  in  another  English  carol  called  The  Carnal  *  and 
the  Cranej  printed  in  Sandys's  collection,  p.  152,  from 
a  broailside  copy,  corrupt  and  almost  unintelligible 

•crow? 


p^^ 

^ 

^^^H 

^I^^B^B^^^^I 
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^1 

^M                          in  iilnccs.     The  stanza:  wiiiL-li  contnin  the  aun^^^l 

^H                          the  (ollciwing :  — 

^^H 

k 

Thore  iru  ■  lUr  in  ibe  Went  lud,            ^^^H 
So  bright  il        appenr                            ^^^^| 

Into  Kliig  Henxl'i  chumticr,                          ^^^^| 
And  when  King  H(M^>d  wore.                 ^^^H 

H 

The  Wi<(!  Men  toon  »pi«)  it,                    ^^^H 

And  totd  the  ki>ig  on  h«h.                     ^^H 

A  princely  bnbe  wa  bom  thu  ni(^        ^^^^H 

M»  king  could  s'er  ialwj.                    ^^^^ 

H 

-IftbLbetruB." 

"A>  thou  lelleit 

Tbii  routed  cock 

Shall  cn>w  full 

King:  Herod  uia,          '^^H 
iu>t  li»'ln  the  diih       ^^^H 

H 

The  cock  toon  r™ 
By  tbe  work  of 

And  tben  three  fe 
In  the  dish  ohe 

bir  r«Iher'dwu,           ^^^^| 
li»i's  oim  fauid,              ^^H 
eei  crowed  he,              ^^^^H 

t  be                               ^^^H 

r' 

"  Riie  up,  riH  up,  tod  men?  men  »n,        ^^^^H 
See  thil  ;aa  midy  bei                           ^^^H 

All  children  DQder  too  :re>no)d               ^^^M 
Kaw  ilnin  they  All  ihiU  be."                    ^^^H 

^^                        Skyxt  Stetbkb  was  n  clerk  in  kyng  Ho^^^^ 

^M                        And  servvd  him  of  bred  anJ  dotli,  as  ever  kyng 
■                                    befnlle.' 

^M                        Stevj-n   out  of  kecbon 

■                                         honde 

cam,  vyth  borls  bed  on 

^H                        Ho  saw  a  sti^rr  wn^  fny 
^B                                    sloade. 

and  brj'ght  ovm-  Bfldta^J 

^ 

•TOmd,V 

itfyB.         ^^^M 
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He  kjst'  adoon  the  bores  hed,  and  went  into  the 

halle : 
'^I  forsake  the,  kyng  Herowdes,  and  thi  werkes 

alle. 

**  I  forsak  the,  kyng  Herowdes,  and  thi  werkes  alle : 
Ther  is  a  chyld  in  Bedlem  born  is  beter  than  we 
alle." 

**  Quhat  eylyt^the,  Stevene  ?  quhat  is  the  befalle  ?* 
XiOkkjt  the   eyther    mete    or    drynk    in    kjng 
Herowdes  halle  ?  " 

•*Lakit   me   neyther   mete   ne   drynk    in    kyng 

Herowdes  halle : 
Ther  is  a  chyld  in  Bedlem  born  is  beter  than  we 

alle." 


u 


Quhat  eylyt  the,  Stevyn?  art  thu  wod,''or  thif 
gy nnyst  to  brede  ?  * 
Lakkyt  the  eythar  gold  or  fe,*  or  ony  ryche  wede^?" 

•*Lakyt  *me*  neyther  gold  ne  fe,  ne'non  rycho 

wede ; 
Ther  is  a  chyld  in  Bedlem  born  xal  ^  helpen  us  at 

our  nede." 

**  That  is  al  so  soth,*  Stevyn,  al  so  sotli,  i-wys,*" 
As  this  capon  crowe  xal  that  lyth  her  in  myn  dysh." 

1  kyst,  cniL  *  eylyt,  aiUth.  8  wod,  mad.  *  gynnyst  to 
brede,  beginneri  to  entertain  capricUnu  fandet^  like  a  woman, 
&e.  6  fe,  wages.  >  wede,  clothes.  7  ne,  nor.  *  xall,  shall. 
•  Both,  true,     ^  i-wys,  for  a  certainty. 
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Tliat  woril  was  not  so  sone  seyd,  that  word  in  that 


the  lordea  alle. 


,  Christus  n&tcs  est!  among 


"  Ejsyl  up,  myo  turmeni 


I,  be  lo'and  al  be 


Tokjii Lc* Stevene,  and  alonyd  bym  in  ibe  wayu 
And  therefor  is  bis  evjn  on  Crjilea  owyn  inj,  : 


ENGLISH  AND   SCOTTISH 


BALLADS. 


VOLUME  n. 


BOOK  n. 


GIJiSGEBlON. 


e  rabjw*, 


The  two  follawtng  talbdi  hnve  the 
■nd  perliaps  had  a  coaunon  original.  The  " 
Glaskykiok'  u  lionoamblj  mentione'l  as  a  harper 
l)v  Ctaufpr.  in  campftnr  with  Chiron.  Orion,  and  Or- 
fbcos,  (Home  a/ Fame.  B.  iii.v.1l8.)  and  with  (he 
Lot  lie  u  ^m  unoL'iaiad.  as  Mr.  FinUy  lias  pwnleilout, 
b}  Bishop  Itauglu,  in  the  I'a/ier  0/  Honour.  ••  The 
SuMtish  wriM;™,'*  »»ja  JatuiuMn,  "  idipting  iho  name 
lo  ibeir  on^  oieriijian.  fall  Hiiu  (Ilknkisdy,  Glkx- 

Gltugtrion  a  reprinted  from  Pcivy'i  Reliquer,  iii.  RS 

: 


Glasokriox  wna  a  kings  owne  Gonne, 

And  a  liar]>er  he  vas  goode ; 
He  lmr|>cil  in  llie  kings  cliambere. 


Where  ( 


itppen 


Rudlc  stoode. 


GLA90ERI0X. 

ADd  soe  (lid  bee  in  die  queei 
Till  lodiea  waxed  wood. 

And  then  bespoke  tLe  kingea  daughter. 
And  these  wordcs  thus  shee  e&jd  i — 

"  Strike  on,  strike  on,  Gla-tgerion, 
Of  thy  striking  doe  not  blinne  ; 

Theres  never  a  stroke  conies  oer  lliy  h 
But  it  glada  my  hart  wiihinne." 

"  Faire  might  him  fell, '  ladye,"  quoth  Ii 
"  Who  faught  you  nowe  lo  speake  I 

i  have  loved  you,  ladye,  seven  longe  t 
My  harte  I  neere  durst  breake." 

-  But  come  to  my  bower,  my  Glaagerioi 

When  all  men  are  ntt  rest : 
As  I  am  a  ladie  true  of  my  promise, 

Thou  shall  bee  a  welcome  guesL" 

Home  then  came  Glasgerion, 

A  glad  man,  lord  !  was  hee : 
**  And,  come  thou  hither,  JatJte  my  1kij'>  1 

Come  hither  ualo  race. 

-For  the  kinges  daughter  of  Normandyfll 

HutJi  granted  mee  my  booiie; 
And  att  her  eluunberc  mu^t  I  bee 

BeSbre  the  cocke  have  crowen." 


GLASGEIttOK. 

ST,  master,"  ihea  quoth  liee, 
r  joar  head  downe  on  tkU  stono ; 
[iriU  waken  you,  master  decree 
Afore  it  be  time  (o  gone." 

But  up  then  rose  Ihat  lillier  Udd, 
Aiid  hose  and  shoone  did  uti ; 

A  (toUcr  he  cast  upon  his  ofcke, 
Hee  seemed  a  gentleman. 

And  when  he  came  to  the  hidycs  chamber. 

He  (hrild  upon  a  pinn : 
The  lady  was  true  ol'  her  promise. 

And  n»e  and  lett  him  imi. 

He  did  not  take  the  ludy  g-.iye 

To  bouUter  nor  to  bed  : 
[Nor  thoughe  hee  hnd  hi*  wieked  wille, 

A  single  word  he  sed.] 

He  did  not  kisse  thai  ladjes  moiilhe, 
Nor  when  he  came,  nor  yode  : 

And  aore  that  ladye  did  mifltriisl, 
He  was  of  some  churls  bloud. 

But  home  then  came  I  hat  iither  ladd, 
And  did  off  his  hose  and  shoone ; 

And  cast  the  coUer  from  off  his  necke : 
He  was  but  a  churlea  $onne. 


"  Awake,  awoke,  my  doere  master, 
The  cock  liath  well-nigh  crowen  i 

Awoke,  awake,  my  master  deere, 
I  hold  it  time  to  be  gone. 

"  For  I  have  saddled  your  horsse,  master, 
Wi^U  bridled  I  liav<!  your  stoede. 

And  I  have  served  you  a  good  bre&kfiutf 
For  thereof  ye  h&vt  need," 

Up  then  rose  good  Glasgerion, 

And  did  on  liose  ajid  shoone, 

And  cast  a  collcr  about  his  nccke : 

For  be  wa&  a  kinge  Ids  sonne. 

And  when  be  came  to  the  ladyes  chs 

He  ibrilled  upon  ibepinue; 
The  ladye  was  more  than  true  of  pro 

And  rose  and  let  him  mo. 

"  O  whellicr  have  you  left  with  me 

Tour  brarelet  or  your  glove? 
Or  arc  you  returned  back  ngaine 

To  know  more  of  my  love  ?  " 


Glasgerion  swore  a  full  great  othe. 
By  oake,  and  ashc,  and  tbome  ; 

"  Ladye,  I  w(u  never  in  your  oluunbOre, 
Silh  the  time  llutt  I  wiw  bomo." 


GLASGERIO.K.  ' 

"  O  then  it  was  your  lither '  foot-page, 

He  hath  Leguileil  mee  ; " 
Then  shee  puUed  forth  a  little  pen-knifTe, 

That  hanged  by  her  knee. 

Sayes,  "  there  shnll  never  tkw  L-litir!&s  blood 

Witliin  my  bodye  spring  : 
No  churlts  blood  shall  eV-r  delile 

The  (laughter  of  a  khige." 

Home  then  went  Giasgerion, 
And  woe,  good  lord !  was  hee  . 

Bayes,  "  eonie  thou  hither,  Jacke  my  boy, 
Come  hither  unto  mee. 

-'If  I  had  killed  a  maji  to-nlgbt, 

Ja<:k,  I  would  tell  it  thee  : 
But  if  I  have  not  killed  a  nuin  to-night, 

Jacke,  thou  hast  killed  three." 

And  he  puld  out  his  bright  bi'owne  sword, 

And  drycd  it  on  his  sleeve, 
And  he  smote  off  that  lither  ladcls  head, 

Who  did  his  ladye  grieve. 

He  sett  the  swords  poynt  till  his  brest, 

The  pummil  untill  n  stone  : 
Throw  the  falsenesse  of  that  lither  htdd, 

Tliese  three  lives  weme  all  gone. 

I  MS.  IKIe. 


GLENKINDIE. 


Glbkkindie  was  ance  n  harper  gude. 

He  liarped  to  the  king; 
And  Glenkiniiie  was  ance  the  best  harperl 

That  ever  liarp'd  oa  a  string. 

He'd  harpit'  a  fi^h  out  a'  saut  water, 

Or  water  out  o'  a  stitae ; 
Or  milk  out  o'  a  maiden's  breasl, 

That  bairn  had  never  nane. 

He's  taes  his  harp  intil  his  hand. 

He  harpit  and  he  sang; 
And  &y  as  he  harpit  to  ihe  Hag, 

To  baud  him  utithought  Inng. 


■■  Bs  harp«d  Ibe  hind  from  Ihe  vild-wODd  lioma, 
He  harped  the  buirn  from  iu  molher't  womb." 

Arwidvos,  Mo.  Ut'f 

-■VaiBinuid  lake)  b[a  hup  in  his  hinil, 

He  goal  down  by  the  wator  Co  lUnd. 
"  He  HnnW  the  hBrp  with  his  hend, 

And  Ilia  fi>h  leapt  oat  apon  tlie  timnd." 

i;iH!.t.Tvio.Si>.«    I 


"  m  gio  you  a  robe,  Glenkindie, 

A  robe  o'  the  mjiil  pa', 
Gin  ye  will  liurp  i'  (lie  winter's  night 

Afore  ray  nobles  a'." 

And  tlie  king  but  and  hi»  nobles  a.' 

Sat  birling  at  the  wine  ; 
Asil  he  wad  hoe  but  his  ae  dochter, 

To  wail  on  Ihem  at  dine. ' 

He'a  taen  his  harp  intill  his  hand, 
H^B  harpil  them  a'  asleep, 

Kxcept  it  was  the  young  counie^s, 
That  love  did  wankin  keep, 

And  first  he  has  hnrpit  a  grave  tuos, 
And  syne  he  has  hnrptt  a  gay ; 


it  >l*iii*  Is  tnani  ia  tbe  ( 


■aC  BriiynRMn.nbicu 


"  Th»  MiiB  but  and  liij  noblej  a" 

Sat  bitlinF;  at  thp  wine,  \bu] 
Ha  wauld  hue  nnni>  but  tils  ne  dnughter 

To  wait  on  Iliem  ai  JiiiB. 

"Sbs  MTved  thcni  but,  >h<?  leired  th<!ialieo, 

InUII  a  gown  o"  graani 
Bat  bar  e's  wa.i  ay  on  Brown  Robin, 

Tb>t  itood  low  undar  the  niin,"  Sk.  , 


And  mony  &  sich  attveen  banils 
I  wat  the  lady  gae. ' 


Says,  "  Wlian  day  is  dawen,  and  cocks  luw 

And  wappit  their  wings  sae  wide, 
It's  ye  may  come  lo  my  bower  door,  ■ 
And  streek  you  by  luy  side. 

But  look  tliat  ye  tell  na  Gib  your  it 

For  nnething  that  ye  dee; 
For,  an  ye  tell  him.  Gil)  your  n 

Ile'll  b«gai]e  bnilb  yoa  and  n 


iiand; 


He's  taen  hia  barp  intill  1 
He  harpit  and  he  sang  ; 

And  he  is  liame  to  Gib  liis  man. 
As  fa^t  as  he  could  &an<i. 


"  0  mith  I  tell  you,  Gib,  my  ma 

Gin  I  a  man  bad  slain?" 
"  0  tlutt  ye  micht,  my  glide  niastw, 

Altho'  ye  hnd  slain  ten." 

bs  fallowini!  fta-aTM  iicciin  in  <ine  of  the  edilofi  e( 


»  0  firat  he  tang  a  meny  wig. 
And  then  he  sirnj  ■  prnTe; 

And  then  he  pecked  hii  fuBtlien  pwj. 
To  her  Iha  Idler  envo." 


"Then  lak  ye  lent  now,  Gib,  mj  man, 

My  bidden  for  to  dee  ; 
And,  but  nn  ye  waukcn  me  id  lime, 

Ye  sail  be  hangit  hie. 

"  Wbau  day  Iibb  dawen,  and  cocks  bae  craivei 
Anil  wa|>|)it  iheir  wings  sae  wide, 

I'm  bidili^n  gang  lill  yon  Indy's  bower, 
And  etreek  me  by  btr  side." 

"  Gae  liame  to  your  bed,  my  good  master  -. 

YeVe  waukit,  I  (ear,  o'er  lang  ; 
For  ni  wauken  you  in  as  good  lime. 

As  oiiy  cock  i'  the  land." 

He's  taen  lii^  harp  Intilt  his  hand. 

He  har|)il  and  he  Bang, 
Until  he  Imrpit  hia  masier  asleep, 

Syne  fast  awa  did  gang. 

And  he  is  till  that  lady's  bower. 

As  fast  as  he  could  riii ; 
When  lie  cam  till  iliiit  hidy's  liower, 

He  cbappit  at  the  chin. ' 

"  O  wlia  is  this,"  says  that  lady, 
"  That  opens  nae  and  comea  in  ?  " 


"  That  opens  nae  and 

"  It's  I,  Glonkindie,  yoi 

O  open  and  lat  mc  i 

lilt  Ihe  chin. 


le  love. 


Gl.ESKlNDIK. 

She  keiit  lie  was  nae  gentle  luiicht 

Thai  she  liad  Intten  Id  ; 
For  neither  whan  lie  gned  nor  cum, 

Ki^l  he  her  cheek  or  chin. 

He  neilher  kiet  her  whan  lie  oatn. 
Nor  ehippit  her  when  he  gncd ; 

And  in  and  at  lier  hower  nhidow. 
The  moon  slione  like  the  gleed. 


"  0,  ragged  ts  your  host',  Glenkindie, 

And  riven  is  your  sheen, 
And  reavel'd  is  your  yellow  hair 

That  I  saw  lale  yestreen." 

'  The  gtockings  ihey  are  Gib  my  i 
They  came  first  to  my  lianil; 

And  Ihis  is  Gih  my  man's  shoon ; 
At  my  bcil  feet  they  stand. 

I've  roavell'd  a"  my  yellow  luur 
Coming  against  I  lie  wind." 

He's  tncn  the  harp  inlill  his  hand, 

He  hiiqiit  and  he  sang, 
Until  he  cam  to  his  master, 

As  fast  as  he  couU  gang. 

"  Won  o]i,  won  up,  my  good  master: 
I  fear  ye  sleep  o 
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There's  nae  a  cock  in  a'  the  land 

Bat  has  wappit  his  wings  and  crawn.** 

Glenkindie's  tane  hb  harp  in  hand. 

He  harpit  and  he  sang, 
And  he  has  reach'd  the  lady's  bower. 

Afore  that  e'er  he  blan. 

When  he  cam  to  the  lady's  bower. 

He  chappit  at  the  chin  ; 
"  O,  wha  is  that  at  my  bower  door, 

That  opens  na  and  comes  in  ?  " 
**  It's  I,  Glenkindie,  your  ain  true  love, 

And  in  I  canna  win." 


«  Forbid  it,  forbid  it,"  says  that  lady, 
"  That  ever  sic  shame  betide  ; 

That  I  should  first  be  a  wild  loon's  lasa 
And  than  a  young  knight's  bride." 

There  was  nae  pity  for  that  lady. 
For  she  lay  cald  and  dead  ; 

But  a'  was  for  him,  Glenkindie, 
In  bower  he  must  go  mad. 

He'd  harpit  a  fish  out  o'  saut  water  ; 
The  water  out  o'  a  stane ; 


GLENKWDIE. 

Tlie  milk  out  o'  a  maidea's  breu^ 
Tbot  bairn  had  never  nane. 

He's  laen  liU  harp  intill  bia  band  ; 

Sae  sweelly  as  h  rang. 
And  wae  and  weary  was  to  hear 
Glenkindie'd  do^rie  sang. ' 

But  cald  and  dead  was  that  lady. 

Nor  heeds  for  a'  his  omen  ; 
An  he  wad  harpit  (ill  domisday, 

She'll  never  apeak  ngiun. 

He's  tocn  bia  harp  inlill  his  hand  ; 

He  harpit  and  he  saug; 
And  he  is  bame  to  Gib  bis  man 

As  fast  as  be  could  gang. 

-  Come  forth,  come  forth,  now,  Gib,  my  raan 

Till  I  pay  you  your  tee  ; 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  now,  Gib,  my  maa  i 

Weel  payit  salt  ye  be  !  " 

And  he  has  taen  him,  Gib,  bis  man, 

And  he  has  hang'd  lum  hie  ; 
And  he's  bangit  him  o'er  his  ain  yste. 

As  high  a.%  high  could  be. 


THE  OLD  BALLAD  OF  LITTLE  MUSGRAVE 
AND  THE  LADY  BARNARD. 


Thb  popularity  of  this  ancient  ballad  is  evinced  by 
ita  being  frequently  quoted  in  old  plays.  In  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher's  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle^ 
(produced  in  1611,)  the  fourteenth  stanza  is  cited,  thus : 

**  And  some  they  whistled  and  some  they  suug, 
Hey^  down^  down  I 
And  some  did  loudly  say, 
Ever  as  the  lord  Barnot's  born  blew, 
Away,  Musgrave,  away." 

Act  V,  Scene  8. 

The  oldest  known  copy  of  this  piece  is  found  in  Wit 
Record,  (1658,)  p.  174,  and  from  the  reprint  of  that 
publication  we  have  taken  it^  (p.  293.)  Dry  den  seems 
to  have  adopted  it  from  the  same  source  into  his  Miscel- 
laniesj  and  Ritson  has  inserted  Dr}'den's  version  in  An- 
cient Songs  and  Ballads,  ii.  116.  Percy's  copy  (Reliques, 
iii.  106,)  was  inferior  to  the  one  here  used,  and  was 
besides  somewhat  altered  by  the  editor. 

A  Scottish  version,  furnished  by  Jamicson,  is  given 
'ji  the  Appendii[  to  this  volume,  and  another,  extend- 


ing  to  forty-eight  stanzas,  in  Sojlti/h   Traditional  Ver- 

nam  of  Ancient  BaUaih,  Percy  Society,  vgLzrii.  p.  91. 

Similar  inciitenta,  witli  a  verbal  coiuoidcace  in  one 

ebinza,  occur  in  the  ballad  immei]iat«Iy  succeeding  the 
present. 


As  it  fell  one  holy-day,  hay  dotone, 

As  raanybe  in  the  yeare, 
Wliim  young  men  and  maids  togelher  did  fjoe, 

Their  maitios  and  masse  to  hearc, 

Lillle  Miisgrave  came  to  the  church  dai%  J 

The  i>reist  was  at  private  mass 
But  bo  hnd  more  min  Je  of  the  fiiire  worn/ 

Then  he  had  of  our  ladys  grace. ' 

The  one  of  them  wiw  clad  in  green, 

Another  was  clad  in  pall'; 
And  then  caine  in  my  lord  Bamards" 

The  fairest  amonst  ihew  all. 


She  cast  an  eye  on  little  Musgrave, 

As  bright  as  the  summer  eun, 
And  then  belhought  this  little  Musgrave,  J 

"  Xliia  ladys  heart  liave  1  woonn." 


TOE   LADX    BXIlHAllll.  if 

QuDilt  she,  "  I  have  loved  thee,  little  Musgrnve, 

Full  long  and  many  a  day : " 
"  So  have  I  loved  you,  fair  lady, 

Yel  uever  word  durst  I  say." 

"  I  bave  «  bower  at  Buiielsfonlbery, 

Full  daintjly  it  is  di^igUt'; 
If  thou  willwond'tliitlier.tbou  little  Musgrave, 

Thou's  lig  in  miae  itrnied  all  nighL" 

Qnolh  he,  "  I  tbank  yee,  faire  lady, 
Tliid  kindnes  tliou  showcst  to  me  ; 

But  whether  it  be  to  my  weal  or  woe, 
This  nigbl  I  will  lig  with  thee." 

All  that  hejtrd  a  little  tinny  page,  ° 

By  bis  ladyes  coach  as  he  raa : 
[Quoth  he,]  "alllbough  I  nm  my  ladyes  fool- 
page, 

Tet  I  am  lord  Barnard:^  man. 

"My  lord  Barnard  shall  knowe  of  Ihh, 

Whether  I  sink  *  or  swim;  " 
And  ever  where  llie  bridges  were  broakc. 

He  laid  bim  downe  to  s 


"Asleepe,  awake'l  ihou  lord  Barnard, 
As  thou  art  a  man  of  life; 


For  lidle  Husgrave  is  at  BucldeGfordlM 

Abed  with  ihy  own  wedded  wife." 

'^  If  ihU  be  (rue,  ihou  little  tinny  page, 
This  tiling  iliou  idlest  to  ntc^, 

Then  otl  tlia  Itind  in  Buckledfordbery 
I  freely  will  give  to  thee. 

"  But  if  it  be  a  ly,  thou  little  tinny  p 

This  thing  thou  telle^t  to  me, 
On  the  hyest  tree  in  Bucklesfordbery 

There  hanged  slialt  thou  be." 

He  called  up  his  merry  men  all  :• 
"  Corae  saddle  me  my  steed; 

Tbia  nigUl  must  I  to  Buckellafordbory,  J 
For  I  never  bad  greater  need." 

And  some  of  them  whietl'd,  and  sor 

And  some  these  words  did  say, 
Ever    when  niy  lord  Barnords  horn  blai 
"  Away,  Sluigrave,  away  I  " 

"  Uetbinka  I  bear  the  thresel-cock, 

Methinks  I  bear  the  jaye  ; 
Uelhinks  I  bear  ray  Lord  B.irntud^ 


THE   LADY   BARNARD.  1^ 

^  Lje  Still,  Ije  still,  thoa  little  MusgraTe, 

And  huggell  me  from  the  cold ; 
Tis  nothing  but  a  shephards  boy, 

A  driving  his  sheep  to  the  fold. 

•*  Is  not  thy  hawke  upon  a  perch  ? 

Thy  steed  eats  oats  and  hay, 
And  thou  [a]  fair  lady  in  thine  armes, — 

And  wouldst  thou  bee  away  ?  ** 

With  that  my  lord  Barnard  came  to  the  dorei 

And  lit  a  stone  upon  ; 
He  plucked  out  three  silver  keys, 

And  he  open'd  the  dores  each  one. 

He  lifted  up  the  coverlet t, 

He  liited  up  the  sheet ; 
•*  How  now,  how  now,  tliou  little  Musgrave, 

Doest  thou  find  my  lady  sweet  ?  " 

"  I  find  her  sweet,"  quoth  little  Mu.^grave, 

"  The  more  'tis  to  my  paine  ; 
I  would  gladly  give  three  hundred  pounds 

That  I  were  on  yonder  plaine." 

"Arise,  arise,  thou  littell  jVIusgrave, 

And  put  thy  clotliLvs  on ; 
It  shal  ne'er  bo  s^aid  in  my  country, 

I  have  killed  a  naked  man. 


W  LITTLE   UUSGKJlVli  AN1> 

"  I  have  two  swords  in  one  scabberd, 
Full  deere  they  cost  my  purse  i 

And  ihoa  sbalt  hu.ve  the  best  of  tbem. 
And  I  will  have  the  wor^e." 

The  fii-st  Biroke  that  Uitle  Musgravc  si 

He  hurt  Lord  Barnard  sore  ; 
The  next  stroke  that  Lord  Baruard  si: 

Little  MQSgravG  no're  struck  uiore. 

With  that  bespoke  ibis  fiure  kdj, 

In  bed  whereas  she  lay ; 
"  Although  thou'rt  dead,  ihoii  tittle  Mua 

Yet  I  for  thee  will  pray ; 

"  And  wish  well  to  thy  soule  will  I, 

So  long  as  I  have  life  ; 
So  will  I  uot  for  tbee,  Barnard, 

Although  I  am  thy  wedded  wife." 

He  cut  her  paps  from  oS*  her  brest, 

(Great  pily  it  was  to  see,) 
That  aomu  drops  of  this  ladies  heart's 

Run  IritikUiig  downe  her  knee. 

"  Woe  worth  you,  woe  worth  £you],  my  i 
men  all, 

Tou  were  ne're  borne  for  my  good ; 
VTby  did  yoa  not  offer  to  st^y  my  han^  ' 

When  ye  saw '  me  wax  so  wood  I 
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^  For  1  have  slaine  the  bravest  sir  knight 

That  ever  rode  on  steed ; 
So  have  I  done  the  fairest  lady 

That  ever  did  womans  deed* 


"  A  grave,  a  grave,"  Lord  Barnard  cryd, 

To  put  these  lovers  in  ; 
But  lay  my  ladj  on  [the]  upper  hand, 

For  she  came  of  the  hotter  kin.** 


LORD  RANDAL  (A). 

FVom  Jantiesoa'a  Po/iiiar  BiiUadt  nnJ  &*^t,  t. 


"  Ttic  story  of  this  balLiiI  very  much  resemblet  Qoi 
affMtle  Mmgrai-e  awl  Lord  Barnard.  The  coouiuw 
title  U,   The  Bonny  Itirds-    "^^  ^^^  stanza  ia  wn^ 


'There  vat  itknighl,  on  ■  nammer'i 

WiU  ridlnf!  o'er  the  lea,  liiMe  ; 
And  there  ho  law  a  t>onn<r  tiirdjr 

Wus  tinging  on  D  tree,  didiU  : 
0  wow  for  day,  ditldU  ! 

And  tlenr  gin  it  wore  dnyl 
Gin  it  were  dn]',  and  I  ware  avny. 

For  I  ha*eiin  laiig  time  to  itay.' 


I  ^^J 


In  the  text,  the  burden  of  diddle  has  beea  onutie^ ; 
and  the  niuue  of  Lord  Randal  introdaccd,  for  the  aaku 
of  distinotJon,  and  to  prevent  the  smbigaity  srisn^- 
from  *  the  knight,'  vrhich  Is  eigujilly  nppliivible  to  botL" 
The  linca  supplied  by  Janiieson  have  been  omitted 
Allan  Ctmuingham's  "  improved '  remon  of  the 
Bonai/  Birdy  may  be  seen  in  hia  Sanga  of  Scotland,  a 
ISC. 
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Lord  Raxbal  wigbt,  on  a  summei's  night. 

Was  riding  o'er  the  lee, 
And  there  he  saw  a  bonny  birdie 

Was  singin'  on  a  tree  : 

**0  wow  for  day! 

And  dear  ^n  it  were  day ! 
Gin  it  were  day,  and  I  were  away, 

For  I  ha'ena  lang  time  to  stay  I 

*<  Mak  haste,  mak  haste,  ye  wicht  baron  ; 

What  keeps  ye  here  sae  late  ? 
Gin  ye  kent  what  was  doing  at  hame, 

I  trow  ye  wad  look  blate. 

'*And  O  wow  for  day! 

And  dear  gin  it  were  day . 
Gin  it  were  day,  and  ye  were  away ; 

For  ye  ha'ena  lang  time  to  stay ! " 

**  O  what  needs  I  toil  day  and  night. 

My  fair  body  to  spill, 
When  I  ha'e  knichts  at  my  command. 

And  ladies  at  my  will  ?  " 

"  0  weel  is  he,  ye  wight  baron, 
Has  the  blear  drawn  o'er  his  e*e ; 

But  your  lady  has  a  knight  in  her  arms  twa, 
That  she  lo'es  far  better  nor  theo. 


LORD    SANDAL. 

"  And  O  wow  for  day  I 

And  dear  gin  it  were  dny  I 
Gin  it  were  day,  and  ye  wuro  away , 

For  ye  lia'ena  long  time  to  stay  1 " 

"  Ye  lie,  yo  lie,  ye  bonny  birdie ; 

IIow  yuu  lid  Ujion  my  sweet; 
I  will  lak  out  my  Lonny  bow, 

And  iu  Irotli  I  will  you  eUceL" 

"  But  afore  ye  lia'e  your  bow  weel  benV  I 

And  a'  your  arrows  ym*, 
I  will  flee  till  anilher  Uve, 

Whare  I  can  l>eller  fare. 

"  Aiid  0  wow  for  day 

And  dear  gin  it  wei'e  day  I 
Gin  it  were  d;iy,  and  I  were  away; 

For  I  ba'ena  lang  time  to  slay  1 " 

"  O  witare  was  ye  gotten,  and  where  n 
cloeked. 

My  Iwnny  birdie,  lull  me?" 
"  O,  I  was  decked  in  good  green  woo^  I 

Intill  a  holly  tree  ; 
A  baron  sae  bald  ray  nest  herried. 

And  ga'e  me  to  Lis  ladle. 

**  Wi'  good  white  bread,  and  fariBw-cow  milki 
He  bade  licr  feed  me  aft ;  


And  ^'e  her  a  liltle  wee  siimiuer-iiale  wandie. 
To  ding  me  eindle  and  .■'ttf). 

"  Wi'  good  while  bread,  snd  farrow-covr  milk, 

I  wat  she  fed  me  nought ; 
But  wi'  a  lillle  wee  summer-dale  wandie, 

She  dang  me  sair  and  oft ; — 
Gin  she  had  done  as  ye  her  bade, 

I  wadna  tell  how  she  has  wrought. 

"  And  0  wow  for  day  ! 

And  dear  gin  it  were  day  ! 
Gin  il  were  day,  and  ye  were  away ; 

For  ye  baVim  long  lime  to  slay." 

Lord  Rmidal  rade,  and  llie  Itirdie  flew, 

The  live-lang  summer'a  ni^-hl, 
Till  he  cam  till  liia  lady's  boweiMloor, 

Then  even  down  he  did  light. 
The  birdie  eat  on  the  crap  o'  a  tree, 

And  I  wat  it  sang  fu'  dight : 

"  0  wow  for  day  ! 

And  dear  gin  it  were  dny! 
Oin  it  were  day,  and  I  were  away  ; 

For  I  ha'ena  lang  time  U>  stay  I" 


"0  wow  for  day! 

Aiid  dear  ^d  it  were  (Iiiyl 
Gin  it  were  day,  and  ye  were  awayj 

For  ye  ha'eim  lang  lime  to  stay  1" 


"  Now  CLrist  asaoJIfi  me  o'  my  Bin," 

The  fnuso  knight  lie  could  say ; 
"  It's  nae  for  nought  that  the  hawk  wliistleB^ ; 
And  I  wish  that  I  were  away ! 

"  And  0  wow  for  day ! 

And  dear  gin  it  were  day  I 
Gin  it  were  day,  and  I  were  away  ; 

For  I  ba'eiia  lang  time  to  stay  ! " 

"  What  needs  ye  lang  for  day, 

And  wish  that  ye  were  away? 
la  na  your  hounds  in  my  cellar 

Ealing  white  meal  and  gray?" 

"  Yel,  O  wow  for  day  1 

And  dear  ^n  it  were  d;iy  I 
Gin  it  were  day,  and  I  were  away, 

For  I  ha'ena  lang  lirae  to  stay  I  " 

*•  Is  na  your  horse  in  my  stable, 
Eating  good  oorn  and  hay  ? 


verliinl  saying  !n  Sootlaod.    J> 


Is  Da  four  bawk  oa  my  perch  tree, 

Just  perching  for  hia  prey  ? 
And  isna  yourael  in  my  arroa  twn ; 

Then  how  can  ye  long  for  day  ?  " 

«  Yet,  O  wow  for  day  ! 

And  dear  gin  it  were  day  I 
Gin  it  were  day,  and  I  weie  away, 

For  I  ba'ena  lang  linie  lo  stay. 

"  Yet,  0  wow  for  day !  « 

And  dear  gin  it  were  day  ! 
For  he  that's  in  bed  wi'  anither  man's  wife, 

Ha*  never  laag  time  to  stay." 


Then  out  Lord  Randal  drew  his  brand. 

And  straiked  it  o'er  a  strae; 
And  tlirough  and  Uirough  the  fauae  knight's 

He  gar'd  cald  ii-oit  gae ; 
And  I  hope  ilk  niie  sail  sue  be  serv'd, 
That  treuU  an  bonest  man  eae  I 


GIL  MORRICE. 


"  Of  the  many  nncient  ballnda  which  ban  l**' 
proscrvcd  hy  tradition  among  the  pdiKUitr]'  of  i^Hl^ 
land,  none  has  cicited  more  interest  in  the  mnU  9 
letters  than  th^  beautiful  and  pallietic  tale  of  GilHf 
ice;  Olid  this,  no  leas  on  account  of  iis  own  inowc 
merits  as  a  pieoe  of  exquisite  poetty,  tjian  of  iti  kv- 
ing  fiimirfied  the  plot  of  the  justly  celebrated  trngrfy 
of  Duuglat.  It  haa  likewise  supplied  Mr.  LAU^Mm* 
with  the  principal  materiuls  from  wliicb  he  has  wmsB 
the  fabric  of  his  sweot,  though  prolix  poem  ofOaxv 
Carrott.  Forhapa  the  list  could  be  ea^y  iacraanl » 
thoso  who  hare  drawn  their  inspiration  froiu  tUl  Wr 
(ecting  strain  of  Olden  UJnstrclay. 

'■  If  any  rc!innc;c  is  to  be  placed  on  the  baditioM  *W 
that  part  of  the  country  where  the  scene  of  tbe  lulb* 
is  laid,  we  will  be  enforced  tobcheve  thatit  isSmidBd 
on  (acts  whieh  occurred  at  some  remote  jwriod  ofSci^ 
tiih  History.  The  'grene  wodo'  of  the  balhui  waill»* 
ancient  forest  of  DundalT,  in  Stirlingshire,  and  Itf^ 
Barnard's  Casdo  is  said  to  have  occupied  a  procipilMl* 
cliff,  overhanging  the  water  of  Cantm,  on  the  tawif  *>• 
Halbertshire.     A  small  bum,  which  joins 


tkhoat  6ye  miles  above  these  lands,  is  named  the  Earl*- 
burn,  and  the  hill  near  the  Ecuri'e  of  thatsn-cam  ii 
called  the  Earlshill,  both  deriving  their  appelktionK, 
Mcording  to  the  unrarying  trailitions  of  the  cauutiy. 
(rom  the  unfortiiDate  Erie's  ton  who  b  the  hero  of  the 
ballad.  He,  alas,  af^cordiog  to  the  same  respeolabli! 
authority,  was  '  beautifiil  esi-eeiiingly,'  and  espet'ially 
reinat^iable  for  the  extreme  leoglh  and  lovclinesE  of 
his  yellow  hair,  nhii:h  slirouded  him  as  it  wcru  a  nold- 
en  mist  To  these  floating  traditions  we  are,  probuhly, 
bdebted  for  the  attempts  whiuh  have  been  made  U> 
bapnye  and  embcUish  the  balla<l,  by  the  intrwlui'tioa 
of  various  new  stanzas  since  its  first  appearance  in  a 
printed  form. 

"  In  Perey'i  lieHqvu,  it  Is  mentioned  that  it  had  run 
throngh  two  edidons  in  Scotland,  the  svi'Ond  of  whieh 

,  appeared  at  Glasgow  in  1 759,  Svo.;  and  tliat  to  both 
IlieKii  was  prefixed  an  advertisement,  setting  forth  thjit 
■he  preservation  of  the  poem  was  owing  *  to  a  iody,  who 
feroured  the  printers  with  neopy,  as  it  was  carefully  eol- 
leetcd  frmn  tliu  nioiithsof  old  women  and  nurses,'  aud 
requesting  that '  any  reader,  who  eould  render  it  more 
correct  or  complete,  would  oblige  tlie  publie  with  such 
unprovements.'  This  waa  holding  out  too  tempting  a 
but  not  to  be  greedily  snapped  at  by  some  of  those  '  In- 
gnuons  Hands '  who  have  corrupted  the  purity  of  legen- 
iwy  song  in  Scotland  by  manifest  forgeries  and  gross  im- 
90UB.     Areordingly,  mxteen  additional  verses  soon 

Rippearedin  manuscript,  which  the  Editor  of  the  Rd- 
I   baa  Lisertod  in  their  proper  places,  though  he 
's  them  in  no  bettor  light  than  that  of  an 
s  interpolation.     Indeed,  the  whole  ballad  oi 

^HSil  Uorke,  as  the  writer  of  the  present  notice  has  heea 
nlitely  informed  t^  tha  learned  and  elegant  Editor  of 


so  GIL    StORRlCE. 

the  Border  MinilreUy,  nodcrwent  a  total  reiisalaUjul 
:!ie  period  wbun  \\\e  tr^cdy  of  Dnxtglaa  was  in  the  ze- 
nitli  of  its  pojiukritj',  and  this  improTcd  copy,  itNems, 
untraced  tlie  ingeoioua  iaterpolation  above  referred 
to.  Independent  altogether  of  this  po^tivc  Inlbnua- 
lion,  any  otie,  liutiUiar  with  thti  state  in  which  tradi- 
lionarj'  poetry  lias  been  transmitted  (o  tLo  present 
iiin<2i,  can  be  at  no  Una  to  detect  mauy  more  '  ingen- 
■oiu  interpobtiona,'  aa  well  as  paraphrastic  oddidona, 
in  the  ballad  as  now  pritited.  But,  though  it  baa  been 
grievously  corrupted  In  this  way,  the  most  SL-mputoni 
inquirer  into  the  authenticity  of  ancient  song  can  hare 
no  hesitation  in  admitting  that  many  of  its  vetsea,  evea 
as  they  now  stand,  are  purely  tradilionaTy,  and  Eur, 
and  genuine  [larcels  of  aittiquity,  nnalloyud  with  any 
base  admixture  of  modem  invention,  and  in  nowise 
altered,  save  in  those  changes  of  language  to  which  all 
oral  poetry  is  unavoidably  subjected,  in  itj  pnjgress  ' 
from  one  age  (o  anotlicr."     Motherwkll. 

We  have  given  Oil  Morrice  as  it  stands  in  the  Re- 
liqutt,  (iti.  133,)  degrading  to  the  margin  those  stan- 
zas which  are  undoubtedly  spurious,  and  we  have 
added  an  ancient  traditionaiy  version,  obt^ed  1^ 
Motherwell,  which,  if  it  appear  short  and  crude,  ts  at 
least  comparatively  incorrupL  ChUlJ  Morke,  taken 
down  from  recicatioa,  and  printed  tu  Motherwell's 
Ifinjtlrebj),  (p.  369,)  nearly  resembles  Gil  Mnrriee,  aa 
here  exhibited.  Wo  have  also  inserted  in  the  Appen- 
dix Chiide  Maurice,  "the  very  old  imperfect  copy," 
mentioned  in  the  Reliqaea,  and  Snst  published  from 
the  Percy  MS.  by  Jamieson. 

riie  sets  of  Gi/ A/ornVe  in  thecolloctionsof  Herd. 
Pinkerton,  Ritson,  &.<:.,  are  all  taken  from  Percy. 


GIL   M.1KBICK. 


Gil  Morricg  was  an  erics  son, 

His  name  it  waxed  wide; 
It  was  nae  for  his  great  riches, 

Nor  set  bis  mickle  pride ; 
Bol  it  was  for  a  lady  gay 

That  liv'd  on  Curron  side. ' 

"  Qubair  sail  I  get  a  bonny  boy, 

That  will  win  ho^e  and  sliuen; 
That  will  gae  to  Lord  Barnard's  ha'. 

And  bid  hia  lady  cum  ? 

"And  ze  maun  rin  my  errand,  Willie, 

And  xe  may  rin  ni'  pride ; 
Quhen  other  boys  goe  on  their  foot. 

On  horseback  se  sail  ride." 

"  0  no !  O  no  I  my  ma'ler  dear  I 

I  dare  nae  for  my  life  ; 
I  'U  no  gae  to  (be  bunld  barons. 

For  lo  Iriest  furlh  bis  wife." 

the  atall  copies  af  the  bnllnd  complcle  tlie  atuizii  tliui . 

BufiKt  vnitfidr,  Inag  mat  hit  kair, 

t«  fie  mUi  ttvoili  lie  Hoia  ,- 
But  blB  rsms  vu  Tor  n  fair  lady 

That  lived  on  CiuToiiBids. 

h  k  iii)li0iidlolaiu  iaterpolation,  inaimDch  ai  [t  U  Toand- 
ths  triditlons  aarrenC  nmoiiK  the  vulj^r,  regiinting 
aonwly  fiice  and  longjoliowha/i 


1 

32 

■^ 

-  ilj  bird  WilUc,  m^  boy  Willie,             ^^^| 

My  dL>ar  WUlie,"  he  saj-d :                    |^^^| 

"  now  con  ze  strive  ag^st  the  stream  ?  ^^^^H 

For  I  sail  be  obejd."                               ^^^| 

Bot,  0  1117  master  dear  I "  he  ciyd,        ^^^^| 

"  Id  grcne  TCod  ze  're  zour  Iain ;             ^^^^H 

Gi  owre  sic  ihocbta,  I  waldc  ze  rede,        ^^^H 

For  fear  ze  should  be  tain."                   ^^^^H 

«  Haste,  haste,  I  suy,  gae  to  the  ha',        ^^^H 

Bid  liir  cum  here  wi*  speid:                   ^^^1 

Ifae  refuse  m;  heigh  command,                ^^^^H 

I  ni  gar  zour  body  bleid.                        ^^^| 

"  Gae  bid  hir  take  this  gay  mantel,          ^^^H 

'T  is  a'  gowd  bot  the  hem ;                     ^^^H 

Bid  hir  cum  lo  the  gude  grene  wode^      ^^^^| 

And  bring  nane  bot  hir  liun :                ^^^^| 

"  And  tliere  it  is,  a  silken  sarke,               ^^^| 

Hir  ain  hand  Eewd  the  sleive  ;              ^^^^H 

And  bid  hir  cum  to  Gill  Morice,               ^^^H 

Speir  nae  bauld  barona  leave."              ^^^H 

«  Yes,  Z  will  gae  zour  black  errand,          ^^^H 

Though  it  be  to  zour  cost                       ^^^H 

Sen  ze  hy  me  will  nan  be  wam'd,              ^^^^| 

In  it  ze  sail  find  frosU                             ^^^H 

*■  Tb&  bftroa  he  b  a  m&n  of  might, 
H«  neir  could  bide  lo  taimt ; 

Xs  te  will  iee,  before  it 's  nicht. 
How  ama*  ze  hae  to  ramiL 

**  And  sen  I  mauD  zour  errand  rin 

Sae  sair  against  my  will, 
I'ee  mak  a  vow  and  keip  it  trow, 

It  sail  be  done  for  ill." 

And  quhen  he  came  lo  broken  brigue. 
He  bent  bis  bow  and  swam ; 

And  quhcn  he  came  to  gro^  growing, 
Set  down  hh  feet  anil  ran.' 

And  quhen  he  cume  lo  BHrnord's  ha', 
Would  neither  chap  nor  ca" ; 

Bot  set  liis  bent  bow  to  his  breigt, 
And  liditly  lap  the  wa'. ' 

He  wauld  nae  tell  the  maa  his  errand. 
Though  he  stude  al  (he  gall ; 

Bot  ElTfuht  into  the  ha'  lie  cam, 
Quhair  they  were  set  at  meit. 

"  Hml  I  bail  I  my  gentle  sire  and  dame:  I 
My  message  wimia  waJte  ; 

HA  feiiiiliHr  comtnimplsce  in  balUd  poetrj.    Seu 
I  ^a,  l/uly  Ifaltrs,  lard  Bamabg,  &0. 


GIL    UOKRICE. 

Dome,  ze  maun  to  the  gude  grene  wcmI, 
Before  that  it  be  late. 

"  Ze  're  bidden  tak  this  gay  mantel, 

'T  IS  a'  gowd  bot  the  hem : 
Zou  maun  gite  to  the  gude  grene  wode, 

Ev'n  by  jour  sel  alaoe. 

"  And  there  it  is,  a  silken  sarke, 
Tour  ain  hand  sewd  the  sleive  : 

Ze  maun  gae  speik  to  Gill  filorice « 
Speir  nae  hauld  barons  leave." 

The  lady  stamped  wi'  hir  foot, 

And  winked  wi'  hir  ee; 
But  a'  thai  she  could  say  or  do, 

Forbidden  he  wad  nae  bee. 

''  Ii  'a  surely  to  my  bow'r-woman  i 

It  neir  could  be  to  me." 
"  I  brocht  it  to  Lord  Barnard's  lady; 

I  trow  that  ze  be  slie." 

Then  up  and  spack  the  wylie  nurse, 
(Ttie  baii'n  upon  hir  knee)  : 

"  If  it  be  cum  frae  Gill  Motice, 
It's  deir  welcum  to  mee." 

'*  Ze  leid,  ze  leid,  ze  filthy  nurse, 

Sae  loud  I  heird  ze  lee  j 
1  hrocht  it  to  Lord  Baniai'd's  lady; 

I  irow  ze  be  nae  shee." 


Than  ap  and  gpack  the  bnuld  bsrao. 

Ad  angry  man  was  bee ; 
He 's  OiB  ihe  Libie  wi'  hb  foot, 

Sae  has  he  wi'  his  knee, 
HI!  uller  cup  and  ezer  dish  * 

In  flinders  he  gitrd  &ee. 

*  GfW  bring  a  robe  of  lour  otiding. 

That  hings  upon  ihe  pin  ; 
And  I  'Q  gae  to  the  guile  grene  wode, 
And  speik  wi'  soar  Icmman." 

*  0  bide  at  hamc,  now.  Lord  Baraanl, 

I  wnrde  ze  bide  at  hame ; 
Neir  wyte  a  man  for  vinlence. 
That  neir  wate  m  wi'  nane," 

Git  Morice  sale  in  gudc  grene  wodc^ 

He  whistled  and  he  »iiig  : 
"  O  wliat  mean  a'  the  futk  coming  ? 

My  mother  tarries  lung." 

The  baron  came  to  the  grene  wode, 

Wi'  mickle  dule  and  care  ; 
And  there  he  firet  spied  Gill  Morice 

Komeing  his  zellow  halr.- 


ir  «u  lilie  Ihe  thnteds  of  gold 


"  Nae  wonder,  nue  wonder.  Gill  Morice,~ 

My  lady  loed  lliee  weel  ; 
The  fairest  part  of  my  bodie 

Is  blauker  than  thy  lieeL 

"  Zet  neir  the  less  now,  Gill  Morioei, 

For  a'  ihy  great  beautie, 
Ze  'a  rew  the  day  ze  eir  was  bom ; 

That  head  sail  gae  wi'  mc." 

Noir  he  has  drawn  his  [rusty  brand, 

And  sUut'  L(  on  the  stme  ; 
And  thro'  Gill  Morice'  fair  body 

He  'b  gar  cauld  iron  gae. 

And  he  has  tain  Gill  Morice*  head,' 

And  set  it  on  a  speir : 
The  meanest  man  in  a'  his  train 

Has  gotten  that  head  to  bear. 

His  l.mw  won  like  Iht  monntsin  idm 


Tbe  t»T  <Ktt  clad  in  robei  of  Bttne, 

He  g«.r(  Ibe  rallict  ring. 
Thin  sireptiy  ««i-d  ■rouiiil  his  f«M, 

Tlinl  fiice  bej-ond  compare; 
He  HinK  stt  anect,  it  niighl  dlipcl 

A'  rage  but  f«tl  dlipair. 
I  elnitea. 


And  be  has  tain  Gill  Morice  up. 

Laid  liitii  acpci^  his  sieid, 
And  brochl  him  to  his  painted  bowr. 

And  laid  him  aa  n  bed. 

The  lady  sat  on  ciistil  wa'. 
Beheld  buth  dale  and  donn  ; 

And  there  she  saw  Gill  Moriue'  head 
Cam  trailing  to  the  toun. 

'Far  belter  I  loe  that  bluidy  head, 

Bot  and  that  sellow  hitir. 
Than  Lord  Buroard,  and  a'  hi^  landa. 

As  thej  lig  here  and  thair." 

And  she  baa  tain  her  Gill  Moriiie, 
And  kisid  bailh  mouth  and  cliin; 
I  wad  once  a-s  few  of  Gill  Morioe, 
As  the  hip  is  o*  the  steun. 

1  got  re  in  my  fitllier's  lioitse, 
Wi'  mickle  sin  and  shame ; 
1  brocht  tliee  up  in  gude  f^rcea  wodet 
Undei*  the  heavy  rain. 

Oft  have  I  by  lliy  ci-aille  slllan. 

And  Ibndly  sren  tln^c  delpi 

Bot  now  1  giie  about  tliy  grave, 

The  saut  teara  for  to  weip." 


And  syne  she  kisad'  his  bluldy  cheik, 
And  syne  his  bluidy  chin: 

"  O  better  I  Joe  my  Gill  Morioe 
Than  a'  my  kith  oad  kia  I  " 

"  Away,  away,  Ke  il  woman, 
And  an  ill  deith  taalt  ze  dee  : 

Gin  I  had  ken'd  he'd  bin  zour  son, 
He  'd  neir  bin  slaiu  for  mee." 


y  Lord  BBnisrd ! 


n  speir,  0  pierce  my  hsaitt 


It  Gill  Mmice'  hcnd 


m  honcl  now  tak  hir  life 


Will  eir  be  Mift  oi 


Aiid  greet  [ill  I  am  blind." 
"Enonoh  of  blood  by  mo  '»  bi 


lourd  it  had  b<»n  my  sel 


Ir  I  raw  ths  deid. 


That  eIr  this  canod  h: 
Had  gard  bis  body  bleiil. 


(ilL    UORItlCE. 

'  Dry  up  lonr  leors,  niv  wiiisDinn  dun 
Zfl  ncir  cnn  he]il  the  nound ; 

Zo  sea  lii»  Uead  upon  the  apeir. 
His  h«flrt'B  binds  on  tlie  grouad. 

"  I  DonM  tbo  hniid  thnt  did  the  tiaid, 
Tb«  he&rt  thnt  thocht  the  111 ; 

Tbe  fest  thnt  boro  me  wi'  sik  apeid. 
The  comaly  zaath  to  k<U. 

"  I  '11  aj  liuneni  for  tiill  Morice, 

I  'II  nslr  TorgeC  the  dnii7  dBy 
On  wliich  (tie  umcb  ma  slain." 


CHILD  NORYCE. 

From  Uotherwell'i  Stuulrilij/,  p.  382. 

**  Br  tesdmoDj  of  a  moat  uncxceptionEibk  deMn{p 
tion, — bat  which  it  would  be  todious  here  to  detail, — 
the  Editor  can  ^stinctly  trate  this  bdlad  as  existing  in 
its  present  shape  at  least  a  ceiiturj  ago,  which  carries 
it  decidedly  beyond  the  dale  of  the  first  printed  copy 
of  GU  Morice ;  and  this  with  a  poem  wliich  has  been 
preserved  but  by  oral  tradition,  is  no  mean  poiilive 
anti(|uitj-." 

In  the  Introduction  to  his  collection,  Motherwell 
mendoDs  his  having  found  a  more  complete  copy  of  thit 
ballad  undw  the  title  of  Babe  Nourke. 


CmLD  NoRTOE  is  a  clever  young  man, 

i'  the  wind ; 
^19  hone  was  silver  shod  before, 
With  the  beaten  gold  behind. 


e  CTiUed  lo  his  little  waa  John, 
SATJng,  ~  You  don't  tee  trhat  I  seu ; 
tor  O  jonder  I  see  ifae  rerj  first  woman 
TTiat  ever  loved  me. 

Here  is  a  gloT-e,  x  gtore,"  he  faJA, 
I  **  Liaed  with  tlie  silver  gris  ; 
BVw  maj  tell  her  to  oome  to  the  ineiny  green 

wood, 
I  To  epeak  to  Cluld  Nory. 

Bere  is  a  mg,  a  ring,''  be  ?a^, 
j  "  It  's  all  gold  but  the  stane  ; 
Kdu  may  lell  her  lo  matv  lo  the  merry  green 
wood, 

And  ask  the  leave  o'  oane." 

WjBo  well  do  I  love  your  emuid,  my  ntaater, 
Bnl  far  better  do  I  love  my  life  ; 

0  would  ye  have  me  go  lo  Lord  Barnard's  caslel, 
To  betray  away  his  wife  ?  " 

i  O  don't  I  give  you  meat,"  he  says, 
"  And  don't  I  pay  you  fee  ? 

w  dare  you  slop  my  emmd  ?  "  he  says ; 
*  My  orders  you  must  obey." 

^'when  he  came  to  Lord  Barnard's  castel. 
He  tinkled  at  the  ring; 


II  CHILD    NORrCE. 

Who  wad  as  ready  as  Lord  Barnaid'  bi3 
To  let  tltis  little  boy  in? 

■  Here  is  a  glove,  a  glove,"  he  saya, 

"  Lined  with  llie  silver  gris  ; 
You  are  bidden  to  come  to  the  merry  J 
wood, 

To  speak  to  Child  Nory. 

**  Here  is  a  ring,  a  ring,"  he  BayS| 

''  It 's  all  gold  but  the  stane : 
Tou  are  bidden  to  come  to  the  merry  | 
wood, 

And  ask  the  leave  o'  Dane." 

Ixinl  Barnard  he  was  standijig  by. 

And  an  angry  mnn  was  he  : 
"  O  liitle  did  I  think  there  was  a  lord  in  tMi 
world 

My  lady  loved  but  me  !" 

O  be  dressed  himsuir  in  tiic  Holland  smocks, 

And  garments  that  waa  gayj 
And  he  is  away  to  the  merry  green  wood. 

To  speak  to  Child  Xory. 


CEULD    NOnVCE. 

Child  Norjce  sits  od  ji^nder  tree, 

wiiistles  and  be  ^gs  : 
"O  vae  be  to  me,"  f&ji  Child  Horyee, 
"  Yonder  my  mother  comes  1 " 

Child  Xoryce  he  camo  off  the  tree, 
His  mother  to  take  off  the  horse: 
Och  alace,  uiace,"  enys  Child  Noryce, 
My  mother  was  ne'er  so  gross." 

Lord  Baniftrd  he  had  a  little  amall  eword. 
That  hung  low  down  by  hi«  knee ; 
e  cut  the  bead  oS*  Child  Noryce, 
And  put  the  body  on  a  tree. 

A»d  when  he  came  to  his  cnslel. 
And  to  bis  Indy'g  h»U, 
[e  tbrew  the  head  into  her  lap, 
Saying,  "  Ludy,  there  is  a  ball ! " 

he  turned  up  the  bloody  head. 
She  kissed  it  frae  cheek  to  chin : 

Far  better  do  I  love  this  blcKxly  head 
Than  all  my  royal  kin. 

■Wlien  I  was  ui  my  father's  castell. 


Hiere  came  a  lord  into  the  North, 
Gat  Cliild  Norjce  with  me." 


4t) 


CLEBK   BACND&RS. 


■  few  valnnble  itanxaa.  It  reaemblea  the  Swedish 
liallad  of  Tie  Crud  Srolher,  (Seenita  Fnlk-VUar, 
iii.  107,)  which,  however,  a  much  shorter.  The  edition 
ef  BuchaD,  (i.  160,)  is  entirely  worthless.  A  Nortb- 
Country  version  of  lie  First  Part  ii  given  br  Kinloch 
Ancifiit  Scollkh  BalUiili.  233. 


Clerk  Sads'dki!3  and  may  Mai^ai^t, 
Walked  ower  yon  ganlen  green ; 

And  sad  and  heavy  was  the  lore 
That  fell  tliir  twa  between. 

"A  bed,  a  bed,"  Clerk  Saunders  said, 
"  A  bed  for  you  and  me  !  " — 

"  Fye  na,  fye  na,"  said  may  Margaret, 
"  Till  anes  we  married  be  ; 

"  For  in  may  (."ome  ray  seven  bauld  brotJ 

Wi'  torches  biiriiiiig  bright  i 
They'll  say — '  We  hae  but  ae  sister, 
And  behold  she's  wi'  a  knight  1 ' " — 

"  Then  lake  ihe  sword  from  my  scabbard. 

And  slowly  lift  the  pin  j 
And  you  may  swear,  and  safe  your  aith. 

Ye  never  let  Clerk  Saunders  in. 


'■  And  take  a  napktn  In  yotir  hand, 
And  lie  up  haith  your  bonny  eeni 


And  jott  may  swear,  and  safe  your  allh. 
Ye  saw  me  na  since  late  yestreeo." ' 

^■^  was  about  the  midnight  hour, 
^B     'When  they  asleep  were  hiid, 
^VWben  in  and  cnme  her  seven  brothers, 
^K     Wr  torches  burning  red. 

Wlien  in  and  wiine  her  seven  brothers, 
Wi'  torvhfis  burning  bright ; 

They  said,  "  We  hae  but  ae  sister, 
And  behold  her  lying  with  a  knight  I" 


W^: 


out  and  spake  the  first  o'  ihem, 
"  I  bear  ihe  sword  shall  gar  him  die  1 " 
And  out  and  ^pake  the  second  o'  them, 
"  His  father  has  nae  raair  than  he !  " 


And  out  and  spake  the  third  o'  them, 
"  I  wot  that  they  are  lorere  dear ! " 
I  and  «pake  the  fourth  o'  them, 
"lliey  hae  been  in  love  this  mony  a  year  I  " 


In  Klnlocb-t  venian  af  thi)  balJsd  ir 


-  "  Ye'U  take  me  in  your  amu  tw«, 
Ts'U  csrry  me  into  yoor  bad, 
And  ys  miiy  iwcar,  and  save  joar  Dith. 
Th»t  in  vour  bour  floor  I  ns'er  gae'd." 


Tlien  out  and  spake  the  fiAU  o'  Uicm, 
"  It  were  great  sin  true  love  to  twain  I  " 

And  out  and  spoke  the  sixth  of  ihem, 
"  It  were  sluune  to  slay  a  fileeping  man  1 " 

Then  up  and  gat  ihe  seventh  o'  them, 

And  never  a  word  spake  he ; 
But  ho  has  striped  hi^  bright  brown  brand 

Out  through  Clerk  Saundera'  fair  bodye. 

Clerk  Saunders  he  started,  and  Margaret  ■ 
turn'd 

Into  his  arms  as  asleep  she  laj ; 
And  sad  and  »Ient  was  the  night 

That  was  atween  thir  twae. 

And  they  lay  still  and  aleeped  eound, 

Cutil  [lie  day  began  to  daw  j 
And  kindly  to  him  she  did  say, 

"  It  is  lime,  true  love,  you  were  awa." 

But  he  lay  still,  and  sleepcd  sound, 

Albeit  llie  sun  began  to  sheen  ; 
She  looked  atween  her  and  the  wa'. 

And  dull  and  drowsie  were  his  eeo> 


Then  in  and  came  her  father  dear. 
Said — "  Let  a'  your  mourning  be  ; 

ni  carry  the  dead  corpse  to  the  day. 
And  I'll  eorae  bn^^k  and  comfort  thee." 


■Comfurt  ireel  your  seven  sons. 
For  comforted  will  1  never  be  j 

I  ween  'atas  neitlier  knave  nor  loon 
Was  in  die  bower  last  nigbt  ni'  me." — 


TART   SECOS'D. 


The  clinking  bell  goed  throagh  the  town, ' 
To  carry  the  dead  corse  to  the  cliiy ; 

And  Oerk  Saunders  stood  at  may  Slargnret^ 
window, 
I  woi,  BO  hour  before  the  day. 

"Are  ye  Bleeping.  Margaret  ?  "  he  says, 


Or  are  ye  waking  presentlie? 
~  I'aith  and  iroih  again. 


Give  rae  my 


love,  I  gled  to  thee." — 


"Your  faiih  and  troth  ye  sail  never  jiet. 
Nor  oar  true  love  eall  never  twin, 

Until  ye  come  within  my  bower. 
And  kiss  me  cheik  and  chin." — 


"My  mouth  it  is  full  cold,  Maigaret, 
It  has  the  smell,  now,  of  tht  ground  : 

1  The  ciutoni  of  tlia  puiing  bell  i^  still  kept  up 
tlDiigea  in  ScoMnnd.  Tbe  lexton  gim*  Ilirougli  ll- 
FiiEinK  >  small  bell,  Und  annouticlng  tlio  death  ol 
«Mt*il,  &111I  UiB  time  of  the  ruiiersl.    SooTT, 
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And  if  I  kias  ihj  comeljr  mouth, 
Thj  <la.ys  of  life  will  not  be  lung. 

"  O  cock^  are  crowing  h  merry  midiiighti  ' 
I  wot  the  wild  fowls  are  boding  day ; 

Give  me  my  faitb  and  irotb  again, 
And  let  me  fare  me  on  my  way." — 

"  Thy  faith  and  troth  thou  sail  na  get, 
And  our  true  love  shall  never  twin. 

Until  ye  lell  what  cornea  of  women, 
I  wot,  who  die  in  Btrong  traiveling^" 

"  Their  beds  are  made  in  llie  heavens  high, 
Down  at  the  foot  of  our  good  Lord's  kaat,  i 

Wfiil  set  about  wi'  Eilljllowers; 
I  wot  Bweet  company  for  Ui  see. 

"O  cocks  are  crowing  a  merry  midnight, 
I  wot  ihe  wild  fowl  are  boding  day  ; 

The  psalms  of  heaven  will  goon  be  eung, 
And  I,  ere  now,  will  be  miss'd  away."— 

Then  sbe  has  la'cn  a  cryalul  wand,' 

And  she  bas  Gtrokeo  her  troth  tbereoa  i 

Slii:  lias  given  it  him  out  at  the  shot-windoWfl 
WL'  mony  a  sad  sigh,  and  heavy  groan. 

"  I  thank  ye,  Marg'ret ;  I  thank  ye,  fi 
And  aye  I  thank  ye  faeartilie  ; 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^■^^^^^H   ^^^^^^1 

^^H                                  CLKRE   SAUMDEIiS.                             ^1 

^H        Gin  ever  the  dead  come  for  the  quidi, 

■            Be  sure,  Marg'rel,  Til  come  for  thee."— 

^H        It's  hosen  tmd  shoon  and  gown  alone. 

^H            Slie  dimli'd  the  wall,  and  folloVd  him, 

^H        Cntil  eIig  came  to  the  green  t'orot, 

^H             And  there  she  lost  the  ^jght  o'  turn. 

^H        "  b  there  oay  room  at  your  head.  Saundura  ?                     ^^ 

^H             la  there  any  room  at  your  feet  ?                                    ^^^H 

^H        Ur  ony  room  at  your  side,  Saundi-rs,                                ^^^H 

^^            VThvK  faio,  fain,  I  wad  sleep  ? "—                              ^^^| 

^H      « There's  nae  room  at  my  head,  Marg'ret,                    ^^^| 

^H           There's  nae  room  at  my  feet                                        ^^^| 

V       Uy  bed  ii  1^  full           ]iow                                          ^^H 

^m             Amang  the  hungry  wonu^  I  sleep.                                ^^^H 

*  Cauld  mould  is  my  covering  now,                                 ^^H 

Bat  and  my  winding-eheet ;                                           ^^H 

Tho  dew  it  falls  nae  sooner  down,                                    ^^^| 

^H           Tbaji  my  resting  pUce  is  weeU                                ^^^M 

^H       «  But  plait  a  wand  o'  bonny  birk,                                    ^^^| 

^H           And  lay  it  on  my  breast' ;                                               ^" 

^^F       <  The  Cditoni  of  bmilmi;  tlie  new-lajd  aod  ani«cbDrah- 

fwTl  with  wiert,  or  other  wpllngs,  proviUIeil  both   In  Eng- 

itoi  iiul  acollai.d,»nd  served  to  ptoleclllw  turf  from  injory 

bjc«U]o,orollienTlM.    Scon, 
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And  ehed  a  tear  upon  my  grave, 
And  wUb  my  saul  gude  rest. 

"Anil  fair  Marg'ret,  and  rare  Mar( 

And  ttlm-g'ret  o'  veriiie, 
Gin  e'er  ye  love  anotlier  man. 

Ne'er  love  him  as  ye  did  me."— 

Then  up  and  crew  Uie  milk-white  coc^ 
And  up  and  crew  the  grey; 

Her  lover  vanish'd  in  I  he  air, 
And  Bhe  gaed  weeping  awi^. 


SWEET  WILLIE  AND  LADY  MARGEME 

From  MotherweIl*8  Mfutrtlmf,  p.  870. 

^  This  Ballad,  which  possesses  considezable  beauty 
and  pathos,  is  given  firom  the  redtation  of  a  lady, 
now  &r  advanced  in  years,  with  whose  grandmother 
It  was  a  deserved  fiivourite.  It  is  now  for  the  first 
time  printed.  It  bears  some  resemblance  to  Clerk 
Saunders^ 

Subjoined  is  a  different  copy  from  Buchan's  BdOadM 
9/ the  North  of  Scotland. 


Sweet  Willie  was  a  widow's  son, 
And  he  wore  a  milk-white  weed  O ; 

And  weel  could  Willie  read  and  write, 
Far  better  ride  on  steed  O. 

Lndy  Margerie  was  the  first  ladye 

That  drank  to  him  the  wine  O  ; 
And  aye  as  the  healths  gaed  round  and  roimd, 

"  Laddy,  your  love  is  mine  O.** 
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Lady  Miirgerie  was  the  first  ladye 
Thai  dnuik  lo  him  the  beer  O  ; 

And  aye  as  the  heattha  gaed  round  and  r 
Lftddy,  ye  're  welcome  here  O. 

"  You  muBt  come  intill  my  boiver, 
When  the  evening  bells  do  ring  0 ; 

And  you  must  come  inlill  my  bower. 
When  the  evening  mass  dolh  sing  O." 

He  'e  laeu  four-and-twenty  braid  arrows,  I 
And  laced  them  in  a  whang  0  ; 

And  be  'i  Bwa  to  Lady  Margerie'a  bow 
As  fast  as  be  can  gang  0. 

He  set  his  ae  foot  on  the  wa'. 

And  the  other  on  a  stane  0  ; 
And  he  's  kill'd  a'  the  king's  life  guards,    . 

He 's  kiil'd  them  every  man  0. 

"  O  open,  open,  Lady  Margerie, 

Open  and  lei  me  in  0 ; 
The  weet  weefs  a'  my  yellow  hair. 

And  the  dew  drops  on  my  chin  O 


With  her  feet  as  white  as  sleet, 
She  strode  her  bower  within  0 ; 

And  with  her  lingers  lang  and  sma'. 
She 's  loolen  sweet  WilUe  in  0. 
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She  'g  louled  down  unto  Lb  foot. 
To  lowze  sweet  Willie's  shoon  0 ; 

The  buckles  were  eae  stiff  thu^  wndna  lowze, 
The  blood  had  (rozen  in  0. 


"O  WUlic  O  Willie,  I  fear  that  thou 
Hast  bred  me  dult  and  sorrow ; 

The  deed  thai  thou  hast  done  this  nicht 
Will  kyihe  upon  the  morrow." 

Xi  then  came  her  father  dear, 

And  a  brud  sword  by  his  gare  O  ; 

And  he  'a  pai  Willie,  the  widow's  son, 
A  deep  wound  and  a  sair  0. 

"Lye  yonl,  lye  yont,  Willie,"  slie  says, 
"  Yoor  sweat  weels  a'  my  side  0 ; 

Lye  yont,  lye  yonl,  Willie,  sliu  says, 
For  yonr  sweat  I  downa  bide  O." 

She  turned  her  back  unto  the  wa'. 

Her  face  unto  the  room  0  ; 
And  there  she  saw  her  auld  falhsr, 

Fast  walking  up  and  doun  O. 

"  Woe  be  to  you,  father,"  she  said, 
"And  an  ill  deid  may  you  die  0  ; 

For  ye  *ve  kiU'd  Willie,  (he  widow's  son. 
And  he  would  have  married  me  0." 
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She  turned  her  badL  onto  the  Tooaif 
Her  face  onto  the  wa*  0 ; 

And  with  a  deep  and  heavy  sich, 
Her  heart  it  hnk  in  twm  O. 


WILLIE  AND  LADY  MAISRY. 

Vrom  Buohan'i  BaBadB  tfUu  Nvrik  tfSciithnJ,  I.  ISt. 

The  Btnl  sat  Brown,  in  the  same  volume,  p.  30, 
resembles  both  Oerk  Saunden  and  tho  present  ballad, 
bnt  boa  &  diHbrent  calastrophc. 

Sweet  "Wtllie  was  a  willow's  son. 
And  milk-white  was  his  weed  j 

It  sets  him  weel  to  bridle  a  horse, 
And  better  to  saddle  a  steed,  my  dear, 
And  better  to  saddle  a  steeil. 


But  he  b  on  to  Maisry's  bower  door. 
And  tirled  at  the  pin  ; 

"  Ye  sleep  ye,  waJte  yc.  Lady  Maisry, 
Tell  open,  let  me  come  in,  my  dear. 
Yell  open,  let  me  come  in." 

"  O  who  is  thiB  at  my  bower  door, 
8ae  well  iLnt  knows  my  name  ?  " 

"  It  is  yoar  ain  true  love,  Willie, 
If  ye  love  me,  lat  me  in,  ray  dear, 
If  ye  love  me,  lat  me  in." 


Then  huly,  buly  nuse  she  up, 

For  fear  o'  mtUiing  Jin  ; 
Then  in  lier  arms  lang  and  bent, 

She  caught  sweet  Willie  in,  my  dea 

She  caught  sweet  Willie  in. 

She  lean'd  her  low  down  to  her  toe, 
To  too^e  her  true  love's  sheen  ; 

But  caulil,  cauld  were  the  draps  o'  bleed,  1 
Pell  fite  his  trusty  brand,  my  dear, 
Fell  fae  hia  trusty  brand. 

"  Wliat  friglitfij'  sight  is  that,  my  love  ?. 

A  fi'ightfu'  sight  to  see  ; 
What  bluid  is  this  on  your  shnrp  brand, 

O  may  ye  not  tell  me,  my  dear? 

0  may  ye  Dot  tel!  me  ?  " 

"  As  I  came  thro'  the  woods  this  nighty  I 
The  wolf  miust  worried  me  ; 

0  shou'd  I  slain  the  wolf,  Miusry  ? 
Or  shou'd  the  wolf  slain  me,  my  dearra 
Or  shou'd  ihe  wolf  slain  me  ?  " 

They  hadna  kiss'd  nor  love  clapped. 

As  lovers  when  they  meet, 
Till  up  it  start;  her  auld  father, 

Out  o'  his  drowsy  sleep,  thy  dear, 

Out  o'  his  drowsy  sleep. 
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'O  what's  become  o'  my  tiouse  cock 
Sae  crouse  at  ane  did  craw  ? 

[  wonder  as  maoh  at  my  bold  wntch, 
Tha^s  nae  shoolin  ower  the  wa,'  my  dear, 
That'a  nae  shooting  ower  the  wa. 

'  My  gade  house  codt,  my  only  son, 

Heir  ower  my  land  sae  free  ; 
If  ony  ruffian  hae  bim  slain, 

High  hanged  shall  he  be,  my  dear, 
High  hanged  eholl  he  be." 

Then  he*3  on  to  Maisry's  bower  door, 

And  tirled  at  the  pin  ; 
"Ye  sleep  ye,  wake  ye,  daughter  Malsiy. 

Yell  open,  InX  me  come  in,  my  dear. 

Tell  open,  lat  me  '^me  in." 

Between  the  cnrtains  anil  ihe  wa'. 

She  row'd  her  true  love  then  ; 
And  hilly  went  she  to  the  iloor. 

And  let  her  foilicr  in,  my  dear. 

And  let  her  father  in. 

What's  become  o'  yonr  maries,  Maisry, 
Your  bower  it  looks  sae  teem  ? 
What's  become  o'  your  green  claithing? 
Your  beds  ihey  are  sae  thin,  my  dear, 
Your  beds  they  are  sne  thin." 
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"  Gude  forgie  you,  father,"  she  said, 

"  I  wish  ye  be'i  for  ein  ; 
Sae  aft  aa  ye  hae  dreaded  me, 

But  never  found  me  nrang,  mj'  dear,  I 

But  nGv«r  found  me  wrong." 

He  turn'd  him  right  and  round  about. 

As  he'd  been  gaun  awa' ; 
But  Bae  nimbly  aa  be  slippet  in. 

Behind  a  8crcen  sae  ema',  my  dew, 

Behind  a  screen  sae  sma.' 

Maifiry  thinking  a'  dangerB  past. 

She  (o  lier  love  did  fay  ; 
"  Come,  love,  and  take  your  silent  rea^  J 

My  auld  failier's  away,  my  dear, 

My  auld  father's  away  !  " 

Then  baith  lock'd  in  each  other's  arms.   | 

They  fell  full  fast  asleep; 
When  up  ii  starts  her  auld  father, 

And  stood  &t  their  bed  feet,  my  dea^il 

And  stood  nt  their  bed  feeL 

"  I  thinli  I  hae  the  viU^n  now, 

That  my  dear  son  did  slay; 
But  I  shall  be  reveng'd  on  htm. 

Before  I  see  the  day,  my  dear. 

Before  I  see  the  day," 
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Tlien  lie's  di'«wn  out  a  ti'usty  brund. 

Anil  slroitk'd  it  o'er  u.  stray  ; 
And  Uiro'  and  Uiro'  sweet  Wiiiie'a  mi>lJle 

lie's  gnrt  cauld  iron  gae,  my  dear, 

He's  gort  cauld  iron  gae. 

Then  up  it  wakeo'd  Liidy  MaJiry, 

Out  o"  Ler  drowsy  filei.-|) ; 
And  when  she  uiw  licr  true  love  dlaio, 

8ho  filntiglit  begHii  to  weep,  mydiuir. 

Site  stmight  began  la  we«p. 

"  0  gude  forgie  you  now,  ralber,"  she  ^id, 

"  I  wiah  ye  be't  for  sin  ; 
For  I  never  lov'd  a  love  but  ane, 

lu  my  arms ye've  hira  alaitt,  my  diar, 

In  my  arms  ye've  him  alain." 

"  This  night  he'd  alain  my  gude  bolt)  walcb, 

Thirty  elout  men  and  twa ; 
Likewise  he's  slain  your  ne  brother, 

To  me  was  worth  Ibem  a",  my  dear. 

To  me  was  worth  them  a'." 

**  If  he  has  ainin  my  ae  britlier, 

Him.^ell  had  a'  the  blame  ; 
For  mony  a  day  lie  plots  contriv'd, 

To  hae  sweet  Willie  slain,  my  dear. 

To  hae  sweet  Wilhe  slain. 


*■  I      TUK  clerk's  TWA  80N8  O    OWSEKFOBD. 

The  natural  deana  of  men  to  bear  nior«  of  c' 
Itrs  in  whom  Uiey  have  become  aronglj 
luu  frequently  itimulated  the    Utempt  t 
■ULcessful   fictions,  and  auuh  mpplemenlB . 
bialty  unfortunate.     A  ballail-aiuger  would  have  pow- 
erful inJui^menta  to  gratify  this  p 
eocc,  and  hu  could  most  economically  vSeut  die  objed 
by  itringing  two  ballads  together.     Ulkeo  s  tale  e 
Lra^toUy.  the  sc(|Ui;l  must  of  Dect»^ty  be  a  ghott- 
elory,  and  we  have  already  had,  in  Clerk  Sawideri^an 
iustanue  of  this  combination-    Air.  Chambers  b 
nished  the  best  poasible  rvasona  for  believing  that  IJ 
name  process  ha  token  pliwe  in  l]ie  <:ase  of  the  p 
ballad,  and  Ilaatthe  IwoparU,  (which  o( 

■^  bnrhig  originally  hod  no  connection,  n 

^H  uuitud,  tomiit  tbe  purposes  of  somen 

^M  todist. 

L 


PAKT  initaT. 


O  I  will  sing  fo  you  a  t&og. 

Will  grieve  your  bean  fttU  *air ; 
V  tbe  Clerk's  twa  sons  o'  Owsciiford 
[ave  to  leam  aome  u 


I'hey  hadna  been  in  fair  Pariah 

L  twelvemonth  and  a  day, 
TiU  the  Clerk's  twa  ttons  fell  deep  in  lore 

Wi'  the  Mayor's  dauchters  twae. 

And  aye  as  the  twa  tlerks  s.ii  ai: 
The  ladies  sewed  and  sang ; 


THE  cieiui's  iWA  aos 

i   •/   OWSESKORU 

TLere  w 

-as  mair  mirlli  in 

lIuiE  chamber. 

Tlian 

in  a'  fair  Ferror 

■  lud. 

But  word's  gane  to  the  michij  Uaj^or, 

As  he  sailed  on  the  sea, 
Xliiu  die  Clerk's  twa  Mas  iua>ic  licht  lemana 

0'  Ilia  fair  duuchtere  twae. 

"  If  they  liae  wninged  my  Iwa  Jauchtera, 

Junet  and  Marjorie, 
The  morii,  ere  I  taste  meat  or  drink, 

Hie  lian^t  they  slial!  be." 

And  word  's  gane  to  tbe  clerk  himaelL 
Aa  he  was  drinking  nine, 
it  tWB  eon«  at  fair  Pariah 
B  bound  in  piieon  atraog. 

Ttoi  np  and  spuk  the  Clerk's  ladye, 

And  ghe  spak  lenderlie  : 
"  O  uk  wi*  ye  a.  purse  o'  gowd. 

Or  even  lak  ye  three ; 
And  if  ye  camia  get  William, 

Bring  Henry  harae  to  me." 

0  sweetly  sang  tlie  mgliUiigale, 

Aa  she  sat  un  the  wand  ; 
But  Boir,  fiair  mourned  Owsenford, 

As  he  gned  in  the  girand. 
Vol.  u.  6 
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WliRn  lie  came  lo  tlieir  prison  atrang, 

He  rade  it  round  about, 
And  aL  a  tittle  sliol- window, 

Uie  sons  were  looking  out. 

"  0  lie  ye  tliere,  my  sons,"  be  eaii, 

"  For  owsen  or  for  kye  ? 
Or  what  is  il  tliat  ye  lie  for, 

Sae  sair  bound  as  ye  lie  ?  " 

"  We  lie  not  here  for  owsen,  father ; 

Nor  yet  do  we  for  kye  j 
But  it's  for  a  little  o'  dear-bouchl  love. 

Sae  sair  bound  as  we  lie. 

"  0  borrow  us.  borrow  \ii,  father,"  thuy  i 
"  For  ihe  luve  we  bear  to  thee!  " 

"  O  never  fear,  ray  pretty  sons, 
Weel  borrowed  ye  sail  be." 

Then  he's  gane  to  the  michty  Mayor, 

And  lie  spak  courteouslie : 
"  Will  ye  grant  my  twa  sons'  livea, 

Either  for  gold  or  fee  ? 
Or  will  ye  be  sae  gude  a  man, 

Ab  grant  them  baith  to  me  ?  " 

"  I'll  no  grant  ye  your  twa  sons'  Urea. 
Neither  for  gold  nor  fee ; 
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Kor  will  I  be  sac  gudi^  a  man, 
Aa  pe  Cbem  luuili  to  thee  -, 
at  befure  ibe  aiaro  itt  iiral  o'clock. 
Yell  sve  tlicio  luuigil  bie  1 " 

!o  it  cniae  t]i«  Major's  duiditen, 
W  kirtle  ooai  alooe ; 
Tbeir  eye^  did  fparkle  like  tJie  gold, 
Ab  Uiey  tripped  on  the  stone. 

Will  ja  gie  U9  our  totes,  Fsther, 

For  gold,  or  yet  for  fee  ? 
tr  niU  je  Iftke  our  own  8weet  livea, 

And  let  our  true  lores  be?  " 

le's  taen  a  whip  into  his  hand. 
And  lashed  them  wondrous  sair ; 

Gae  to  jour  bowers,  ye  vile  linuuers ; 
Te'se  never  see  them  mair." 

Then  out  it  speaks  auld  Owsenford  ; 
A  eorrj  man  was  be  : 
Gang  to  your  bouir^,  ye  hlye  flouira ; 
For  a'  this 


Xhen  out  it  speaks  him  Hynde  Henry: 

Come  here,  Janet,  to  me ; 

Will  ye  ^e  me  my  faith  and  troth, 

And  love,  as  I  gae  thee  ?  " 


m  1 


IK  CLERKS  TWA  SONS  O 


"  Ye  sftll  hae  your  fiiilh  ami  trolli, 
Wi'  God'fl  blessing  and  mine : " 

And  twenty  tinea  slie  kissed  bis  moutb. 
Her  &tber  looking  on. 

Then  out  t(  tipenke  him  gny  William  t 
"  Coine  liere,  sweet  Marjorie  ; 

Will  ye  gie  me  my  faith  and  troth, 
And  love,  aa  I  gae  thee?" 

"  Yes,  yo  sail  hae  your  faith  and  troth, 
Wi'  God's  blessing  and  mine  :  " 

And  twenty  timcB  she  kissed  his  mouth. 
Her  father  looking  on. 


'  0  ye'll  tak  aff  your  twa  black  h&ts. 
Lay  (hem  down  on  a  stone, 

Tlint  nane  may  ken  that  ye  are  clerks. 
Till  ye  are  pulien  doun." 


Tlie  bonnie  clerks  they  died  that  mon 
Tlieir  loves  died  lang  ere  noon  ; 

A.nd  the  waefu'  Clerk  o'  Owsenford 
To  his  lady  has  gane  ham& 


TBE  CLERK*3  TWA  SONS  O'  OWSEXFORD.    iVJ 


PART  SECOND. 

His  lady  sat  on  her  castle  wa% 

Beholding  dale  and  doun  ; 
And  there  she  saw  her  ain  gude  lord 

Come  walking  to  the  toun. 

"  Te're  welcome,  ye're  welcome,  mj  ain  gude 
lord, 

Ye're  welcome  hame  to  me ; 
But  where-away  are  my  twa  sons  ? 

Ye  suld  hae  brought  them  wi'  ye." 


"  O  they  are  putten  to  a  deeper  lear, 

And  to  a  higher  scule  : 
Tour  ain  twa  sons  will  no  be  hame 

Till  the  hallow  days  o'  Yule." 

*•  O  sorrow,  sorrow,  come  mak  my  bed  ; 

And,  dule,  come  lay  me  doun  ; 
For  I  will  neither  eat  nor  drink. 

Nor  set  a  fit  on  groun' ! " 

The  hallow  days  o'  Yule  were  come, 
And  the  nights  were  lang  and  mirk, 

When  in  and  cam  her  ain  twa  sons. 
And  their  hats  made  o*  the  birk. 


It  neitlier  grew  in  syke  nor  dilcU, 

Nor  yet  in  goy  ebeuch  ; 
But  at  Uie  gates  o'  Faiwlise 

That  blrk  grew  fair  eiteuch. 

"  Blow  up  llie  Gr<!,  now,  maidens  minc^J 

Bring  water  from  the  well ; 
For  u'  my  Louse  rliull  feust  lliia  nigliti 

Sinee  ray  Iwa  son«  are  welL 

"  0  eal  and  drink,  my  meriy-nien  a\ 

The  better  shall  ye  fare  j 
For  my  I  wo  soas  they  are  come  hame 

To  me  for  everinair." 

And  she  has  gnne  and  made  ihdr  bed. 

She's  made  it  safi  and  fine; 
And  she's  liappii  rhctn  wi"  her  gay  mnnlil. 

Because  they  were  her  ain. 

But  ihe  young  cock  crew  in  the  merry  Idnkon 
And  the  wild  fowl  chirped  for  day  ; 

And  the  aulder  to  the  younger  eaid, 
"Brother,  we  maun  away, 

"  Tlie  L-ork  doth  craw,  the  day  doth  daWi 
The  ehanncrin  worm  doth  chide  ; 

Gin  we  be  missed  out  o'  our  place, 
A  sair  pain  we  maun  bide." 


Tin:  1. 1.  r:;iv'-  .  n\a  >■  ■>  ^  .  "  •■"•.-    \  .  .■::iv    7  ' 

"  Lie  still,  lie  still  a  little  wee  while, 

Lie  still  but  if  we  may ; 
Gin  my  mother  should  miss  us  when  she  wakes, 

She'll  gae  mad  ere  it  be  day.** 


O  it's  theyVe  taen  up  their  mother's  mantil, 
And  they've  hung  it  on  a  pin  : 

**  O  lang  may  ye  hing,  my  mother's  mantil^ 
Ere  ye  hap  us  again." 


CmUOS  YTBT. 


F1B8T  printed  in  a  complete  fttm  in  MeiilBwwtf^ 

North  Countrie  Garland^  p.  24.  Thenmeefitoreaa- 
tributed  a  slightly  different  copy  to  Motherwell's  ili»i> 
strthyy  (p.  1 73.)  An  inferior  version  is  fumidied  by 
Buchan,  L  234,  and  Jamieson  has  puUished  a  fng> 
ment  on  the  same  story,  here  given  in  the  Appendix. 


Lord  Ingram  and  Childe  Vyet, 
Were  both  bom  in  ane  bower, 

Had  both  their  loves  on  one  Lady, 
The  less  was  their  honour.  ^ 

Childe  Vyet  and  Lord  Ingram, 
Were  both  bom  in  one  hall, 

Had  both  their  loves  on  one  Lady 
The  worse  did  them  befalL 

1  The  leas  was  their  bonhear.    Motbbrwsll 


CHILUE    VTKT. 

Lord  Ingrmm  woo'd  the  Lodj  Maiserej, 
From  fallier  and  from  Dioiher ; 

Lord  Ingram  vroo'd  the  Lodj  Miuserey. 
From  sLiter  and  from  brallmr. 

Lord  Ingrvm  wooed  the  Lady  Uiu^rr-y, 

Wilh  leave  oT  alt  her  kin  ; 
And  every  one  gave  full  consent. 

But  she  said  no,  to  him. 

Lord  LigT&m  wooed  die  Lady  Uili^l:^ey, 

Into  her  father's  ha' ; 
Childe  Vyet  wooed  the  Lady  M»i.-erey, 

Among  the  $heete  so  sma'. 

Now  it  fell  out  upon  a  day, 

She  was  dressing  her  head, 
That  ben  did  come  her  faihur  dear, 

Wearing  the  gohl  so  red. 

"  Get  up  now,  Lady  Maiserey, 

Put  on  your  wedding  gown. 
For  Lord  Ingi-am  will  be  here. 

Your  wedding  mual  he  done  ! " 

"  Td  rather  be  Childe  Vyet's  wife. 

The  while  &sh  for  lo  EeU, 
Before  I  were  Lord  Ingram's  wife, 

To  wear  the  silk  so  well  I 


"  I'd  nither  be  Childe  Vyet'a  wife, 
With  him  lo  beg  my  bread, 

Before  I'd  be  Lord  Ingram's  wife. 
To  wear  the  gold  so  red. 

"  Where  will  I  get  &  bonny  boy. 

Will  win  gold  lo  his  fee, 
Will  run  unto  Childe  Vyet-s  ha'. 

With  this  letter  from  me?" 

•'  0  here,  I  am  the  hoy,"  saya  one, 

"  Will  win  gold  to  my  fee. 
And  carry  away  any  tetter, 

To  Childe  Vyet  from  thee." 

And  when  he  found  the  bridges  brok(|l 
He  bent  his  bow  anU  swam  ; 

And  when  he  found  the  gru<a  grewiN| 
He  hasten'd  and  be  ran^ 

And  when  he  came  to  Vyel's  caelle, 

He  did  not  knock  nor  call, 
Bui  set  bis  bent  bow  to  hb  breast. 

And  lightly  leaped  the  wall; 
And  ere  the  porter  open'd  the  gate. 

The  boy  was  in  the  hall. 

TIte  flrst  line  that  Childe  Vjet  read,  \ 
A  grieved  man  was  he; 


[  lite  aext  litie  thai  he  loofctid  oo, 
A  tear  blinded  bia  e'e. 


*  WhM  taU  mj  own  brother,"  be  sa^s, 

"  Hell  ool  let  my  love  be  i 
But  ru  send  to  my  bTOtber*»  bridul ; 

The  woouui  shall  be  free. 

"Take  foiir  and  ttrenty  bucks  and  ewes, 

Aiul  ten  lun  of  the  wiiie. 
And  bid  my  lofe  be  blylbe  and  glad, 

And  I  will  follow  syoe." 

There  was  not  a  groom  about  tbal  casile, 

Bui  got  a  gown  of  green  ; 
And  a"  was  hlythe,  and  a'  was  glad, 

But  Lady  Maberej  was  wi'  wean. ' 

There  was  no  cook  abuut  ihe  kitchen, 

Bot  got  a  gown  of  gray  ; 
And  a'  was  biytbe,  and  a'  was  glad. 

But  Lady  Slaiserer  ^as  wae. 

•Pween  Mary  Kirk  and  that  castle, 
Wm  all  spread  o'er  with  gar!,* 

To  keep  the  lady  and  iter  maidens. 
From  trarnpiDg  on  the  toarl.' 

»  WU  atea.  UothsrwelL      '  pM,     '  tnoold-     M.  C.  O 


CUILDE   TyET. 

From  Mary  Kirk  to  that  cafile. 

Was  spread  a  cloth  of  gold, 
To  keep  the  lady  and  Iter  maidenx. 

From  treading  oa  tiie  mould. 

When  mass  was  sung,  and  belk  wtire  n 

And  all  men  bound  for  bed, 
Then  Lord  Ingram  and  Lady  ALuser^,-! 

In  one  bed  they  were  laid. 

When  they  were  laid  upon  tbelr  bed, 
It  was  baiih  sod  and  warm, 

He  laid  his  hand  over  her  side, 
Says  lie,  "you  are  with  hmm." 

"  I  told  you  once,  so  did  I  twice. 

When  ye  came  as  my  wooer. 
That  Childe  Vyet,  your  one  brother, 

One  night  lay  in  my  bower. 

■*  I  told  you  twice,  eo  did  I  llirice, 

Ere  ye  came  me  to  wed, 
Thni  Childe  Vyet,  your  one  brother. 
One  night  lay  in  my  bed  !  " 

"  0  will  you  father  your  bairn  ini  rae. 

And  on  no  other  man  ? 
And  I'll  gie  him  to  hi»  dowry, 

FnU  fifty  plouglis  of  land." 


CHILDE   VTET. 

"  1  will  not  rather  my  bairn  on  jou. 
Nor  an  no  wronguus  man, 

Tho'  you'd  gie  him  to  his  dowry. 
Five  tliousimd  ploughs  of  land." 

Then  tip  lUd  start  him  Childe  Vyet, 

Shed  by  bis  yellow  hair. 
And  gave  Lord  Ingram  to  tlie  hi';u1, 

A  deep  wound  and  a  eair. 

Tlien  up  did  atari  him  Lord  Ingnun, 

Shed  by  his  yellow  hair, 
And  gave  Childe  Vyet  to  tlie  heait, 

A  deep  wound  and  a  sair. 

There  was  no  piiy  for  ihe  two  loiiln, 
Where  tliey  were  lying  slain. 

All  waa  for  Lady  Maiserey  : 
In  thai  bower  she  gaed  brain  I 


Tb 


was  no  pily  for  the  two  brdi, 
When  they  were  lying  dead, 
,1  was  for  Lady  Maiserey  : 
in  that  bower  she  went  mad  ! 


"O  get  to  me  a  cloak  of  cloth, 
A  FiafT  of  good  hard  tree  ; 

If  I  havu  been  an  evil  woman. 
I  sliall  beg  till  I  die. 


LADT  lIAISRr. 


'•  For  se  bit  I'll  beg  for  Childe  Vyei, 
For  Lord  Ingrnm  I'll  beg  lliree. 

All  lor  [he  hooounible  muiTiiige,  that 
At  Mary  Kirk  be  gave  mu  I  " 


LAUY  MAISBY. 


This  ballad,  laiil  M  be  rery  popular 
wna  taken  down  from  recitation  by  JaoiieEon.  and  i* 
extracted  from  liis  colletlioD,  vol.  L  p.  73.  A  different 
copj,  Iroui  Molberwell's  iitiutlreUy,  p.  234,  is  given  in 
ibe  Appendix.  A tiolber,  staled  Young  Prince  Jitma, 
may  be  wen  in  Bucban**  Balladf,  toL  i.  103.  Bonnie 
Suaie  Cltland,  Motherwell,  p,  221,  is  «tjll  anollier  ler- 

In  Ladg  MaUri/  we  BCem  lo  have  llie  English  fonn 
of  a  tragic  story  which,  ptartiug  from  Denmark,  hu 
spread  over  almost  all  the  north  of  Europe,  that  of 
King  Waidemaf  and  hix  Sixter.  Grundtvig'g  collection 
gives  seven  copiea  of  the  Danish  ballad  upon  this  sub- 
ject (ffuny  VaUltnuxT  ng  ham  SSnter,  No.  126).  the 
oldest  from  a  manuscript  of  the  beginning  of  the  ITlli 
century.  Five  Icelandic  venions  nre  known,  one 
Nurse,  one  Faroiab,  five  Swediab  (four  of  them  in  Ar- 
wiihwon,  No.  S.'i,  Lilen  Kernin  oci  Frtt  Sofia),  and 
several  in  German,  as  Graf  liana  von  HoUtein  unJ 
win«  Schteesttr  AanekrUtine,  Erk,  Liederhorf,  p.  lU 


Drr  Gmutame  Bniiter,  Eifc,  p.  1&S,  and  HolTmann, 
SehUiiiche  VoOslitiier,  No.  87  ;  Dirr  GnAe  Brtiifer, 
IFunt/frAvrn,  ii.  173 ;  D«r  Pfalzgraf  am  Rhein,  id.  L 
859.  eti%;  tim  a  Ingment  in  ^V'rD'lisb.  The  relaticm- 
sfatp  of  the  EiigliBh  ballad  (o  ibe  mi  of  ihe  cri-te  can 
perhaps  be  esiMest  ihown  by  couiparuon  wilh  the  dm- 
plifii.il  and  corrupted  Gi>nuan  vernons. 

Tlie  ati>rv  appear?  to  be  founded  uii  fact*  whith  OP- 
cnrrcd  during  the  re!<rn  and  in  the  faniily  of  the  Dan- 
isb  king,  Waldemar  ihe  First,  SDmetimi.'  between  1157 
and  IIG7.     Wftldemar  is  described  as  bving,  with  all 
his  grealnen,  of  a  relenlle^  and  cruel  dispoplion  (in 
ira  ptrtinia ;   in  moi   Ionium  plot  Jiiita  erudtliiir). 
TrarlitioTi,  however,  has  iuiptited  lo  hiui  a  brntid  feroc- 
ity beyond  belief.   In  the  ballud  before  \is.  Lady  Mais- 
ry  auffers  for  her  weakness  by  being  Iwrneti  nl  the 
^—lUke,  but  in  the  Danish,  Swedish,  and  Giiniian  bal- 
^^■la,  the  kings  sitter  is  beaten  to  death  wilh  leathern 
^^Hipi,  by  h«r  brother's  own  hand. 

^^^K     **  Er  Kblng  lie  no  ntrre,  n-  «chlu|;  sie  lo  lang, 
^^^V        Bis  Lmif;  uod  Leber  ans  dem  Leib  ihr  spnuig!  " 

^HLrhe  Icelaodie  nnd  Faroe  balhds  have  nothion;  of 
^lEIi  horrible  ferociiy,  but  conlnin  a  slory  which  ia 
ranch  nearer  to  probability,  if  not  to  historical  truth. 
While  King  Waldeuiar  is  absent  on  au  expedition 
against  tho  Wends,  his  sister  Krisu'o  is  drawn  into  a 
ttouon  wilh  her  second-cousin,  the  rpsult  of  wbiclt  !■ 
the  birth  of  two  children.  SolTa,  the  Queen,  mali- 
ciously makes  the  stale  of  things  known  to  the  king 
the  Qjoruent  he  retams  (which  is  on  the  very  day  of 
Kristin's  lying  in,  acconling  to  ihe  Danish  ballad),  but 
lie  will  notlwlieve  the  Biory,  —  all  the  more  because 
iho  aix:usi-d  parties  are  within  prohibited  degrees  at 


BO  LADT   MAI«BT. 

toil  Ban  gumity.  Kristfn  is  siinmioned  to  come  in^^tSf 
to  her  brollier,  anri  obeys  Uie  uitasugc,  ibougli  she  i« 
treak  with  ohildbirtli,  anil  knows  (faal  ibo  journey  will 
i'ost  her  her  life  She  goes  lo  the  court  on  barwtMck 
(in  the  Daiiish  ballade  falling  from  ihe  ^dlu  once  or 
twiL-e  on  lh«  ^ay),  and  on  her  arrival  is  put  to  TOjioDa 
teats  lo  asi.'ortain  Iicr  condilion,  con<^liidin»  wiih  a  long 
dance  with  tba  kins,  to  which,  having  Iield  ool  for  ft 
conndurablc  time,  sbe  at  laat  tuccunilia,  aad  falli  dead 
in  her  brolher'a  nrnis. 

The  incidentg  of  the  joumej'  on  horscbai'k,  and  the 
cruel  probation  by  the  dam'«.  are  found  in  the  ballad 
which  follows  the  prownt  (Fair  Janet),  and  these  coin- 
cideni^ei  Grundtvi<-  considera  sufficient  to  eslnblish  its 
derivation  fi'oro  ihu  llaniBb.  The  general  enuilarity  of 
Lailg  it'iitri/  lo  Ki'tg  Waldemar  and  his  Sitter  is, 
however,  njuch  more  striking.  For  our  pnrt,  we  are 
inc^lined  (o  believe  thnl  bolh  the  English  balladi  ha/1 
this  origin,  bal  the  diOVrence  in  llieir  ai'tiial  form  is  so 
grout,  tliat,  notwithstanding  this  conviction,  we  haTo 
nor  fi'lt  warranted  in  putting  them  logelhcr 


TuK  young  lords  o'  the  nortli  oounirjr  I 

Have  all  a-wooing  giine. 
To  win  the  love  of  lady  Maisry, 

But  o'  tbiiin  she  wou'd  hav  nane. 


O  thae  Ime  ^ouglil  her,  ludy  Maisry, 
Wi'  broBcliw,  and  wi'  rings ; 

And  (hey  bae  ooitrted  her,  lady  MhUhI 
Wi'h' kin  kind  of  things. 


^^H                                      LADT    HAtSBT. 

^ 

^^m          Anil  ihey  hae  foughi  her,  lady  M^ij, 

^^1              Fra«  father  anil  frav  niitlier ; 

^B           And  iLe7  bae  muglil  her,  lad;  Muurjr. 

^P                Frae  etsler  ami  fne  kritlier. 

^L           And  tiiey  line  foHow'd  lier.  Indy  Malsty, 

^^^             Thro'  chamber,  and  tlirough  h^' ; 

^^M          Bui  a'  liiat  Uiey  could  e«y  lo  her. 

^M               Her  amwiT  .Mill  was  "  Ns." 

^^1          "Olinud your  longue^,  young  men,"  eheMiiJ, 

^H              «  And  think  nae  iDoir  on  me  ; 

^H           For  I've  gi'en  my  love  lo  aa  English  lnr>l,                   ^^^| 

^^M              Sae  ihink  nae  mairon  me."                                       ^^^H 

^B           Her  father*^  kiidiey-bny  hear>1                                     ^^^| 

^M               (An  ill  death          he        1)                                        ^^H 

^P           And  he           to  her  Urother.                                          ^^H 

^B                Aa  fast  as  gang  cou'd  he.                                             ^^^B 

^^B            "  0  is  my  faiber  and  my  moiher  weel                           ^^^^^| 

^H               But  and  my  brothers  three                                       ^^^| 

^^M           Gin  my  sister  lady  Maifry  be  weei.                             ^^^^| 

^H               There's  naelhing  can  ail  me."                                   ^^^| 

^^M          "  Your  father  and  your  mother  is  weel, 

^H              But  and  your  brotliere  three ; 

^H           Vour  siBler,  lady  Slaisry't:,  weel, 

^H                Sae  big  \vi'  baini  i^  she." 

L     ^ 

,.»1.T   »i"«'- 

TbU  nvoroent  ye  -* 

■  (,1  and  roan*  a 

,Op«<lo»  »■;»?.„„, tee-. 
AndlbeWtbl^^^aUo". 

Thai  ye  '!"■<'  "P  „ 


1  Sea  V'-'f'"^  ' 


J  Cff'' '*^'"'^ 


LADT    MAJ5RT. 


**  But  je  maun  gi*e  up  jour  English  lord. 
Whan  jour  joung  babe  is  bom  ; 

For,  gin  je  keep  bj  him  an  hour  lange% 
Your  life  shall  be  forlorn." 

^  I  will  gi'e  up  this  English  lord, 
Till  m J  joung  babe  be  bom ; 

But  the  never  a  daj  nor  hour  langer. 
Though  mj  life  should  be  forlorn." 

^  O  whare  is  a'  mj  merrj  joung  men. 

Wham  I  gi'e  meat  and  fee, 
To  pu'  the  bracken  and  the  thorn. 

To  bum  this  vile  whore  wi'?" 

**  O  whare  will  I  get  a  bonnj  boj. 

To  help  me  in  mj  need, 
To  rin  wi'  haste  to  Lord  William, 

And  bid  him  come  wi'  speed?  " 

O  out  it  spak  a  bonnj  boj, 

Stood  by  her  brother's  side ; 
"  It's  I  wad  rin  jour  errand,  ladj, 

O'er  a*  the  warld  wide. 

"  Aft  ha'e  I  run  your  errands,  ladj. 
When  blawin  baith  wind  and  weet ; 

But  now  rU  rin  jour  errand,  ladj, 
With  saut  tears  on  mj  cheek." 


LADr    MAlSKr. 

O  ^vhan  he  cnmc  lo  broken  briggs. 

He  beDt  his  bow  and  ewnm  ; 

■  And  wban  Le  came  to  the  green  graas , 

He  abick'd  bia  shoon  and  ran. 

And  when  he  dime  (o  Lord  WilUam's 

He  hadena  to  chiip  or  en' ; 
But  set  his  bent  bow  to  liis  breusl. 

And  lightly  iHp  the  wa' ; 
And,  or  the  porter  was  at  the  yeal. 

The  boy  was  in  the  hR'. 

"0  is  my  biggins  broken,  boy? 

Or  ia  my  towere  won  ? 
Or  is  my  lady  lighter  yet, 

O'  a  dear  (laughter  or  son  ?  " 

"  Tour  biggin  isna  broken,  sir. 

Nor  is  your  towers  won  ; 
But  the  fairest  lady  in  a'  the  land 

This  day  for  you  maun  bum." 

"  O  saddle  to  me  the  black,  the  blade,  I 
Or  saddle  to  mc  the  brown  ; 

Or  saddle  to  me  the  swiftest  steed 
That  ever  mde  frae  a  town." 

Or  he  was  near  a  mile  awa', 

She  heard  his  weir-horse  sneeme; 
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UcBd  flp  die  fire,  atj  haat  bmberi 
It's  Dae  aane  tt>  mj  knee*.' 

0  winn  he  Bghied  at  dw  jem, 
Sbe  beard  his  bridle  ring ; 

Ucod  Dp  the  fii«,  mj  Eui^  bntber  ; 
Ii'e  fmr  jet  fr»e  mj  chin. 

*  Hend  D[>  ibe  Gn  to  me,  bnxher. 

Mend  Dp  th«  fire  to  rae ; 
Por  I  see  liim  oomin'  b»r<)  nnd  bst. 

Will  MMm  meo't  up  for  ihee. 

"  0  gio  mj  bands  bail  bet^n  loo^e,  Willy. 
Sae  iuud  OS  ihejrare  Imiin', 

1  wadd  bae  turn'd  me  t'ne  ihi-  gleed. 
And  caflen  out  j'our  j'oung  $un.' 

O  m  gar  bum  for  jou,  Maisry, 
Toiir  fallier  and  your  molb»>r ; 
I     And  I'll  gnr  bum  for  svix,  MuUry, 
Your  sister  and  your  brolher; 

"  And  ni  gar  bum  for  you,  Maisry 

The  fliiof  o'  a"  your  kin  ; 
And  the  lasl  boniire  that  I  come  to, 

Uysell  I  w31  cast  in." 


FAIE  JANET. 

Prom  Sharpe'a  BnlM  Book,  p.  1. 

"  This  ballad,  the  subject  of  whioh  appeari  to  have 
been  very  popular,  is  printed  aa  it  naa  sung  by  an  old 
woman  in  Perthshire.  The  air  is  extremely  beand- 
ful." 

Herd  gave  an  imperfect  Tersion  of  this  ballad  under 
the  ride  of  WUlit  and  Aniiel,  in  his  Scoltigh  Soiigt,  i 
219;  repeated  aflcr  fa tm  in  Kitton'a  SeoitinhSnngi, mi 
in  Johnson's  Museum.  Finlny's  copy,  impttiied,  but 
iDBilo  up  of  rragmonta,  follows  ihu  present,  and  in  the 
Appendix  is  Smeet  Willie  and  Fair  Maisnj.  from  Bu- 
Chan's  collection.  We  have  followed  Motherwell  hr 
inserting  (in  brackets)  three  atanzat  from  WUU«  (md 
Annel  and  SiMtt  Willie,  which  rontiibute  titghlly  to 
complete  Sharpe's  copy.  None  of  these  ballads  is  esl- 
isfaulory,  tlioiigh  Sharpu's  U  ilie  best  Touching  the 
relation  of  Fair  Janet  to  the  Danish  haljnil  of  King 
Wolilemar  and  his  Sislfr,  the  reader  will  please  look 
M  the  preface  to  the  preceding  ballad. 


Te  Duuin  gang  to  jour  futber,  Janet, 
Ye  maun  gaug  to  bim  soon  ; 
Te  maua  gang  to  your  fiilLer,  .lanet, 
In  case  that  hia  days  lu-e  duae  1 " 

Janet '»  awa'  to  her  father. 
As  fast  ua  sht:  could  hie  ; 
O  what's  your  will  wi'  me,  father? 
0  what  'a  your  will  wi'  me  ?  " 

My  will  wi"  you,  Fair  Janet,"  he  add, 
"  It  is  both  bed  and  board  ; 
Some  say  that  ye  lo'e  Stveet  Willie, 
But  ye  maun  wed  a  French  lord." 

A  French  lord  maun  I  wed,  father  7 
A.  French  lonl  mnuii  I  wed  ? 
Then,  by  my  soolli,"  quo'  Fair  Janet, 
He  '»  ne'er  enter  my  bed." 

Janet  'a  Bwa'  to  her  chamber. 

As  liist  m  eiie  could  go ; 
Vhft  'a  the  flr^t  ane  ihut  tapped  there, 

Bat  Sweet  Willie  her  jo  ! 

0  we  maun  part  this  love,  Willie, 
That  has  been  lang  between ; 
There  'a  a  French  lord  coming  o'er  the  sea 
To  wed  me  wi'  a  ring ; 


There  'sa  French  lord  (.■oininy;  .I'er  ihi 
To  wed  (ind  lak  me  bumu." 

"  ir  we  maun  pact  lliU  lore,  Janet, 

It  causeib  mlekle  wo* ; 
If  wii  maun  part  tbis  lore,  Jaaet, 

It  makes  me  into  mourning  go." 

"  But  ye  maun  gang  to  jrour  llirce  ti 

Meg,  Mitrion,  and  Jean ; 
Tell  lliem  lo  come  to  Fuir  Jaiiul, 

In  case  that  lier  days  are  dune." 

Willie's  Bwit'  to  hh  three  £i£ler«, 

Sleg,  Klai'ion,  and  Jean ; 
"O  liusie,  and  g:uig  to  Fair  Jaaul, 

1  fear  lliiit  her  days  are  dune." 

Some  diuw  lo  them  iheir  silken  1iom,1 
Some  drew  to  tlicm  iheir  filioon, 

Some  drt-w  lo  llii;m  rliulr  silk  manteil^ 
Thoir  coverings  to  put  on  ; 

And  they're  awa'  lo  Fair  Janet, 
Hy  ilie  hie  light  o'  llie  moon. 


"  0  I  hiive  bom  this  babo,  Willie, 
Wi  mic-k!e  toil  ivnd  painj 

Tiikt  lionie,  take  bnme,  yoiiv  babtJ,  ^ 
For  nurse  I  dare  be  iiane." 


e  'a  lane  his  joung  bod  in  his  araia. 
And  kLtl  Lim  cheek  and  chin, — 
And  lie  'a  swa'  lo  his  tnolher's  bower, 
Bj  the  hie  light  o'  the  moon. 

**  0  open,  open,  mother,"  he  mijs, 

"  0  open,  and  let  me  in ; 
The  rain  rains  on  my  yclluw  tiair. 

And  the  dew  drops  o'er  my  chin, — 
And  I  hae  m;  young  M)n  in  my  arms, 

I  fear  thai  his  days  are  dune." 

With  her  fingers  lang  tinJ  snm' 

She  lilted  up  the  pin  ; 
And  with  her  arms  lang  and  sn)a' 

Received  the  baby  in. 

"  Gae  back,  gae  back  now,  Sweet  WUlie, 

And  comfort  your  fair  lady  ; 
For  where  ye  tad  but  ao  nourice, 

Your  young  non  shall  hae  three." 

Willie  he  wai  scarce  awu". 

And  the  lady  put  lo  bed, 
When  in  and  came  her  father  dear  : 

**  Hake  ha^tc,  and  busk  the  bride." 

"There  'a  a  sair  pain  in  my  head,  failicr, 
There 's  a  sair  pain  in  my  ^do  ; 
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And  ill,  0  ill,  am  I,  fntiier, 
This  day  for  to  be  a  bride." 

"  O  ye  maun  busk  this  bonny  bride. 

And  put  a  gay  manlle  on  j 
For  she  sball  wed  ttiis  autd  French  k 

Gin  she  should  die  the  mom." 

Some  put  on  the  gay  green  robes, 
And  some  put  on  the  brown ; 

But  Janet  put  on  the  scarlet  robes, 
To  shine  foremost  through  the  toMrn*' 

And  some  they  mounted  the  black  ^te^l, 
And  some  mounted  the  brown  ; 

But  Janet  mounted  the  milk-white  >te«d, 
To  ride  foremost  through  the  town. 

"  0  wha  will  guide  your  horse,  JaneLp  ■ 
0  wha  will  guide  him  best?" 

"  0  wha  but  Willie,  my  true  love, 
He  kens  I  lo'e  him  best !  " 

And  when  they  cam  to  Marie's  kiib,^ 

To  tye  the  haly  ban. 
Fair  Janet's  cheek  looked  pale  and  « 

And  her  colour  gaed  and  cai 

When  dinner  it  was  past  and  done. 
And  dancing  to  begin, 
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"0  we  ^l  go  take  the  bride's  maidens, 
And  we  'L  go  fill  the  ring." 

0  ben  than  cam  the  auld  French  lord. 
Saying,  "  Bride,  will  ye  dance  with  me 

"  Awa',  awa',  ye  auld  French  Lord, 
Tour  face  I  downa  iee." 

0  ben  than  civm  now  Sweet  Willie, 

He  cam  with  ane  advance : 
"  0  1  'U  go  tak  ilie  bride's  maidens, 

And  we  '11  go  lok  a  dHiicc." 

"  I've  Been  ither  days  wi'  you,  Willie, 

And  so  has  raony  mae ; 
Te  would  hae  danced  wi"  me  myBel', 

Lei  a'  my  maidens  gae." 

U  ben  than  cam  now  Sweet  Willie, 
Saying,  "  Bride,  will  ye  dance  wi'  me  3 

"  Aye,  by  my  eooth,  and  that  I  will, 
Gin  my  back  should  break  in  three." 

[And  she's  ta'en  Willie  by  the  hand. 

The  (ear  blinded  ber  e'e  ; 
"01  wad  dance  wi'  my  true  love, 

Tho'  bursts  my  heart  in  three ! "] 

She  hadna  turned  her  throw  the  ducice, 
Tbrow  the  dunce  btit  thrice, 


Whan  ihe  lull  Aoat,  at  WilticV  feet, 
And  up  did  ae^ei  ns«I 

[Slie  *s  la'ea  her  bmcelel  frac  Ler  arm. 

Her  gaxier  fnte  ber  knee : 
"  Gie  tliet,  gie  thni,  lo  my  young  mn  ; 

He  'II  ne'er  his  mother  Bee."3 

Willie 's  la'en  the  key  of  his  coffer, 

Aud  gi'eo  it  lu  hia  man  ; 
"  Gae  hame,  and  tell  my  mother  dear, 

My  hor^e  be  has  me  sIiUD  ; 
Bid  her  he  kind  lo  my  young  eon, 

For  father  he  has  nane." 

["  Gar  deal,  gar  deal  Ihe  bread,"  he  cried, 
"  Gar  deal,  gar  deal  the  wine; 

This  day  has  seen  my  Irue  love's  death, 
ThiB  night  ebali  witness  mine."] 

The  tane  was  buried  in  Marie's  kirk. 
And  Uic  IJtber  in  Marie's  quire: 

Out  of  Ihe  tane  there  grew  a  birk. 
And  the  titlier  a  bonny  brier. 
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**  This  boLDad  Ins  had  the  mblartuiie,  m  commoQ 
widi  man  J  odiers,  of  being  much  mndlated  hj  redtos. 
I  baTe  eDdeaToared,  br  the  assistance  oT  aome  fira^ 
meats*  to  make  it  as  complete  as  poaable ;  and  have 
eren  taken  the  Hbertr  of  altering  the  arrangement  of 
•oroe  of  the  stanzas  of  a  lately-prtK^ored  c<^t,  that  thej 
migbt  the  better  cohere  with  thoee  alreadj  printed." 
Wisi.w's  Scottish  BaBads^  \L  61. 

^  Will  \-oa  marrr  the  soathlaiid  kxd, 
A  queen  o*  fair  Engiand  tobe  ? 

Or  will  jou  mourn  for  sweet  Willie, 
The  mom  upon  yon  lea  ?  " 

•*I  will  mamr  the  southland  lord. 

Father,  sen  it  is  your  will ; 
But  Fd  rather  it  were  my  burial  day, 

For  my  grave  I'm  going  till. 

"  O  go,  O  go  now  my  bower  wife, 

O  go  now  hastilie, 
O  go  now  to  sweet  Willie's  bower, 

And  bid  him  cum  speak  to  me. — 

"  Now,  Willie,  gif  ye  love  me  weel. 

As  sae  it  seems  to  me, 
Gar  build,  gar  build  a  bonny  ship. 

Gar  build  it  speedilie ! 


"  AnU  wc  will  ^ail  Uie  » 


Stands  lonelj  midst  the  sea." 


Bot  lang  or  e'er  the  $hip  was  bnth. 
Or  deck'd  or  rigged  out. 


Tlmt  down  she  ci 


"  Now,  Willie,  gin  ye  1 

As  sae  il  seems  to  n 

0  hasle,  Wie,  bring  n 


He's  ta'en  her  in  hU  amw  twa, 
And  kiss'd  ber  elieek  und  chin. 


But  oue  bower  maid  was  i( 


"  Now  lenve  my  bower,  Wdlie,"  slu 

"  Now  Ie»ve  me  to  my  lane ; 
Wns  never  man  in  a  lady's  bower 


He's  stepped  three  steps  down  the  stair,  | 

Upon  the  marble  stane, 
Sae  loud's  he  heard  liia  young  sun  greei)4 

But  and  his  lady  maoe. 
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•Sot  ohm.  wv  one,  WtUie,"  Aa  wL 
'  Tak  jvtir  joa^  boo  b»e  me, 

Aad  iiie  hn  lo  jnor  Bether'a  bovcr. 
Wid  apeed  Miid  priracte.* 

Aad  Iw  is  to  hia  MMUha'a  bwwn', 

As  foit  as  be  eaald  ris  : 
**  Open,  open,  m  j  nxxber  dear. 

Oppo.  mmI  kri  IDC  in  ; 

•  For  tbe  rain  niia  on  obj  jeUov  bur, 

Tbe  dew  ctamb  oa  m;  diin. 
And  1  Imtc  Mmetlung  in  1117  ixp. 

And  I  wad  fain  be  in." 

-  O  gi\  O  go  DOW,  »we«l  Willie, 

And  make  four  ladv  blithe, 
For  wbererer  jou  had  ae  Doarioe, 

Your  young  ^od  ?hall  hae  fire.' — 

Out  fpak.  Afioel's  motlier  dear. 
An'  tbe  spak  a  word  o'  pride ; 

Saj:^  "  Wliare  'is  a'  our  bride's  maideiw. 
They're  do  busking  Lhe  bride  ?  ~ 

"  0  baud  your  tongue,  my  modier  denr. 

Your  speaking  let  it  be. 
For  rm  sae  fair  and  full  o'  flesh. 

Little  busking  n-iil  ^rve  me.' 
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Otil  an'  spak  Ihe  bride's  raiudene, 
They  spak  a  word  o'  pride  ; 

Says,  "  Whare  is  a'  ihe  fine  deiding? 
lu  we  maun  busk  the  bride." 

"  Deal  hooly  wi'  mj  head,  maidens, 

Deal  hooly  wi'  my  liair, 
For  it  was  wasben  late  yestreea, 

And  it  is  wonder  »air. 

"  Hy  maidens,  easy  wi'  ray  back. 

And  easy  wi'  my  aide  ; 
O  set  my  saddle  saft,  Willie, 

I  BID  a  tender  bride." 

0  up  ihen  spak  the  southland  bnl, 

And  blinkil  wi'  hi^  ee  ; 
"  I  trow  this  lady's  born  a  bairn." 

Then  laucbl  loud  Inucbters  ttinte. 

"  Te  bae  gi'en  me  the  gowk,  Annet, 
But  I'll  gie  you  the  scorn  •, 

Fm-  there's  no  a  bell  in  a'  the  town 
Shall  ring  for  you  the  mom." 

Out  and  epak  then  sweet  Willie, 
"  Sau  loud'i  I  hear  you  lie, 

There's  no  a  bell  in  a'  ibe  town 
But  shall  ring  tor  Annet  and  me.' 
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Aiid  \Vlllie  2>u  ui-«  a  great  great  oath. 

And  he  swore  bj  the  thorn. 
That  she  was  as  free  o'  a  child  that  uight. 

As  the  night  that  she  was  bom. 

0  up  an'  spak  the  brisk  brid^proom,  ^ 
And  he  spak  up  wi'  pride, 

**  Gin  I  should  laj  my  gloves  in  pawn, 
I  will  dance  wi'  the  bride." 

"  Now  baud  your  tongue,  my  lord,"  she  said* 
"  Wi*  dancing  let  me  be, 

1  am  sae  thin  in  flesh  and  blude, 

Sma'  dancing  will  serve  me." 

But  she's  ta'en  Willie  by  the  hand. 

The  tear  blinded  her  ee ; 
••  But  I  wad  dance  wi*  my  true  love, 

But  bursts  my  heart  in  three." 

She's  ta'ep  her  bracelet  frae  her  arm, 

Her  garter  frae  her  knee, 
**  Gie  that,  gie  that,  to  my  young  son ; 

Hell  ne'er  his  mother  see." 


liBSe 

Herd. 

Finlay, 

then  sweet  W'iUm. 

iSie 

Herd. 

Finlay, 

Willie,  she  said. 

vuu 
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7 

PAIR  ANHIE  OF  LOCHROTAN, 


Of  thii  beautiful  piecu  »  iwmplele  copy  noi  fini 
published  hy  Si'ott,  another  afterwards  by  Jamieion- 
Botb  are  here  given,  the  latter,  aa  Id  some  rcapecU 
preferable,  having  the  p^el^edeDce.  Thebolbil  isround 
Almost  entire  in  Herd's  SeoUish  Songa,  i.  SOS,  a  ahoU 
(htpncnt  in  JohDson'a  Mueevm,  p.  5,  and  a  more  con- 
ridurable  one,  called  Loot  Gregory,  in  Buchan'a  goUec- 
Ijon,  ii.  189.  TMb  laat  hat  been  unneceinaHly  repeat- 
ed in  a  very  indifferent  publication  of  the  Pen.']r 
Sodety,  vol  xvii.  Dr.  Woleot,  Buma,  and  Jamiesoa 
bare  nritten  songs  on  the  lAory  of  Fair  Annie,  and 
Cntininghani  baa  modomitud  Sir  Waller  Soott^ 
veraion,   aller  bia  fashion,  in   the  Sonij*  of  Seoltand, 

i.  2'j». 

Of  hii  text,  Jamieaon  remarks,  "  it  is  given  verbaim 
from  the  Urge  MS.  collection,  transmitted  ftnm  Abor- 
dten,  by  my  zeaJoua  and  industrious  Iriend,  Professor 
Hubert  Scott  of  that  university.  I  have  every  reason 
to  believe,  that  no  liberty  whatever  has  been  taken 
with  the  tpxt,  which  is  certAlnly  more  unlfonn  than 
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ftnj  copy  beretofore  pabOsked.  It  was  first  written 
down  manj  rears  ago,  with  no  Tiew  towards  being 
committed  to  the  press ;  and  b  now  given  ftxjm  the 
copy  then  taken,  with  the  addition  only  of  stanzas 
twenty-two  and  twenty-three,  which  the  editor  has  in- 
serted from  memory."    Popular  DaUads,  i.  S6. 

**'  Loi.-hryan  is  a  beautiful,  though  somewhat  wild  and 
seclnded  bay,  which  projects  from  the  Irish  Channel 
into  Wlgtonshire,  having  the  little  seaport  of  Stran- 
raer situated  at  its  bottom.  Along  its  coast,  which  is 
in  some  places  high  and  rocky,  there  are  many  ruina 
of  such  castles  as  that  described  in  the  ballad."    CnAJff> 


**  O  WHA  will  shoe  my  fair  foot. 
And  wha  will  jjlore  mv  han*  ? 

And  wha  will  lace  my  middle  jimp 
Wi*  a  new-made  London  ban'  ? 

**  Or  wha  will  kemb  my  yellow  hair 
Wi'  a  new-made  silver  kemb  ? 

Or  wha*ll  be  father  to  my  young  bairn. 
Till  love  Grefjor  come  hame  ?  " 

**  Your  father'll  shoe  your  fair  foot. 
Your  mother  glove  your  ban' ; 

Your  sister  lace  your  middle  jimp 
Wi'  a  new-made  Ivondon  ban* ; 


0  KHR   AS^flE  OF 

"  Your  liretliren  will  k«mb  your  3-ellow  ■ 
Wi*  a  nevf-made  silver  kemb; 

And  the  king  0'  tleiivi'D  will   fnilier  ] 
bairn. 
Till  love  Gregor  come  hame." 

"0  gia  I  had  a  bonnj  ahip, 

And  men  to  sail  wi'  me, 
It's  I  wad  gang  to  my  true  love, 

Sin  be  winna  come  to  lue  !  " 

Her  fallipr'a  gien  her  a  bonny  ship, 

And  sent  her  to  the  fiU'an' : 
She's  Caen  her  young  -sun  in  tier  amu, 

And  tum'd  her  buck  10  the  Ian'. 

She  hadna  been  o'  the  sea  siulia' 

About  a  monlli  or  more, 
Till  landed  has  ehe  her  bonny  ahip 

Near  her  true-love's  door. 

The  nieht  waa  dark,  and  the  wind  blew  c 
And  her  love  was  fast  asleep, 

And  the  balm  that  wa;^  in  her  twa  arnia   | 
Fn"  sair  began  to  greet. 


Lang  stood  she  at  hep  true  love's  door. 

And  lang  tirl'd  at  the  pin  ; 
At  length  lip  pit  his  fanse  mother, 

Says,  "  Wha's  that  wad  l>e  in  ?" 
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**  O  it  is  Annie  of  Lochroran, 

Your  k>ve,  come  o'er  the  sea. 
Bat  and  joar  joang  son  in  her  anus  ; 

So  open  the  door  to  me." 

**•  Awa,  awa,  ve  ill  woman, 

You^re  nae  come  here  for  gude ; 

You^re  but  a  witch,  or  a  Tile  wario^ 
Or  mermaid  o'  the  flude.* 

*^  Tra  nae  a  witch  or  Tile  warlock. 

Or  mermaiden,"  said  she ; — 
**  Tm  but  vour  Annie  of  Lochrovan ;— 

0  open  the  door  to  me  !  ** 

^  O  gin  ye  be  Annie  of  Lochro}'an, 

As  I  trust  not  ve  be, 
Wliat  taiken  ciin  ve  jrie  that  e'er 

1  kept  your  companie  ?  " 

**  O  dinna  ye  mind,  love  Gregor,"  she  says, 

**  Whan  we  sat  at  the  wine. 
How   we   changed    the   napkins    frae    our 
necks  ? 

It's  nae  sae  lang  sinsjne. 

**  And  yours  was  gude,  and  gud(»  i'nou«;h. 

But  nae  sae  gude  as  mine  ; 
For  yours  was  o'  the  cambrick  clear, 

But  mine  o*  the  silk  sae  tine. 


"  And  (liima  ye  mind,  love  Gn>gor,"  she  Mjf, 

'■  Ai  we  twasat  at  dine, 
Hijw  we  chang'd  ibe  rings  fme  ou 

Anil  I  cttn  shew  tbee  thine : 

"  Anil  yours  was  guile,  ajiJ  glide  enougb 

Yet  nae  sue  gudu  lis  mine : 
I'or  yours  was  o'  the  gude  red  gold, 

Hut  mine  o'  the  diiunonds  fine. 

"  Sae  open  the  door,  now,  love  Gregor, 

And  open  it  wi'  speed  : 
Or  your  youn^  t^on,  thai  is  in  my  arms, 

For  cald  will  soon  be  dead." 

'■  Awa.  awn,  ye  ill  womun, 

Giie  ftue  my  door  for  shame  ; 
Fur  I  liBC  gotten  aiiiilier  fur  love, 

Sae  ye  may  hie  you  liame." 

"  0  hae  ye  gotten  nnilher  fair  love. 

For  a'  ihe  onlhs  ye  sware  ? 
Tlien  fare  ye  weel,  now,  lausc  Givgor  t 

For  me  yo's  never  see  raair  1 " 

O  booly,  hooly  gacd  she  liack. 
At  llie  day  began  to  pi.-i^|>  i 

She  set  her  Toot  on  Rood  ;-hi[i  board, 
And  Boir,  sair  did  she  w«ep. 
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**Tak  down,  lak  down  ihe  lua^  o'  goud  ; 

Sei  up  the  mnsi  o'  tr««  ; 
in  s«ts  it  a  forsaken  lailf 

To  Mil  sae  galla-llie. 

"Tkk  do«m,  talt  down  (he  sails  o'  ~ilk  ; 

Set  ap  ifae  sails  o'  «kiii ; 
in  Mte  the  ouuide  lo  be  guy. 

Whan  there's  sic  grief  wiitiin  ! " 

Love  Gregor  stariL-d  frae  hi*  ^leej). 

And  lo  bis  moihcr  diil  fny, 
"l  drvniat  a  drtuiin  this  iiighl.  inilti-r, 

Thni  maks  my  heart  ridit  wtte  -, 

"  1  drvomi  iLitt  Annie  of  [.oclirojan. 

The  Honer  o'  h  lier  kin, 
Was  siaiitlin'  moumin'  at  my  door, 

But  nane  wad  lui  her  in." 

**  0  there  was  n  wotnnn  slood  al  ihe  dix>r, 

Wi'alwin.  iniill  Uer  arms  ; 
But  I  wadnn  Ic^I  her  within  tite  bower. 

For  fear  »Le  had  done  you  liann." 

O  quickly,  quii^kly  rai^  he  up. 

And  fast  mil  to  the  strsixl ; 
And  there  lie  fnv  her,  fair  Annie, 

Waa  sailing  fme  the  land. 


Aiid  "  heigh,  Auiiic  !  "  anil  "  how,  Anni'  i 

O,  Annie,  winua  ye  bide  ?  " 
But  ay  the  louder  that  be  cried  "  Annie," 

The  higher  rair'd  the  tide. 

And  ■'  [leigli,  Annie !  "-mid  "  how,  Annie ! 

O,  Aunie,  speak  lo  me  1 " 
IJui  ay  the  louder  thiil  he  cried  "  Aiin!*.' 

The  louder  rur'd  the  sea. 

The  wind  grew  loud,  and  the  seapivwrDUj^t 
And  the  ship  was  rent  in  tWRin  ; 

And  »oon  he  saw  her,  fair  Annie, 
Cume  floating  o'er  the  main. 

He  saw  his  young  son  in  her  arms, 

Baith  losa'd  aboou  llie  tide  ; 
He  wrang  his  bands,  and  Fast  be  ran,  4 

And  plunged  in  the  sea  sae  wide- 
He  cntch'd  her  by  the  yellow  hair. 

And  drew  her  to  tlie  sirand  ; 
Bui  e;ild  and  stiff  was  every  limh, 

Ilerore  he  reach'd  the  laud. 


0  first  he  kist  her  cherry  cheek. 
And  syne  he  Itist  her  chin  ; 

And  sair  he  klsl  her  ruby  hps, 
Km  there  was  nae  bri^aih  within. 
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O  he  has  iiK>um*d  o*er  fair  Annie, 
Till  the  sun  was  ganging  down  ; 

Sjne  wT  a  sich  his  heart  it  brast, 
And  his  saul  to  heaven  has  flowa. 
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iHiilitUi,  ■■/  (*«   S,.>llitl,    B...rffr,    ID. 


I 


"  Tiirs  edition  of  the  ballad  is  composed  of  vena 
relecteJ  from  three  MS.  I'ojjics,  and  two  obtained  fhMa 
recitation.  Two  of  the  copies  are  in  Henl's  MS. ;  tbe 
thinl  in  that  of  Mrs.  Brovn  orFatklaiid." 

I^nl  Gregory  is  represented  in  Sttrtl's  vcraion,  "as 
ODDlined  by  &\rf  cbama  in  an  enchanted  castle  fifu- 
ated  in  the  lea."  But  Jamieson  assures  us  that  » livn 
ft  hoy  he  had  frequeoll/  heard  this  ballad  ehanieii 
in  Moraj'shire,  and  no  mention  was  ever  made  of  en- 
chantment, or  "  fclrj-  charms."  "  Indeed,"  he  W!ry 
justly  adds,  "  the  two  stanzas  on  that  subject  [v.  41- 
bS,]  are  In  a  style  of  composition  very  jieculiar,  and 
(lilli^ient  from  the  rest  of  the  piece,  and  strongly  r»- 
mlml  w  of  the  inti-rpolations  in  the  ballad  of  OH  A' 
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"  0  WHA  will  shoe  my  lionny  fool? 

And  wtm  will  glove  my  ijatid  ? 
And  wha  will  lace  my  middle  jimp 

Wi'  a  iang,  lang  linen  band  ? 

"  0  wlia  will  kame  my  yellow  hair. 
With  a  new-made  silver  kanio  ? 

And  wha  iviU  father  my  young  son, 
Till  Lord  Gregory  come  hame  ?  " — 

"  Thy  father  will  phoe  thy  lionny  foot. 
Thy  mother  will  glove  thy  hand, 

Thy  sisler  will  lace  ihy  midille  jimp. 
Till  Lord  Gregory  come  to  hmd. 

"  Thy  brother  will  kame  thy  yt-llow  hair 
With  a.  new-made  silver  kame. 

And  God  will  be  ihy  bairn's  father 
Til!  Lord  Gregory  come  hame." — 

"  Bui  I  will  gel  a  bonny  howl, 

And  I  will  fail  ihe-M-a! 
And  I  will  gung  to  Lord  Gregory, 

Since  he  canna  come  lijiiiic  to  tue." 


dyne  ehe's  garM  build  a  bonny  boat. 

To  sail  the  gait,  salt  sea ; 
The  iaila  were  o'  the  light  green  silk. 

The  towfl  o'  taffety. 


She  hadoA  ^Itd  Imt  twcaly 
But  twcDly  leagues  and  three. 

When  s-be  met  wi'  a  mnk  robber. 
Ana]  a'  bU  company. 

"  Now  whether  an-  ye  ilie  queen  beresD, 

(For  eo  ye  weel  might  be,) 
Or  are  ye  ihe  Lass  of  Lochroyai 

Seekin'  Lord  Gregoty?  " — 

"  O  I  am  neither  the  qaeen,"  she  wMti,   ] 

••  Nor  sic  T  Mem  to  be  i 
But  I  am  the  Lass  of  Lochroyiui, 

Seekin'  Lord  Gregory." — 

"  O  see  na  thou  yon  bonny  bower. 

It's  a'  cover'd  o  er  wi*  tin  ? 
Wlien  ihou  bast  eail'd  it  round  aboou 

Lord  Gregory  is  within." 

And  when  she  saw  the  stately  tower 
Shining  sae  clear  and  bright, 

Whilk  stood  aboon  the  jawing  wave. 
Built  on  a  rock  of  height ; 


Says — "  Row  the  boat,  my 
And  bring  me  to  the  hind  ! 

For  yonder  I  see  my  love's  caatle 
Close  by  the  sail-sea  strand." 


She  sail'd  it  round,  and  sail'd  it  round. 

And  louO,  loud  cried  she — 
"  Now  break,  now  break,  ye  fairy  cluinns. 

And  set  ray  true  love  free  1  " 

She'^  ta'en  her  young  son  in  iier  arma. 

And  to  the  door  she's  ga.ne; 
Atid  long  slie  knock'd,  and  enir  she  ca'd. 

But  answer  got  she  nane. 

"  0  open  the  door.  Lord  Gregory  1 

O  open  and  let  me  in ! 
For  the  wind  blaws  through  my  yellow  Imii 

And  the  rain  draps  o'er  my  chin." — 

"  Awa,  ftWtt,  ye  ill  woman ! 

Te're  no  come  here  for  good ! 
Te're  but  some  witch  or  wil  warlock, 

Or  mermaid  o'  tlie  flood." — 

■*  I  am  neither  wiu-h,  nor  wil  warlock. 

Nor  mermaid  o'  the  sea ; 
But  1  urn  Annie  of  Lochroyan  ; 

O  open  the  door  to  me ! " — 

"  Gin  Ihou  ho  Annie  of  Luchroyan, 

(As  I  trow  ihou  binna  she.) 
Now  tell  me  some  o'  the  lox-e  tokens 

Tliat  past  between  thee  and  me." — 
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"  O  iliniia  ye  minJ,  Lord  Gregory, 

We  changed  the  rings  froe  our  fiogen  ?  I 
And  I  can  show  thee  thine. 

"  0  ynun  was  gude,  and  gude  enough. 

But  aye  the  best  wns  mine  ; 
For  yours  was  o"  the  gude  red  gowd. 

But  mine  o'  the  diamond  fine. 

"And  has  na  thou  mind,  Loi-d  Gregory, .] 

As  we  eat  on  the  hill. 
Thou  twin'd  me  o'  my  maidenhead 

lUght  sair  against  my  will? 

"  Now  open  the  door,  Ijord  Gregory  1 

Open  the  door,  I  pray ! 
For  thy  young  son  is  in  my  anna, 

And  will  be  dead  ere  day." — 

"  If  thou  be  the  hiss  of  Lochroyan, 

(As  I  kenna  thou  be,) 
Tell  me  some  mair  o'  the  love  tokens 

Past  beliveuo  me  and  thee." 

Fair  Annie  lum'd  her  round  about^ 

"  Weel !  since  that  it  be  sae, 
May  never  a  woman  that  has  borne  a  m 

Hae  a  heart  sae  fou  o'  wae  ! 
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"Tak*  down,  take  down,  lliaf  maat  o'  gowd  I 

Set  np  R  mast  o'  trpf  ! 
Il  difiua  become  a  Ton-^ukL-n  Ifld  v 

To  sail  eae  royallie." 

When  the  cock  had  crawn,  nnd  the  day  did 
dawn. 

And  the  sun  began  lo  peep, 
Then  up  and  raise  liim  Lord  Gregory, 

And  sair,  eair  did  he  weep. 

"  Oh  I  hae  drearn'd  a  dream,  moilier, 

I  wish  it  may  prove  inie  1 
Tjnat  tlie  bonny  La«j  of  Lochroyan 

Waa  at  llie  yale  e'en  now. 

"01  hae  drearn'd  a  dream,  mother. 
The  thought  o't  gars  me  greet ! 

That  fiiir  Annie  o'  Lochroyan 
Lay  cauld  dead  at  my  fe«I." — 

"  Gin  it  be  for  Annie  of  Lochroyan 

Thnt  ye  make  a'  this  din. 
She  stood  a'  last  night  at  your  docff, 

But  I  true  she  wan  na  in." — 

"  O  wae  betide  ye,  ill  woman  1 

An  ill  deid  may  yc  die ! 
That  wadna  open  the  door  lo  her, 

Nor  yet  wad  waken  me." 
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0  he's  gone  down  (o  yoQ  shore  aide 

Afl  fast  as  he  could  fare  ; 
He  saw  fair  Annie  in  the  boat, 

But  the  wind  it  toas'd  her  sair. 

"  And  hey,  Annie,  and  how,  Annie  I 
0  Annie,  winnaye  bide  I" 

Bui  aye  the  mair  he  cried  Annie, 
The  braider  grew  the  tide. 

"  And  hey,  Annie,  and  bow,  Annie ! 

Dear  Annte,  speak  to  me ! " 
BqI  aye  the  louder  he  cried  Annit?, 

The  louder  roar'd  tlie  sea.  ' 

The  wind  blew  loud,  the  *ea  grew  roug 
And  dnsh'd  the  boat  on  sliore ; 

Fair  Annie  floated  through  the  (aem, 
But  the  babie  rose  no  more. 

Lord  Gregory  tore  his  yellow  htur. 

And  made  a  heavy  monn  ; 
Fair  Annie's  corpse  lay  at  his  feet. 


Her  bonny  young  ai 


0  cherry,  cherry  was  her  cheek, 
And  gowden  was  her  htur  j 

But  clay-cold  were  her  rosy  lips — 
Nae  spark  o"  life  was  there. 
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And  fint  be  bH'd  ber  eb«T7  cbok. 

And  tjue  ba  Lu^d  ber  cbia, 
Aitd  tjrae  be  ki^d  ber  jvsj  Bpi 


J  wBic  Mbde  11^  ovel  BnCberl 
Aa  ai  datb  WMj  die  dk) ! 
Sbe  isfo'd  mj  ti«e  lore  five  ny  doo>; 
'bk  oMe  BB  br  to  Be. 

■■e  betide  b^  cnid  nolber ! 
B  iD  deaib  nnj  she  die ! 
mm'd  fiur  Annie  fne  mj  ifcuti 
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MruO'tAy  of  Ikt  SeoltiA  BaitUr,  ii 

This  ballad,  of  which  more  than  IMrty  vi 
beon  published  in  the  Northern  langoages,  ih  p 
in  Enjjlish  in  eevcral  fonns,  all  of  tbein  more  or  Ibh 
ungatisTaciorj'.  Of  these  tlieprctent  cop}-  comraoearal 
to  Uie  pure  original,  as  it  is  found  in  Danish.  The  next 
best  is  Tie  Brave  Earl  Brand  and  The  King  of  Eng- 
iantTi  Daiighler,  recently  printeil  for  the  firat  time  ill 
Bell's  Ballads  of  Hie  Peasanlry,  auA  givnn  at  the  end 
of  this  volume.  Erlinlon  (vol.  iii.  S!0)  is  much  mnli- 
latud,  and  has  a  perverted  concluEitm,  but  rclAiru  ■ 
faint  itaco  of  one  cbarai^teristic  Irut  of  Ibe  andeDt 
bullod,  whii'h  renlly  constitulea  the  turning  point  of 
tbestor^-,  but  which  all  the  others  lack.  (See  Erlin- 
lon.) A  fragment  exists  in  the  Percy  MS.,  of  which 
we  tan  only  say  that  if  it  much  resembled  Percy'i 
Child  of  Site  (whii-li  it  cannol),  it  might  mtliont 
loss  be  lell  undisturbed  forever.  In  the  fiti\y  remain- 
ing copy  Robin  Hood  appears  as  the  hero.  (See  vol. 
T.  p.  33<.)  It  is  of  slight  value,  but  eoiisiderably  les 
insipid  than  the  Child  ofBUe.  Motherwi^li  (STinslrei- 
ty,  p.  I  BO)  has  given  a  few  varia^ons  to  Scott's  ballad, 
but  they  are  of  no  importance.  —  Of  the  corre-iponding 
Danish  ballad,  Hiboli  og  Guldhorg.  tiruiidtvig  has  col- 
lects 1  more  tban  twenty  veTsions,  some  of  tbem  an- 
ient, many  obtained  from  recitation,  and  eight  of  Hat 
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kindreil  ITil/iebraiui  og  HUitt.  There  llD^«  itlso  bean 
pnoled  of  Uxe  Utter,  threo  versiona  in  Swedish,  and 
of  the  fonni-r,  three  in  Icdantiic,  two  in  Norse,  and 
»evea  in  Swedish,  (lianmartg  Oamlr  FMfvUrr,  ii. 
308-^OS,  674-81.)  Jauiieion  bag  translated  on  inf^- 
nor   ropy  of  the   Danish   ballad   in   Itluitrationii  of 

Eth.  Ar^liq.,  p.  317. 
ThB  tollail  of  The  Douglas  Tragedy,"  says  Scott, 
in«  of  the  few  (?)  to  whii^fa  popular  tradition  has 
ib«d  complete  lu'ality. 
The  firm  of  Bliw^kliouse,  in  Sclkirlfshire,  is  said  lo 
t  been  tiie  scene  of  (his  meUncboly  ercnL  There 
the  remains  of  a  very  antient  tower,  adjncent  to 
loe  farm-house,  in  a  wild  and  solitary  glen,  upon  ■ 
torreat  named  Douglas  burn,  whith  joins  the  Yarrow, 
al\er  passing  a  vra^gj  roe);,  called  the  Uouglns  <.-raig. 
.  .  .  From  this  aneleui  tower  I.miy  Margaret  is  ia!d  K> 
have  been  earried  by  her  lorer.  Siiven  large  itonei, 
oreeled  upon  tlie  neighboring  heights  of  Blaukhouse, 
are  shown,  as  markinj;  the  a[Hit  where  llm  seven  bretll- 
reti  were  slaiu ;  and  the  Douglas  bom  is  averred  to 
faavo  been  the  streatn  nt  vrbii-h  tbu  lovera  stopped  to 
drink :  so  minute  is  tradition  in  asi-crtfuniug  the  scene 
of  B  tragical  tale,  which,  cansiituring  the  rude  stab.'  of 

fmer  times,  had  probably  foundation  in  some  real 
Were  it  not  for  Scotfs  concluding  remark,  and  the 
ooadnate  credulity  of  most  of  the  English  and  Suotch 
editors,  we  shouhl  hardly  think  It  necessary  lo  say  that 
Ihu  locality  of  some  of  the  incidents  in  Ribolt  and 
I'iuldborgi  is  equally  well  ascertained  (Grundtvig,  848, 
3*3).  "  Popular  rales  and  anecdotes  of  every  kind,"  si 
JamicMin  well  remarks,  "soon  ohlain  locality  wher- 
4ver  they  aro  told;  and  the  Intelligent  and  aiientive 
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tr.ireller  will  not  1>«  surprised  In  6iid  the  tame  rto^ 
which  be  had  lenrnt  when  a  cliiM,  wiOi  every  iqipro. 
prinle  circumitfinco  of  names,  time,  and  plnre,  in  a 
Glen  o(  Morveii.  I^ochabcr,  or  R.innoch,  enially  do- 
tiiestii^nted  amoag  the  mountains  of  Norway,  ( 
or  niibet."     /IL  North.  AnL  ji.  31 7. 


"  Rise  up,  rise  up,  now.  Lord  Douglas,"  sbo  sajrsi 
"  And  put  on  jour  armour  »o  bright ; 

Let  it  never  be  eaid  that  a  daughlec  of  ihin 
Was  marriud  to  a  lord  under  niglit. 

"  Rise  up,  riee  up,  my  seven  bold  sons, 
And  put  on  your  armour  so  bright. 

And  lake  better  care  of  your  youngest  ei^tei 
For  your  eldest's  awa'  the  la^t  night." — 

He's  mounied  bar  on  a  milk-white  Bleed, 

And  himself  on  a  dapple  grey, 
Willi  a  bugcleC  bom  hung  down  by  his  sid^l 

And  ligbily  tbey  rode  away. 

LoitI  William  tookit  o'er  his  left  shoulder, 

To  Bee  what  he  could  see, 
And  there  he  spy'd  her  seven  brethren  bold,  1 

Gome  riding  o'er  the  lee. 


"  Light  down,  light  down,  "LaAy  Marg'rel,"  heil 
"  And  hold  my  steed  in  your  hand. 
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Until  that  against  vour  seven  brethren  bold. 

And  voar  father,  I  make  a  stand." — 

« 

She  held  his  steed  in  her  milk-white  hand. 

And  never  shed  one  tear, 
Until  that  she  saw  her  seven  brethren  fa', 

And  her  father  hard  fighting,  who  loved  her  so 
dear. 


•*  O  hold  yoar  hand.  Lord  AVilliam ! "  she  siiid, 
"  For  your  strokes  thev  are  wondrous  sair ; 

True  lovers  I  can  jret  manv  a  ane. 
But  a  father  I  can  never  get  mair." — 

O  she's  ta'en  out  her  handkerchief, 

It  was  o'  the  holland  Siie  fine. 
And  aye  she  dighted  her  father's  bloody  wounds, 

That  were  redder  than  the  wine. 

**  O  chuse,  O  chuse.  Lady  Marg'ret,"  he  said, 
^  O  whether  will  ye  gang  or  bide  ?  " — 

"  ril  gang,  m  gang.  Lord  William,"  she  sjiid, 
**  For  you  have  left  me  no  other  guide." — 

He's  lifted  her  on  a  milk-white  steed 

And  himself  on  a  dapple  grey, 
With  a  bugelet  horn  hung  down  by  hi*  side, 

And  slowly  they  baith  rade  away. 
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O  \hey  rade  on,  and  on  Uiey  rade, 
And  a'  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

Until  they  CAme  to  yon  iraa  water. 
And  there  they  lighted  down. 

Thuy  lighted  down  to  tak  a  drink 
Of  (he  spring  that  ran  &ae  dear ; 

And  down  the  stream  ran  his  gude  hearts  b 
And  sail'  she  'gan  to  fear. 

«  Hold  up,  hold  up,  Lord  WiUiam,"  she 
"  For  I  fear  that  yon  are  slain  1 " — 

"  Tis  uaetliing  but  the  shadow  of  ray  scarlet  ^ 
That  shines  in  the  water  sae  plain." 

O  tliey  rade  on,  and  on  they  rade. 
And  ft'  by  the  light  of  ihe  moon, 

Until  they  cam  to  his  molhter's  lia'  door, 
And  there  they  lighted  down. 

"  Get  up,  get  up,  lady  mother,"  he  says, 

"  Get  up,  and  let  me  in  1  " — 
Get  up,  gel  up,  lady  mother,"  he  says, 

"  For  this  night  my  fair  laily  I've  win. 

"  0  mak  my  bed,  lady  raoiher,"  he  says, 

"  O  mak  it  braid  and  deep  ! 
And  lay  Lady  Marg'ret  dose  at  my  htult. 

And  the  sounder  I  will  sleep." — 


3  VIlKun  was  And  Ikog  ere  nudnight, 

f  ftUr^nt  hiQ  ere  day — 
d  aO  Hue  lovers  that  go  tbegither, 
[ay  ibef  have  mair  luck  thaa  th^j  I 

1  WQliam  was  boned  ia  St.  Marie's  kiik. 
Lady  Marg'ret  in  Marie's  quire  ; 
Oat  o*  itie  the  lady'a  gruve  grew  a  boimy  r 

And  out  o'  ibe  knight's  a  brier. 

And  they  Iwa  met,  and  ihey  twa  plat. 

And  fain  ibey  wad  be  near; 
And  a'  the  varid  might  ken  right  wee^ 

Th^  were  iwa  loTera  dear.  * 

But  bye  and  rade  the  Block  Dooglaa, 

And  wow  but  he  wa^  rough  ! 
For  lie  pull'd  op  iho  bonny  brier, 

Aud  dang't  in  St  Marie's  Loeh. 


■■  Thii  minelc  it  freqnentlr  wltnossod  otct  the  gnre*  of  ] 
ftithfut  loiBrt — King  Uark,  according  to  the  Genntn  r 
funen.  pluiUd  a  rose  do  TrisUn't  gnvt.  and  a  Tioe  on  thi 
of  [sold.  The  tools  <CTuck  down  iaCo  Ihi  recy  heuls  of 
Ibe  dead  kmri,  and  the  atenu  tviiied  toringlj  logcthw. 
The  Preocb  account  i*  Kime*b(I  iliffercni.  An  Cgluk- 
line  tprnng  from  Ihe  tomb  of  Triilnii,  and  lirlsted  \tfelt 
raarul  Ihf  moiinmeul  of  iHiId.  If  wiu  rnt  An-wn  three  Uines, 
Iml  grow  up  erery  morning  fr«her  Ihnn  beforr,  so  Uikt  it 
KM  sUawnl  U)  ituul.     Otber  eiamplat  an,  In  this  TolBine, 
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Fair  Jnnrl,  Lord  nomat  and  Fair  Amd ;  tn  the  Ihini  r^ 
uxar.  Prince  lbiert,&B.  Tim  ■nms  phenniriBnoTi  Ii  ulill)lt«l 
Iti  th«  SwHiIiah  linlUids  •:tlfa-ligfrtiJ'lrBli«rg  nek  FrMm 
MfUn.  Uliii  Hota,  HiOa  liWi.  Utriig  XOt,  ( Sreiwtn  Felt-  I'mr, 
i.  BG,  lie,-ArwldMon,  ii.  S,  SI,  9t.)  In  [lio  Uniibli  billtd  of 
Jltn-  SiiBtmint,  (Daruki  ll4cr,  ili.  348,}  In  llie  Breion  ballad 
at  Lord  Nairn  md  Iht  Kom'gan,  trsnilnted  tn  Keiebllejr'i 
Fairg  Uj/tlmlBf)!,  p.  iS8,  iu  tbe  Bomansch  biillBtl,  Sir,g  w^ 
Stknup/lueh,  translated  b;  Scfaallcr,  HamOiiucht  ValktlStdtr, 
p.  M,  Id  a  Servian  tale  citad  b^  Talvi,  Vermdi,  ScB^  p.  UB, 
In  tlie  Rtminnnian  \>^\aA  of  Riitg  and  Handkerdatf,  dtaatay'i 
Roiiman  Anlhotogy,  p.  IBS,  Schuller't  RomKnische  VdlutMgr, 
p.  30,  and  in  ths  Afghan  poem  of  Aaiani  and  DaerHmmtt. 
d^acrlbed  by  Elphlnitone,  AccoutU  of  llu  Kingdom  of  OuM, 
i.  3BB,  —  which  laatntferenca  ve  ow»  ID  Talri.  —  In  lb«  OuB 
of  the  Dntilih  ballad  it  li  certnin.  and  In  Boms  of  the  Kh> 


LORD  THOMAS  AND  FAIR  ELLKOR. 


The  four  pieeea  wliii-h  Crjlloii'  liave  all  tte  same  sub- 
ject. Lord  Thomas  and  Fair  Ellinor,  u  given  tVani 
the  ColleclUm  of  Old  BaHadi,  1723,  toI.  i.  p.  249, 
where  it  la  entitled,  A  Tragicai  Ballad  on  the  un/ortu- 
nale  Lime  of  Lord  Tkomat  and  Fair  Ellinor,  logcth- 
tr  with  tht  Doum/al  of  the  Brawn  Girl.  The  text  dif- 
fers but  aligbdy  from  tliat  of  Percy,  (Hi.  121,)  and  Eit- 
Ancienl  Soiigs,  li.  89. 


Loud  Tliomos  lie  was  a  bold  fori-ester, 

And  a  chaaer  of  the  king's  dear; 
Fair  Ellinor  iva.^  ii  fine  woman, 

And  Lord  Thomas  he  loved  her  dear 

"Come  riddle  my  riddle,  dear  mother,"  he  siiid, 

"And  riddle  us  both  aa  one  ; 
Whether  I  shall  mMt-y  with  fair  EUinor, 

And  let  the  brown  girl  aJone  ?  " 
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"Tbe  brown  girl  she  has  got  houses  and  l| 
Aud  (air  Ellinor  she  htis  got  none  ; 

Therefore  I  charge  you  on  mj  blessing. 
Bring  me  the  brown  girl  homn  " 

As  it  befuU  on  a  higli  boliduy, 

As  uauy  more  did  beside, 
Lord  Thomiis  ht:  went  to  ftur  Ellinor, 

That  should  have  been  bis  bride. 

But  when  be  came  to  fair  Ellinors  bower^^ 

He  knocked  tkere  at  the  ring ; 
But  who  waa  so  ready  aa  fail-  Ellinor, 

For  to  let  Lord  Thomas  in. 

"What  DewSfWbat  news,  Lord  Tliomas?"  she 

**  What  news  hast  thou  brought  unto  nu 
"  t  am  come  to  bid  thee  lo  my  wedding 
And  tliat  is  bad  news  for  thee." 

*■  O  God  forbid,  Lord  Thomas,"  she  said, 
*^  Tliat  such  a  thing  should  bo  done  ; 

1  thought  to  have  been  (hy  bride  my  own  M 
And  you  to  have  been  the  bridegrom," 

"  Come  riddle  my  riddle,  dear  mother,"  4 
"  And  riddle  it  all  in  one ; 
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Wbellier  1  iball  go  lo  Lord  Thomas's  wedding, 
Or  whetlier  I  elall  tarr^  at  borne  ?  " 

•  Tliere  are  man;  thai  are  joiir  friends,  daugL- 
ter. 

And  many  tliat  are  your  foe ; 
Therefore  I  t-harge  you  on  niy  blessing. 

To  Lord  Tiiomus's  ivediliug  don't  go." 

There's  many  that  are  my  frienda,  mother  i 
And  if  a  ihou.sand  more  wtre  my  foe, 
'Betide  my  life,  betide  my  dealh, 
To  Lord  Thomas's  wedding  I'U  go. 

le  cloathed  herself  in  gallant  attire, 

And  her  merry  men  all  in  green ; 

And  na  they  rid  through  every  Iowa, 

They  took  her  to  be  some  queen. 

But  when  she  came  to  Ix>rd  Thomas's  gate. 

She  knocked  there  at  (he  ring ; 
BdI  who  wa:<  so  ready  us  Lord  Thomas, 

To  let  fair  Elliiior  in. 

Is  this  your  bride  ?"  fair  Ellinor  said  ; 
"  Metbinks  she  looks  wonderful  brown  ; 
^ou  might's!  have  bad  ua  fair  n  woman, 

As  ever  trod  on  the  groniid." 


"  Despite  her  not,  fair  Ellin,"  he  etud, 

"  Diispise  ber  not  unto  me  ; 
For  littler  1  love  ihy  litlte  finger, 

Tlmn  all  lier  whole  body. 

This  brown  bride  had  a  little  penknife, 

That  was  both  long  and  sharp, 
Aiid  betwixt  ibe  ehurt  ribs  and  the  long,  1 
Prifk'd  fair  Ellinor  lo  the  heart. 

"  O  Christ  now  save  thee,"  Lord  Thomiu  be  m»1, 
"  Alethinks  thou  look'gt  wondrous  wnn  : 

Tliou  us'd  to  took  willi  as  fresh  a  colour. 
An  ever  the  son  shin'd  oii-" 

"  O  art  thou  blind,  Lord  Thomas  ?  "  she  wd, 
"  Or  canal  thou  not  very  well  see  ? 

O  dost  thou  not  see  my  own  heart'^  blood 
Run  trickling  down  my  knee  ?  " 

Lord  Thomas  he  had  a  sword  by  his  side  ; 

As  he  watk'd  about  the  hnll. 
He  cut  off  his  bride's  head  from  her  ehoiiMerq 

And  threw  it  against  the  wall. 

He  set  the  hilt  i^in^t  the  ground. 

And  the  poini  ogaiiii^t  his  heart : 
There  never  were  three  lovers  met. 

That  sooner  did  depart 


LORD  THOMAS  AND  FAIR  ANSET. 


ti  Percy's  Reliqaei,  iu.  290,  wtiere  it  was  *-  giren, 
ltd  »me  corrections,  from  a  SIS.  copy  tranimitted 
■om  SrotlaniL"  There  is  a  coirespomling  SwedTali 
lallail,  Herr  Pfler  och  Littn  Kerfiin,  io  iLe  .Smmita 
'oO'-Fuar.  i.  49.  It  ii  tmsalated  in  Uteraturt  and 
tomanet  of  Northern  Europe,  trj  William  and  tiaij 
lowitl,  i.  258. 


IiORD  Thomas  ntid  fuir  Aonpt 
Sale  a.'  day  on  a  hill ; 
L  WLan  night  was  cum,  and  T'lm  was  sett, 
They  bad  not  talkt  their  fili. 

Lord  Thomas  snjd  a  word  in  jest. 

Fair  Annet  took  it  ill : 
"  A'  I  will  nevir  wed  a  wife 

AgMiut  taj  ajn  friends  wilL" 
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"  Glfye  wull  nevir  wed  a  wife, 

A  wife  wuil  neir  wed  yee ; " 
Sue  he  is  hame  lo  tell  liia  m!ther. 

And  knelt  upon  hi;,  knee, 

"  0  rede,  O  rede,  milher,"  he  say.", 
"  A  glide  rede  gie  to  mee  : 

0  sail  1  lak  Uie  nut-browne  bride, 
And  lei  faire  Annet  bee  ?  " 

"  Tlie  nul-browne  bride  haes  gowd  and  ■ 
Fiur  Annet  she  htis  gat  nana ; 

And  the  liitle  beauty  fair  Annet  has, 
0  it  wull  soon  be  gane." 

And  lie  has  till  his  brother  gane  : 
"  Now,  brother,  rede  ye  moe; 

A',  sail  I  marrle  the  nut'browne  brida,  1 
And  let  fair  Annet  bee  ?  " 

"Tlie  nul-browne  bride  has  oxen,  brotii 
T!ie  nul-browne  bride  haa  kye  : 

1  wad  hae  ye  marrie  the  nul-browne  b 
And  cast  fair  Annet  bye>" 

"  Her  oxen  may  dye  i'  the  house,  billi^l 

And  her  kye  into  the  byre, 
And  I  sail  hae  nothing  to  myaell, 

Bot  a  fat  fudge  by  the  fyre." 
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And  lie  has  till  his  sister  gone : 

"  Now  sister,  rede  ye  inee  ; 
O  sail  I  marrie  the  nul-browne  bride. 

And  set  fair  Aonel  free  ?  " 

"Ise  rede  ye  tak  &ir  Annet,  Tboraas, 
And  let  the  bronne  bride  alane  ; 

Lest  ye  sould  sigh,  and  say,  Alace, 
What  is  tliia  we  brought  hame  I  " 

"  No,  I  will  tak  my  mithets  counsel. 

And  marrie  me  owi  o'  hand  ; 
And  I  will  tak  the  nut-brownc  bride  ; 
I      Fair  Annec  may  lelve  the  land." 

Up  then  rose  fair  Annels  father, 

Twa  hours  or  it  wer  day. 
And  he  is  gane  into  the  bower 

Wherein  fair  Annet  lay. 

"  Bise  op,  rise  up,  fair  Annet,"  he  says, 

"  Put  OQ  your  silken  sheene  ; 

I«et  as  gae  to  St.  Maries  ktrke, 

And  see  ibat  rich  weddeen." 

"My  maides,  gae  to  my  dressing-room e, 

And  dress  to  me  my  hair; 
Whair-eir  yee  laid  a  plait  before. 

See  yee  lay  ten  limes  mair. 
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"  My  maJtb,  gae  to  my  dress  ing-roonii 

And  ilresa  to  me  my  itmock; 

The  one  half  u  o'  the  hollaud  fine, 

The  olhcr  o'  needle-work." 

Tlie  hor^  fair  Annet  rnde  upon. 

He  amblit  like  llie  wind ; 

Wi'  siller  he  was  shod  before, 

Wi'  burning  gowd  behind. 

Four  and  twanty  aiiler  beUs 
Wer  a*  tyed  liL  Iiia  mane. 

And  yae  Lift  o'  ibe  norland  wicd, 
They  linkled  ane  by  one. 

Four  finil  twanty  gny  gude  knichts 
Hade  by  fair  Annets  side, 

And  four  and  twanty  fair  ladies, 
As  gin  she  hod  bin  a  bride. 

And  whan  she  com  to  Maries  kirk. 

She  snt  on  Maries  stean  : 
The  cleading  llml  fair  Annet  had  ra 

It  skinkled  in  their  een. 

And  whan  she  cam  into  llie  kirk. 
She  sbimmer'd  like  the  sun  ; 

The  belt  that  wiu  about  her  waiat, 
Waa  a'  wi'  pearles  bedone. 


LORD    TH0«A3    AND    FAIR    ASSET.        129 

She  sat  her  by  tlie  nut-lirowne  bride. 
And  her  een  ihey  wer  sne  clear, 

Lord  Thomas  be  clean  forgiit  the  bride, 
Wlian  fair  Annet  she  drew  near. 

He  had  a  rose  into  his  hand, 

And  he  gave  it  kisses  tliree. 
And  reaching  by  the  nul-browne  bride, 

Laid  it  on  fair  Arniets  knee. 

Dp  than  spak  the  nut-browtie  bride, 

She  spok  wi'  meikle  spite  ; 
"And  whair  gal  ye  that  rose-water, 

That  doea  mok  yee  ^iic  white  ?  " 

"01  did  gel  ttie  roBe-"iiler 

"Whflir  ye  wuL  neir  get  none, 
For  1  did  get  that  very  rose-water 

Into  my  mithers  wame." 

The  bride  she  drew  a  long  bodkin 

Frae  out  her  gay  head-geiir, 
And  slrake  fair  Annet  unto  the  heart, 

That  word  she  nevir  spak  inair. 

Lord  Thomas  he  saw  ftur  Annet  wes  pale, 

And  marvelit  what  mote  bee  ; 
But  whan  lie  saw  her  dear  hcaria  blude, 

A'  wood-wroih  wexed  bee. 
QL.  tl.  9 


lie  drew  liia  dagger,  that  was  sae  dhai^ 
That  vai  ene  aharp  and  meet. 

And  drave  into  the  nut-broime  bride. 
That  fell  ddd  ttt  his  fett. 

•'  Now  stay  for  me,  dear  Annel,"  he  sed* |l 
"  Now  stay,  niy  dear,"  he  cry'd  ; 

Then  strake  the  dagger  untill  his  hear^  .1 
And  tell  deid  by  her  eide. 

Lord  Thomas  waa  bnried  without  kiA-n 
Fair  Annet  within  the  quiere ; 

And  o'  the  tane  thair  grew  a  birk, 
The  other  a  bouny  briere. 

And  «y  they  grew,  and  ay  they  threw, 

Aa  they  wnd  faine  be  neare ; 
And  by  this  ye  may  ken  right  well, 

Thsy  were  iwa  luvers  deare. 


SWEET  "WILLIE  AND  FAIR  ANNIE 


Is  another  vcmion  of  (be  foregoing  piece,  furnished 
by  Jamicson.  Popular  Baltails,  i.  S3. 

"  The  text  of  Lonl  JViomo*  and  Fair  Anrtet,"  re- 
narks  Jomieson,  "  seems  to  have  been  adjiuteil,  pre- 
vious to  its  lea^ving  Scotland,  hy  some  one  who  was 
more  ofa  scholar  than  the  reciters  of  ballnds  generally 
_BPe ;  and,  in  atteoipting  to  f^ive  it  an  antique  cast,  it 
■  been  deprived  of  somewhat  of  that  easy  iacility 
luch  is  tlie  distinguished  characteristic  of  the  tradi- 
y  ballad  narrative.  With  the  text  of  the  ibHow- 
ing  ditty,  no  snch  experiment  has  been  maile.  It  is 
here  given  pni-e  and  entire,  as  it  was  taken  down  by 
the  editor,  from  the  recitation  of  a  lady  in  Aberbro- 
thick,  (Mn.  W.  Arrot)  As  she  hml,  when  a  child. 
leamt  the  ballad  frmn  an  elderly  moid-servant,  and 
probably  had  not  repeated  it  for  a  dozen  years  before 
I  bad  the  good  fortune  to  be  introduced  to  her,  it  may 
inded  upon,  that  every  line  was  recited  to  me 
y  as  possible  in  the  exact  Barm  in  which  sb^ 
mtit" 


1iI2        SWEET   WILLIE    AND    FAIR   AXME. 

Mr.  Chamben,  in  conformity  witb  tlie  pkn  of  Ui 
work,  preienM  tu  trith  an  edition  compoKd  out  of  Per' 
cj'f  And  Jatnieson's,  nith  some  amcmlcd  readings  awl 
additional  veraiia  from  a  maoiisoripl  copj,  {& 
BaUiids,  p.  2GS.) 


SwKET  Wniie  and  fur  Annie 

Sat  a'  da;  on  a  hill ; 
And  though  they  had  sitlcn  eertoi  ; 

They  ne'er  wad  had  their  fiU. 

Sweet  Willie  said  a  word  in  haste, 

And  Annib  took  it  ill; 
"I  winna  wed  a  locberleas  rnaii, 

Ag^9t  my  pftrenl's  will." 

"Te're  come  o'  the  ricli,  Willie, 

And  I'm  come  o'  llie  poor  ; 
Fm  o'er  laigli  lo  be  your  bride. 

And  I  winna  be  your  whore." 

O  Aonie  she's  gone  till  her  bower, 

And  Willie  down  the  den  ; 
And  he's  come  till  his  mither's  bower,  ] 

By  the  lei  light  o'  the  moon. 

"  0  sleep  ye,  wake  yc,  mither  ?"  he  saytJ 
"Or  are  ye  the  bower  within  ?" 
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-  "  I  sleep  richt  aft,  I  wake  richt  aft' ; 
What  want  ye  m'  me,  son  ? 

"  Whare  hae  je  been  a"  night,  Willie  ? 

0  wow !  ye've  tarried  lang ! " 
"  I  hare  been  courtin"  fair  Annie, 

And  she  U  frae  me  gane. 

"  There  is  twa  maidens  in  a  bower  ; 

Which  o'  ihera  sail  I  bring  hame? 
The  nut-brown  maid  has  sheep  and  cows, 

And  fair  Annie  baa  none." 

"  It*s  an  je  wed  the  nut-brcwn  maid, 

111  heap  gold  wi'  my  hand ; 
But  an  ye  wed  her,  fair  Annie, 

ITll  straik  it  wi'  a  wand. 

"The  nut-brown  mud  has  sheep  and  a>yn. 

And  fair  Annie  has  nane ; 
And  Willie,  for  my  beni^on, 

The  nut-brown  m^d  bring  hame." 

"01  sail  wed  the  nut-brown  mud, 

And  I  sail  bring  her  hame ; 
But  peace  nor  rest  between  us  twa, 

Till  death  sinder'a  ^ain. 

That  is,  ray  tinmbeniuvstiort,  broken,  and  internipli'il,  i 
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"  But,  alas,  alas  1"  says  sweet  Willie, 

"  0  fnir  is  Annie's  face  I " 
"  But  whafs  tlie  mailer,  my  son  Willi^ 

She  has  nae  iUier  grace." 

"  Alas,  alas ! "  says  sweet  Willie, 

"But  white  is  Amiie's  hand!" 
"  But  wliat's  the  matter,  my  son  fl 

She  hasna  a  fur  o'  land." 

"  Sheep  will  die  in  cots,  micfaer. 

And  owsen  die  in  byre  ; 
And  what's  this  warld's  wealth  to  me^ 

An  I  get  na  my  heart's  desire  7 

"  IVhare  will  I  get  a  bonny  boy, 
That  wad  fain  win  hose  and  shoon, 

Tliat  will  rin  to  fair  Annie'i  bower, 
Wi'  the  lei  light  o'  the  moon? 

"  Tell  tell  her  to  come  to  WiDie's  w. 

The  mom  at  twal  at  noon ; 
Ye'll  tell  her  lo  come  to  Willie's  wed<fi 

The  heir  o'  Duplin  town. ' 

Dtiplia  lawn.  Duplin  !■  the  Mat  ofthe  eu-1  orKinixnU, 
Gmn  iTliicb  ba  derlTea  hli  tttla  or  viacoant.  It  to  intbe 
ueighborbood  of  Perth.  It  I*  obwmble,  that  baltaila  am 
tet;  rreqnently  adapted  lo  the  meridian  of  tliB  plM«  where 
tbar  sre  Tound.    J. 
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13  J 


■■  Sbe  manna  pat  on  tlie  black,  the  black. 

Nor  yet  the  dowie  brown ; 
But  the  Ecarlet  sae  red,  aa<l  ihe  kerdies  bm 

white, 
And  her  boany  locks  hangia'  dvvtn." 

Be  is  on  to  Annie's  bower, 

And  tirled  at  the  pin ; 
And  wba  was  sae  ready  as  Annie  hcrsel. 

To  open  and  let  him  in. 

*•  Te  are  bidden  come  to  "Willie's  weddin , 

Tbe  morn  at  twal  at  noon  ; 
Te  are  bidden  come  to  Willie's  weddin', 

Tbe  heir  of  Duplin  town. 

**  Te  manna  put  on  the  black,  the  black. 

Nor  yet  the  dowie  brown  ; 
But  the  scarlet  sae  red,  and  the  kerches  si 

And  your  bonny  locks  hangin'  down." 

"Its  I  will  come  to  "Willie's  weddm", 

The  mom  at  twal  at  nooD  : 
Ila  I  will  come  to  Willie's  weddin', 

But  I  rather  the  mass  had  bi-'en  mme. 

"  Alaidens,  to  my  bower  come. 
And  lay  gold  on  my  liair  ; 
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Aiid  wild] 
Ye'll  a. 


ac  plnii  before, 
a  times  mair. 


"  Taylors,  lo  my  bower  come, 

And  mak  to  me  a  weed ; 
And  Emiihs  unlu  my  stable  come, 

And  shoe  to  me  a  steed." 

At  every  tale  o'  Annie's  horse'  mane 

There  lioiig  u  silver  bell ; 
And  there  came  n  wind  out  frae  the  n 

Wliii:b  mudu  tUem  a'  (o  knell. 

And  tvhan  sbe  came  to  Alary-kit^ 

And  eat  down  in  die  deas. 
The  llgbt,  that  came  free  fair  Annie, 

EnligLten'd  a'  the  place. 

But  up  and  stnnds  the  nut-brown  bride. 

Just  at  her  liilhcr's  knee ; 
"  O  wliii  is  fliis,  my  father  dear, 

Tlinl  blinks  in  Willie's  e'e?" 
"  0  lliis  is  Willie's  first  true  love, 

Before  he  loved  thee." 


« If  that  be  Willie's  Orst  true  loTC, 
lie  might  hu'e  btten  me  bei 

She  bus  as  much  gold  on  ae  finder. 
As  I'll  wear  till  I  die. 


"  O  whare  got  ye  that  water,  Annie, 
That  washes  you  see  white?" 

"  I  got  it  in  my  milher's  wambe, 
Wlinre  yell  ne'er  get  the  like. 

I  *■  For  ye've  been  wash'd  in  Dutiuy's  well, 
And  dried  on  Dunny's  dyke ; 
And  a'  the  water  in  I  lie  sea 
Will  nevor  wash  ye  white." 

■WilUe'e  la'en  a  rose  out  o'  his  hat. 

Laid  U  in  Aiinic'^  lap ; 
"  [Tlie  bonniest  to  ibc  bonnie.-t  fa"*,] 

Hne,  wear  it  for  my  sake." 

*  Tak  up  and  ivoar  your  rose,  Waiie, 

And  wear't  wP  mickle  care. 
For  the  woman  m\l  never  bear  a  «on, 

Tiiat  will  mak  my  heart  sae  sair." 

Wban  night  was  come,  and  day  was  gane^ 

And  a'  man  boun  to  Ired, 
Sweet  WUlle  and  ihe  mil-brown  bride 

In  their  cbunber  were  laid. 

They  werena  weel  lyen  down, 

And  Gcarcoly  fa'n  asleep, 
Whan  Dp  and  ilands  she,  fair  Annie, 

Just  ap  at  Willie*s  feet. 
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"  Weel  brook  ye  o'  your  brown  brown  bride, 

Between  ye  nnJ  ihe  wa' ; 
And  eae  will  I  o*  niy  winding  sheet,  ^ 

That  suits  me  best  avo.  ' 


"  Weel  brook  ye  o'  your  brown  brown  bride, 

Between  ye  and  the  stock  ; 
And  »ae  will  I  o'  my  black  black  kist, 

That  has  neither  key  nor  lock." 

Slid  Willie  riuse,  put  on  hia  claiae, 
Drew  till  him  his  hose  and  shoon. 

And  he  iij  on  to  Annie's  bower, 
By  the  lei  light  o'  Ihe  moon. 

The  firaten  bower  that  he  came  till, 

There  was  right  dowie  wark  j 
Her  roilher  and  her  three  sisters 

Were  inakin'  to  Annie  a  eark. 

The  nexten  bower  that  he  came  till, 

Tliere  was  right  dowie  cheir ; 
Hur  lalhcr  and  her  seven  brethrea 

Were  makin'  to  Annie  a  bier. 

The  laslen  bower,  tliiit  he  came  till, 

[0  heavy  was  his  care  I 
The  waxen  lights  were  burning  bright,] , 

And  fair  Annie  slrcekit  there. 
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lie's  lifled  up  the  coreikt, 
[Where  filie,  fair  Annie,  lay ; 

Sweet  was  her  smile,  but  vma  her  cheek  ; 
0  wan,  and  cnld  as  cLiy  !] 

"It's  I  will  kiss  your  bonny  cheek, 

And  I  wi]I  kisa  your  chin ; 
And  I  will  kiss  your  cliiy-cald  lip  ; 

But  I'll  never  kiss  woman  again. 

"  Tlie  day  ye  deal  at  Annie's  burial 
The  bread  but  and  (he  wine  ; 

Before  the  mora  at  twall  o'clock, 
TheyTl  deal  the  same  at  mine." 

The  tane  was  buried  in  Alary's  kirk, 

The  tilher  in  Mary's  quire; 
And  out  o'  the  tane  there  grew  a  birk, 

And  out  o'  the  lither  a  brier. 

And  ay  they  gtevi,  and  ay  they  drew, 

Unlill  they  twa  did  meet; 
And  every  ane  that  past  them  by. 

Said,  "Thae'a  been  lovers  sweet  1" 
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From  Percj's  SiSjua,  iU.  1«4. 

"  This  seenu  to  be  the  old  song  quoted  in  Ftcttb- 
er's  Kni(/ht  of  the  Baming  Peslte,  acts  iL  and  Ju.; 
attliough  the  six  lines  there  preserved  are  somewhat 
different  from  those  in  tlie  ballad,  as  it  stands  at  pi'e* 
ent  The  reader  will  not  wonder  at  this,  when  he  Ii 
informed  that  tins  is  only  given  from  a  modem  printed 
copy  picked  up  on  a  stall.  Its  full  title  is  FiiiV  Mar- 
garel'a  mU/orlunes  ;  iirSietel  William'g  frlghl/ul  Hre/imt 
on  hif  wedding  night,  tcilh  tlit  luildea  dtalK  anil  hurui 
of  those  nahle  lovert. 

"  The  lines  preserved  ia  the  play  are  this  djstieh: 
"  You  are  no  Jova  tbr  me,  Miirgnrul, 
I  ma  no  lova  for  jdu."  AcI  Ui.  I 

Aod  the  following  stanza: 

"  When  It  WW  grown  to  dnrk  midnight. 

Aiid  oJl  wer«  fait  ule«p, 
In  came  Alwgareta  grimlj-  gbost, 

Aud  itDod  aX  WllUnnu  feot.  Act  il 

"  These  lines  have  atquired  an  importance  by  giv- 
ing birth  to  one  of  the  most  beautiful  ballads  in  onr 
own  or  any  other  language :  [Mallet's  Margartfl 
Gho»l.'\ 

'■  Since  the  first  odltioil,  tome  improvemeala  B 
been  inserted,  whieh  were  communicated  by  a  It  ~ 
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e  first  distinction,  as  elie  had  heard  this  song  repeat- 
d  in  her  infancf ." 

Tbo  variadons  in  Herd's  copj,  (i.  14S,)  and  in  Bil- 
Bti's  (Aneitnl  Songt,  ii.  93,)  are  unimportant. 

In  tha  Diain  the  same  is  the  widely  known  ballad, 
Pit  Riller  und  das  MdgflUin,  Erk,  p.  81,  Hoffmann's 
SchUgisehe  VoltnlUder,  p.  9;  Herr  Halmsteai  DtSm, 
Seaixta  Folteisor,  iii.  104,  Arwidsson,  ii.  21;  VolH- 
Htder  Aer  Wznden,  by  Houpt  and  Sthmaler,  i.  159- 
lea  (Hoffmann);  in  Dutch,  with  a  different  clo»e, 
SoSiuann't  A?eJerUndwtAe  VoUaUeder,  p.  61  :  also 
Lord  Lontljposl,  p.  IIj2. 


I 


A3  it  fell  out  on  a  long 
Two  luvera  they  eat  dd  a 

They  sat  together  that  long 
And  could  not  talk  their  fill. 


"1  see  no  harm  by  you,  Margaret, 

And  you  see  noDe  by  mee  ; 
Before  to-morrow  at  eigbl  o'  the  clock 

A  rich  wedding  you  shall  see." 

Fair  Margaret  sat  in  her  bower- window, 

Combing  her  yellow  hair ; 
There  she  apyed  sweet  William  and  bis  br 


B  they  m 


[  Then  down  she  layd  her  ivory  combe. 
And  braided  her  bair  in  twain: 

[  8be  went  alive  out  of  her  bower, 
But  ne'er  came  alive  in't  agun. 
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When  day  was  gone,  and  night  was  e 

And  all  men  fa^t  usleei), 
Then  came  the  spirit  of  fair  Marg'ret, 

And  atood  at  Williams  feet. 

"  Am  you  awake,  sweet  William  ?  "  shec  saiA 
"  Or,  sweet  William,  are  yon  asleep  ? 

God  give  you  joy  of  your  gay  bride-bed, 
And  me  of  my  winding'^heBt.'' ' 

Wlien  day  was  come,  and  night  'twas  g 
And  all  men  wak'd  from  sleep. 

Sweet  Wiiliam  lo  his  lady  sajd, 
"  Sly  dear,  I  have  cau^e  to  weep. 

"  I  dreamt  a  dream,  my  dear  ladye. 

Such  drearaea  are  never  good ; 
I  dreamt  my  bower  was  full  of  red  swine^  ' 

And  my  bride-bed  full  of  blood." 

"  Such  dreams,  such  dreams,  m;  honoured ti 

They  never  do  prove  good  ; 
To  dream  thy  bower  was  fuU  of  red  swin«^  ■ 

And  thy  bride-bed  full  of  blood." 


■  Ooi  (pro  yon  joy,  yon  Iothts  tme. 

Id  brido-bed  fut  ukrp ; 
Lo  1 1  un  gmng  to  my  Krecn-enu  gniv«, 
AadrminmyaiBdingiheeL       REBtt'm 


e  called  up  his  merry  men  all. 
By  one,  by  two,  and  by  ihree ; 
lying,  "  I'll  awiiy  to  fair  Marg'ret'h  bower, 
ibe  leave  of  my  ladie." 

■lid  when  he  came  to  fair  Marg'ret's  bower. 

He  knocked  at  the  ring ; 
,nd  who  30  ready  as  her  seven  brethren. 

To  let  sweet  William  in. 

len  he  turned  up  the  covering-sheet ; 
"  Pray  let  me  see  the  dead  ; 
ethinka  she  looks  all  pale  and  wan. 
She  bath  lost  her  cherry  red, 

ni  do  more  for  lliee.  Margaret, 
Than  any  of  thy  kin  ; 
jr  I  will  kifls  thy  pule  wan  lipa. 
Though  a  Emile  I  cannot  win." 

'ith  that  bespake  the  seven  brethren, 

Making  most  piteous  mone, 
Tou  may  go  kiss  your  jolly  brown  bridei 

And  let  our  sister  alone." 

'If  I  do  kiss  my  joUy  brown  bride, 
I  do  but  what  is  right ; 
seer  made  a  vow  to  yonder  poor  corpse. 
By  day,  nor  yet  by  night. 


"  Deal  on,  deal  on,  my  merrj-  men  all, 
Dcfil  on  your  cake  and  your  wine': 

For  nlmloTer  is  dealt  at  her  funeral  lo-daj^ 
Shall  lie  dealt  U 


Fair  Margaret  dyed  lo^ay,  to-day, 
Sweet  Wiiliiun  dyed  the  morrow : 

Fair  Mot^aret  dyed  for  pure  true  love. 
Sweet  William  dyed  for  sorrow. 

Margaret  was  buryed  In  the  lofrtur  chanc^i] 

And  William  in  the  higher: 
Out  of  her  brest  there  sprang  a  rose, 

And  out  of  hiB  a  briar. 

They  grew  tUl  they  grew  unto  the  chaiiib  Utf, 
And  ihen  ihey  could  grow  no  higher ; 

And  ihere  ihuy  tyed  in  a  true  lovers  knot, 
Which  made  all  the  people  admire. 

Then  came  the  clerk  of  the  parish. 

As  you  the  truth  shall  hear. 
And  by  misfortune  cut  thf;m  down. 

Or  ihey  had  now  been  there. 


enlly  five. 


'Sweet  william-s  ghost 


At  already  remarked,  is  oneii  inadi'  the  seqael  li 
■  otlier  baliails.  (Sw  C/erk  Saundtrt.  p.  45.)  It  wu 
tini  jirintcd  id  the  fourth  volume  of  RaDiiay's  Tea 
Tahle  Mheellani/,  with  touie  iiiip«rli>ctlaiis,  and  wiih 
two  spuriouB  stanzas  lor  a  compulsion.  We  subjoin 
la  RaiufBv'g  copy  the  admirable  version  obt^uncd  by 
Mothemell  from  recitation,  and  sliU  another  variauua 
fumishnl  by  Kialocli- 

Closely  anilar  in  many  reipeMs  are  the  Dani»b 
Fialemanden  i  Graem  (Aagt  og  El'r).  flrtiinitvig. 
No.  90,  and  (he  Swedish  Sorgtnn  ila^l,  Sretitta  F.  V., 
i.  S9.  ii.  S04,  or  ArwicUson,  ii.  103.  Also  Der  Toitte 
Freier,  EH:'«  liederhorl,  S4,  34  a.  In  the  Danish  and 
Swedit^h  ballads  it  is  the  nnvon  trolled  grief  of  his  mis- 
Iresa  thai  calls  the  lover  from  his  grave :  in  the  Etig- 

t,  the  desire  to  be  freed  from  hii  troth-plight.  —  f?e* 
"    >.  !13,  21 T. 


TBBBEcame  a 

With  iQAny  a  grievous  g 
And  ay  he  lirled  at  the  pti 

But  answer  made  she  ni 


Margaret's  door. 


"  la  that  my  father  Philip, 
Oris'l  ray  brother  John? 

Or  is't  ray  true  love  Willy, 

From  Scotland  new  come  home? 
rOL.  IL  10 
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"  Tis  not  thy  falher  Philip, 

Nor  yet  thy  brother  John ; 
But  'tis  thy  true  love  Willy, 

From  Scotland  new  corae  home. 

«0  sweet  Margtiretl  0  dear  Mar 

I  pray  Ihee  speak  to  ir 
Give  me  my  faith  and  troth,  S 

As  I  gave  it  lo  thee." 

"Thy  failh  and  troth  ihou'3  never  g 

Nor  yet  will  I  thee  lend, 
Till  that  thou  come  within  my  boweiffl 

And  kiss  my  cheek  anil  chin." 

"  If  I  shoul<l  come  within  thy  bower,  ' 

I  am  no  enrthlj  man : 
And  should  I  kiaa  thy  rosy  lips, 

Thy  days  will  not  he  lang. 

"O  sweet  Margaret,  0  dear  Mar 

I  pray  thee  speak  to  mee  ; 
Give  me  my  faith  and  troth,  S 

As  I  gave  it  to  thee." 

"  Thy  faith  and  trolh  tbou's  never  g 

Nor  yet  will  I  thee  lend, 
Till  yon  take  me  to  yon  kirk-yord, 

And  wed  me  with  a  ring." 


•  My  botiea  are  buried  In  yon  kirk-yard, 

Afnr  beyond  tlie  Bea, 
And  it  is  bui  my  spirit,  Margaret, 

Thai's  now  speaking  to  thee" 

She.Btretched  out  her  lily-white  hand, 

And  for  to  do  Lcr  best ; 
"Hae  there' your  fiLilli and  troth,  Willy, 

Giod  send  your  soul  good  reel." 

Now  she  has  kilted  her  robed  of  green 

A  piece  below  her  knee, 
And  a'  the  live-lang  winler  night 

The  dead  corp:^  followed  she. 

"Is  there  any  room  at  your  heud,  Willy, 

Or  any  room  at  your  feet  ? 
Or  any  room  at  your  side,  Willy, 

Wherein  that  I  may  creep  ?  " 

"There's  no  room  at  my  head,  Margaret, 

There's  no  room  at  my  feet ; 
There's  no  room  at  my  side,  Slargnret, 

My  colfin'a  made  eo  meet." 

Then  ap  and  crew  the  red  red  cock, 
And  up  then  crew  the  gray  : 

"  Tis  lime,  tia  time,  my  dear  Margaret, 
That  you  were  going  away." 
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No  more  Lhe  gliost  to  Sfnrgaret  eaii. 
But,  witb  a  grievous  groan, 

Evunish'd  in  a.  doud  of  miat, 
And  letl  her  all  alone. 

"  0  stay,  my  only  true  love,  stay,"- 
Tlie  coQSIont  Margaret  cried: 

Wan  grew  lier  clieeks,  she  closed  her  9 
StretcU'd  Ler  soft  limbs,  and  died. 


WILLIAIiI  AND  MAKJORIE. 

Mothetwell'9  Miniti-iUn,  p.  18fl. 


<XDT  Marjorib,  Latly  Marjorie, 

It  sewing  her  silken  scam, 

r  And  by  her  came  a  pale,  pale  ghost, 

Wi'  monj  a  sigh  and  mane. 

"  Are  ye  my  falher  the  king?"  she  says, 
"  Or  are  yo  ray  brilher  John  ? 

Or  are  ye  my  true  love,  sweet  William. 
From  England  newly  come  ?  " 

"Vm  not  your  TatliP-T  the  king,"  he  says, 
"  No,  no,  nor  your  brither  John  ; 

But  I'm  your  true  love,  sweet  William, 
From  England  that's  newly  come." 
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"  Have  ye  brought  me  any  scarlete  sae  r 

Or  any  of  the  silks  sae  fine  ; 
Or  hare  ye  brought  me  any  precious  ll 

Tliat  mercbanis  have  for  sale?" 

**  I  liuve  Dot  brought  you  any  scarlets  sae  K 
No,  no,  nor  the  silks  sae  fine  i 

But  I  have  brought  you  my  winding-sl« 
Ower  many  a  rock  and  UilL 

"  Lady  Marjorie,  Lady  Maijorie, 

Foi'  faiih  and  cbariiie. 
Will  ye  gie  to  me  my  fiiith  and  trotli. 

That  I  gave  once  to  thee  ?  " 

"O  your  faith  and  troth  PU  not  gie  to  tl 

No,  no,  that  will  not  I, 
Until  I  get  ae  kiss  of  your  ruby  lips, 

And  in  my  arms  you  lye," 

"  My  lips  they  ore  sae  bitter,"  he  saya, 

"  My  breath  it  is  sae  Strang, 
If  you  get  ae  kiss  of  my  ruby  lips, 

Your  days  will  not  be  lang. 

"  The  cocks  are  era  wing,  Maijorie,"  he  ea,J^ 
•The  cocks  are  crawing  ng^n  ; 

It's  time  the  dead  should  part  the  quick,— 
Maijorie,  I  must  be  gane." 
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She  followed  hina  higb,  she  followed  liim  luw, 
Till  alie  came  to  yon  churchyard  green ; 

And  there  [lie  deep  grave  opened  up. 
And  young  William  he  luy  down. 

"  What  three  (hings  are  these,  sweet  Williaai," 
she  says, 

"  Thai  stand  here  at  your  head  ?  " 
**  O  it's  three  maidens,  Marjorle,"  he  says, 

"That  I  promised  once  to  wed." 

-  Wliat  three  things  are  these,  sweet  William," 
she  Bays, 

"  That  stand  close  at  your  side  ?  " 
"O  it's  three  babes,  iilarjorie,"  he  says, 

"  That  these  tliree  maidens  had." 

"  What  three  things  are  these,  sweet  William," 
she  says, 

"  That  lye  close  at  your  feet  ?  " 
**  0  it's  three  hell-hounds,  Marjorie,"  he  says, 

"  That's  waiting  my  soul  to  keep." 

O  she  took  up  her  white,  white  hand. 
And  she  struck  him  on  the  breast, 

Saying, — "  Haie  there  again  your  failh  and 
troth, 
And  I  wish  your  saul  gude  rest." 
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Ktnlocb'*  Aneie«t  ScdtUh  Balifh,  p.  2(1. 


As  May  MRrg'ret  sat  in  her  bouerie. 

In  her  bouor  nil  alone, 
At  ihe  very  parting  o'  midnicht, 
She  heard  a  moumfu'  moan. 

"  O  i§  it  my  fnlher,  0  is  it  ray  motlier, 
Or  is  it  my  brother  John?  _ 

Or  is  it  sweet  William,  my  am  true  loveifl 
To  Scotland  new  come  liorae  ?  " 

"  It  is  na  your  father,  it  is  na  your  mothof 

It  is  na  your  brother  John  ; 
But  it  is  sweet  William,  your  ain  tme  k 

To  Suotlnnd  new  come  home,"- 
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"  Hae  je  brought  me  onie  fine  tilings 

Oiiie  new  tiling  for  to  wwir  ? 
Or  liae  ye  brought  me  a  braid  o'  lace, 

To  snood  up  my  gowden  hair  ?  " 

"  Tie  brought  ye  na  fine  things  ai  all, 

Nor  onie  new  thing  [o  wear, 
Nor  hae  I  brought  ye  a  braid  of  lace. 

To  snood  up  your  gowden  hair. 

•*  Bat  Margaret,  dear  Margaret, 

I  pray  ye  ^[>eak  lo  me ; 
0  gie  me  bauk  my  Ijiith  and  troth, 

As  dear  aa  I  gied  it  thee  1 " 

"  Your  fwih  and  troth  ye  sanna  get, 

Nor  will  I  wi*  ye  twin, 
Till  ye  come  within  my  bower, 

And  kisa  me,  cheek  and  chin." 

"O  Mai-garet.  dear  Mai^ret, 

I  pray  ye  speak  to  inei 
O  gie  me  back  my  faitli  ^nd  troth, 

As  dear  as  I  gied  it  thee." 

**  Your  faith  and  troth  ye  sanna  get, 

Nor  will  I  wi'  ye  twin, 
Till  ye  tak  me  to  yonder  kirk. 

And  wed  me  wi'  a  ring." 
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"0  tihould  I  come  withmyoui-  boaer, 

I  urn  na  earthly  man : 
If  I  should  kiss  your  red,  red  lips. 

Your  days  wad  ii&  be  lang. 

"  My  bancs  are  buried  in  yon  kirk-yaij 
It's  far  ayont  the  sea ; 

And  it  is  my  epii-it,  Mnrgaret, 
That's  speaking  unto  ihee." 

"  Your  faith  and  troth  ye  sanna  ge^ 

Nor  will  I  twin  wi'  thee. 
Tell  ye  tell  me  the  pleasures  o*  Hearej 

And  pnins  of  hell  how  they  be." 

"The  pleasures  of  heaven  I  wai  not< 
But  the  pnins  of  hell  I  dree  ; 
There  some  are  hie  hang'd  for  huting,  .1 
And  some  for  adullerie." 

Then  Marg'ret  took  her  milk-white  h 
And  smooth'd  it  on  h'm  breast  j- 

"  Tak  your  fmth  anil  truib,  William, 
God  send  your  soul  good  rest  I " 


BONSY  BARBARA  ALLAN 


a 

I 


Was  fine  published  in  Ramsa/a  Tea-TaUe  Jfixrct 
Innjr,  (ii.i:i,)  from  which  Jl  is  traDaferrod  verbatim  ii»- 
to  Herd's  Scoiiifh  Songi,  JdmsoD'a  J/uKvn,  Ritaoa^ 
SnMitJi  Songi,  tc  Percy  printed  it,  "  with  a  few 
eonjecliual  emendadons,  from  a  written  ocpy,"  He- 
eigne*,  iil.  175,  tc^tber  with  another  venion.  which 
foDows  the  present.  Mr.  G.  F.  Graham,  Songt  of 
Scotland,  a.  157,  has  pointed  out  an  ollunon  to  tba 
•*  )iale  Si-otch  Song  of  Bariary  AUm,'  in  Pcpjg'g  Di- 
ory,  3  Jan.  1665-6. 


It  Has  in  and  about  the  Mnrtinma^  time, 
When  the  green  leaves  were  a  fulling, 

ITiat  Sir  John  Graeme  in  the  west  wunlrjF 
Fell  in  love  with  Barbara  Allan. 


He  sent  his  man  down  through  the  towti, 
To  the  place  where  she  wits  dwelling; 

•■  O  haste  and  come  to  my  mitsier  dear, 
Gin  jre  be  Barbara  Allan." 
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0  hooly,  hooly  rose  she  up. 

To  lie  pluce  where  he  was  lying, 
And  when  she  drew  the  curtain  by, 

"  Young  man,  I  ihinfc  you're  dying," 

''U  it'u  I'm  BJck,  and  very,  very  side, 
And  'lis  a'  for  Barbani  Allan  :" 

"  0  ihe  heUer  for  me  ye'a  never  be, 
Tho'  your  heart's  blood  were  a  spillii 

"  O  diimn  ye  mind,  young  man,"  said  si 
"  Wliiin  ye  was  in  the  tavern  a  drinkiq 

That  ye  made  the  heahlis  gae  round  and  fODDdi 
And  flighted  Barbara  Allan." 

He  tum'd  his  face  unto  the  wall, 
AnJ  death  was  with  him  dealing  ; 

"Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  fiiends  all. 
And  be  kind  lo  Barbara  Allan." 

And  slowly,  slowly  r^ae  she  up, 

And  slowly,  alowly  left  him; 
And  sighing  said,  she  cou'd  not  stay, 

Since  death  of  life  had  reft  him. 

Sbe  had  not  gane  a  mile  but  twa, 

When  she  heard  Ihe  dend-li 
find  every  jtiw  tliut  the  dcod-bc-U  geid,   < 

It  ory'd  "  Woe  to  Barbara  Allan  I  "   . 
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«  O  mother^  mother,  make  mj  bed, 
O  make  it  aaft  and  narrow ; 

Snoe  mj  bve  died  for  me  today, 
m  die  finr  him  tomorrow." 


BARBARA  ALLEN'S  CltUELTY 

Froni  Pcrcf  >■  RtKjaa,  U!.  ISS. 

"  GiVEK,  with  some  corrections,  from  an  old  HI 
letur  uopf,  ealitled,  Barbara  Allta't   Cruelty.,  or  lb 
Young  Mxn't  TVageilg." 

In  Scarlet  towne,  where  I  was  borne, 
There  was  a  faire  maid  dwetUn, 

Made  every  youth  crye,  Wel-aw«ye  I 
Her  name  w&a  Barbara  Allen. 

All  in  the  menrye  month  of  May, 

When  greene  buds  Ihey  were  Bwellin, 

Yong  Jeminye  Grove  on  hU  deatb-l>ed  lay. 
For  love  of  Barbara  Allen. 

He  sent  his  man  onto  her  then, 

To  the  towne  where  skee  was  dwellin; 

"  You  must  come  lo  my  master  deare, 
GiS'your  name  be  Barbara  Allen. 
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*  For  deatb  u  prioled  on  his  face, 

And  on  bis  hart  a  stealin : 
Then  iuisie  am;  lo  comfort  him, 

10  lov«l}-e  Barbun  AUen." 
Yex 
Ant 


Though  death  be  printed  on  hia  fnce. 
And  ore  hid  bane  is  stealin, 
Tet  lillle  beUer  ^hatl  be  bw 
For  bonny  BartKira  Allen." 

slowly,  slowly,  she  came  ap, 
Aj)d  slowly  she  came  nye  him ; 
id  all  she  sayd,  when  there  she  came, 

Tong  man,  I  think  y'are  dying." 


He  tamed  bis  face  unio  her  sMuL 
With  deadlye  sorrow  siting ; 

"O  lovely  maid,  come  pity  mee, 
Pme  OD  my  deaih-bed  lying." 


'  IT  on  yonr  death-bed  you  doe  lye, 
\Vbat  needs  the  lale  you  are  teUin? 
I  X  cAiiDot  keep  you  from  your  death  ; 
Farewell,"  sayd  Biu-bara  Allen. 


[  He  tamd  bis  face  onto  the  wall, 
As  deadlye  pangs  be  fell  in  : 

I"  Adieu!  adieu!  adieu  to  you  all. 
Adieu  to  Barbara  Allen  I " 


IGO  BAKBAnX   ALLES'S  curELTr. 

As  she  ivas  wnlking  ore  Ihe  fields, 

She  heard  the  bell  ix  kneilin  ; 
Aiid  every  stroke  did  seem  to  saye, 

"  Uowoithy  Biirbara  Allen ! " 

She  tumd  her  bodye  raund  about, 
Ajid  spied  ihe  corps  a  coming: 

"  Layo  down,  laye  down  the  corps,"  she  sayd, 
"  Tlmt  I  may  look  upon  him." 

With  scornful  eye  she  looked  downe, 
Hereheeke  with  laughter  swelliu, 

Wljilat  all  her  friends  cryd  out  nmain^ 
"  Unworlhye  Barljara  Allen ! " 


When  he  was  dead,  and  inid  i 
HcT  harle  was  struck  wilii 
"  O  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed, 
,  For  I  shall  dye  to-morrowe. 


"  Hard-hartcd  creature  him  to  Eligb^ 

Who  loved  me  so  dearlye: 
0  that  I  had  beene  more  kind  to  him. 

When  he  was  oUvc  and  ncare  me  I" 


She,  on  her  dealh-bed  as  she  laye, 
Beg'd  to  be  buried  by  him. 

And  sore  repented  of  the  daye, 
That  she  lid  ere  denye  liim. 


BARBABT   ALLEN'S    CRUELTY. 


16] 


"  Farewell,"  she  sayd,  "  ye  virgins  all, 
And  shun  the  fault  I  fell  in : 

Henceforth  take  warning  by  the  fall 
Of  cruel  Barbara  Allen." 


VOL.  U. 


11 


LORD  LOVBL. 


■*  This  ballad,  lakea  down  from  the  recilation  of  b 
lady  in  EoKburglisbire,  appears  to  claim  afHiiity  to 
Border  Song ;  and  the  title  of  tho  ■  discourteous  squire,* 
would  iucliiie  one  to  suppose  Uial  it  baa  derived  iu  ori- 
gin from  Bome  circumstance  connected  with  the  coiinty 
of  Northumberland,  where  Lovel  nna  ancient!}-  a  well- 
known  name."  Kinloch'a  Anfient  Scoiilsh  Ballads, 
p.  31. 

A  Teraion  from  a  recent  broadside  U  printed  in 
Ancient  Poems,  JSalladf,  and  Song'  of  the  Ptasontrf 
of  England,  Percy  Society,  vol.  xi-ii,  p,  "8. 

A  fragment  of  a  similar  tloiy,  the  relations  of  ibe 
parties  being  reversed,  is  Ladi/  Alice,  given  in  Beir* 
Ballads  of  the  Peasantry,  p.  127,  and  Kalai  and  Que- 
ries, Sd  S,  i.418. — Compare  also  Fair  (I /ar;7nT^f.  &c-  p. 
140. 

Lord  Lovel  stand.'!  at  his  stable  door» 

Mounted  upon  n  grey  steed  ; 
And  bye  cnmo  Ladie  Nnndebel, 

And  niah'd  Lord  Lovel  muck  speed."! 

"O  wliare  are  ye  going,  Lord  Lovel, 

My  dearest  tell  to  me  ?  " 
"  O  I  am  going  a  fur  journey. 

Some  strange  countrie  to  see: 


LOKD   LOYXL. 


**  Bat  HI  return  in  ssctcd  long  yem, 

Lady  Nnnclebel  to  sec." 
"0  seven,  seveo,  seven  long  years, 

Tbey  are  moch  too  long  for  me." 


H«  was  gane  a  year  away, 

A  year  hut  barely  ane, 
When  a  strange  fancy  cam  into  his  head. 

That  fair  Nandebel  was  gane. 

I^s  then  he  nde,  and  better  rade. 

Until  he  cam  to  the  toao. 
And  tlien  lie  heanl  a  dismal  noise, 

For  the  church  belb  a*  did  eoun*. 

He  aslced  what  (he  belb  rang  for  : 
They  said,  "  It's  for  Naociebel ; 

She  died  for  a  discourteous  squire, 
And  his  name  is  Lord  Ix>vel." 

The  lid  o'  the  coilln  he  opened  up, 
The  liaeas  he  faulded  doun  ; 

And  ae  he  kiss'd  her  pale,  pale  lipa, 
And  the  tears  cam  tmlding  doun. 

"Weill  may  I  kiss  those  pale,  pale  lips, 
For  ihey  will  never  kiss  me ; — 


Lady  Nancie  died  on  Tuesdaj's  nieht. 
Lord  Lovel  upon  the  niest  day ; 

Lady  Nancie  died  for  pure,  ptire  lOTC, 
Lord  Lovel,  for  deep  sorraj. 


LORD  SALTON  AND  AUCHANACHIE. 


Thx  fbnowing  fragment  was  first  pobUshed  in 
mentis  North  Countrie  Garland^  p.  10 ;  shortly  after, 
in  Bocfaan's  Gleanings^  p.  161.  A  more  complete 
oopj,  finom  Bachan's  larger  adlecdoo,  is  annexed. 


Ben  came  her  father, 
Skipping  on  the  floor. 

Said,  "  Jeanie,  jou're  trying 
The  tricks  of  a  whore. 

•*  You're  caring  for  him 
That  cares  not  for  thee. 

And  I  pray  you  take  Salton, 
Let  Auchanachie  be." 

^  I  will  not  have  Sal  ton. 
It  lies  low  by  the  sea ; 
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He  is  bowed  iQ  the  back. 
He's  Ihrawen  in  the  knee; 

And  I'll  die  if  I  get  oot 
My  bravB  Auctuuiadue." 

"  I  am  bowed  in  ihc  bock. 

Lassie  as  ye  see. 
But  the  botiDj  lands  of  Saltcn 

Are  no  crooked  lee." 

And  wlien  sbe  was  married 
She  would  not  lie  down, 

But  thpj  look  out  a  knife, 
And  cultjt  her  gown  j 

likewise  of  her  Elays 

The  lacing  in  three. 
And  now  slie  lies  dead 

For  her  Aachanachie. 

Out  comes  her  bower-womaii. 

Wringing  her  bonds, 
Says,  "  Alas  for  lh<^  staying 

So  long  on  the  Eonds  t 

"  Alas  for  Uie  etaying 

So  long  on  the  flood! 
For  Jennie  was  married  K 

And  now  she  ia  dead.    1 


LORD  SALTON  AND  AUCHANACHIE. 


From  Bnchan^s  BaUad$  of  ike  North  o/ScoUamd,  iL  18S. 


•*  AuCHXXACniE  Gordon  is  bonny  and  braw, 
He  would  tempt  anj  woman  that  ever  he  saw  ; 
He  would  tempt  anj  woman,  so  has  he  tempted  mCi 
And  ril  die  if  I  getna  my  love  Auchanachie." 

In  came  her  father,  tripping  on  the  floor, 
Says,  "  Jeanie,  ye're  trying  the  tricks  o'  a  whore ; 
Ye're  caring  for  them  that  cares  little  for  thee. 
Ye  must  marry  Salton.  leave  Auchanachie. 

^^  Auchanachie  Grordon,  he  is  but  a  man, 
Altho'  he  be  pretty,  where  lies  his  free  land? 
Salton's  lands  they  lie  broad,  his  towers  they  stand 

hie, 
Ye  must  marry  Salton,  leave  Auchanachie. 
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"  Saltoii  will  gar  you  wear  silk  gowns  1 

ihy  knee. 
But  ye'U  aeyer  wear  that  wi'  your  lore  Auet 

"  Wi'  Aucfaanachie  Gordon  I  would  beg  niy  brea^ 
Before  tbat  wi'  Salton  I'd  wear  gowd  on  my  be«^ 

"  Wear  gowd  od  my  Lead,  or  gowns  frlng'd  I 

kiiee, 
And  I'll  die  if  I  gettia  my  lave  AuchanacUaa 
O  Sidton's  rallcy  lies  low  liy  tbe  sea, 
Hq's  bowed  on  Lbe  back,  and  tlirawin  on  the  J^ 

"  0  Salton's  a  valley  lies  low  by  the  eea ; 
Though  h<;'5  bowed  on  the  back,  and  thrsiH 

the  knee, 
Though  he's  bowed  on  the  back,  and  thra 

the  knee, 
The  bonny  riga  of  Salton  they're  nae  thinwin  ^ 

"  O  you  that  are  my  parents  to  choroh  i 

But  unto  young  Salton  I'll  never  bear  a  son  ;.l 
For  son,  or  for  daughter,  I'll  ne'er  bow  my  1e 
And  I'll  die  if  I  getna  my  love  Auchanaclue3j 


When   Jeanie  wns  married,    from    church  wai 

hrougbt  hame. 
When  she  wi'  her  maidens  sae  merry  sbou'd  li« 

been, 
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fVlien  she  wT  her  maidens  sae  merrr  shoa'd  hae 

m 

beeo. 
She's  called  for  a  chamber  to  weep  there  her  lane. 

^  Come  to  voar  bed,  Jeanie,  mj  hooer  and  mj 

sweet. 
For  to  stile  vou  mistress  I  do  not  think  it  meet.* 
•*  Mistress,  or  Jeanie,  it  is  a'  ane  to  me. 
It's  in  your  bed,  Salton,  I  never  will  be." 

Then  ont  spake  her  father,  he  spake  wi'  renown, 
"  Some  of  vou  that  are  maidens,  ve'U  loose  afiT  her 

gown; 
Some  of  you  that  are  maidens,  ye'll  loose  aff  her 

gown. 
And  111  mend  the  marriage  wi'  ten  thousand 

crowns." 

Then  ane  of  her  maidens  they  loosed  aff  her  gown. 
But  bonny  Jeanie  Gordon,  she  fell  in  a  swoon ; 
She  fell  in  a  swoon  low  down  by  their  knee  ; 
Says,  *•  Look  on,  I  die  for  my  love  Auchanachie  I " 

That  very  same  day  3Iiss  Jeanie  did  die, 
And  hame  came  Auchanachie,  hame  frae  the  sea; 
Her  father  and  mither  welcomed  him  at  the  gate ; 
He  said,  ^  Where's  Miss  Jeanie,  that  she's  nae 
here  yet?" 

Then  forth  came  her  maidens,  all  wringing  their 
hands, 
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Sajiog,  "  Alns  1  for  your  staying  sac  lang  &ae 

the  land : 
Soe  lang  t'rae  the  land,  and  sae  lang  fra  the  fle«d, 
They've   wedded  your  Jeante,  and  now    she  it 

"  Some  of  you.  her  maidens,  take  me  by  the  hand, 
And  allow  ine  tbecbnmber  MissJeanie  died  in;" 
He  kiss'd  her  cold  lip»,  which  were  colder  thiu 

Ajid  he  died  in  the  chamber  that  Jeanie  died  in> 


WILLIE  AND  MAT  MARGARET. 

A  PBAOUENT  obtained  by  Jamicaon  front  tho  recv 
Ution  of  Mre.  Brown,  of  Falkland.  Popiilar  BaUadt, 
i.  1 35.  In  coituVL'don  nitL  tliis  ne  give  the  complete 
ttory  from  Buchnn.  Aj'toun  baa  changed  the  title  to 
TTie  Atollier'$  Matkon.  An  Italiati  ballad,  con'aioing 
a  slorj  similar  \o  that  of  this  ballad  and  the  two  fot- 
_  lowing  (but  of  independent  origin},  is  La  MaUdizione 
a,  in  Marcoaldi'a  Canl'i  Popolari,  p.  170 


"  GiE  com  to  my  horse,  nuther ; 

Gie  me&t  unto  my  man  ; 
For  I  maun  gang  to  Margaret's  bower 

Before  the  nicht  comes  on." 

"  0  stay  at  hamo  now,  my  son  Willie  I 
The  wind  blaws  cald  anrl  sour ; 

The  nicht  wUl  he  baith  mirk  and  kte, 
Before  ye  reach  her  bower." 

"  0  tho'  the  nicht  were  ever  sae  dark, 
Or  the  wind  blew  never  sae  cald, 

I  will  be  ill  my  Margaret's  bower 
Before  twa  hours  be  tald." 


"  0  gin  ye  gang  to  Way  Margaret, 

Without  the  lenve  of  me, 
Clyde's  water's  wide  and  deep  enongh 

My  malifioa  drown  thee ! " 

He  mounted  on  hia  coal-black  steed, 

And  fast  lie  rade  awa' ; 
But,  ere  he  come  lo  Clyde's  water, 

Fu'  loud  the  wind  did  bUw. 

As  be  rode  o'er  yon  hich,  bich  hill. 

And  down  yon  dowie  den, 
There  was  a  roar  in  Clyde'a  water 

Wnd  fcar'd  a  bunder  men. 

His  heart  was  warm,  bis  pride  wan  up 

Sweet  Willie  kentiin  fear  ; 
But  yet  bis  mitber's  mnlison 

Ay  sounded  in  hia  ear. 

0  be  has  swam  through  Clyde's  « 

Tbo'  it  was  wide  and  deep  ; 
And  he  camo  to  May  Margarets  doof,] 

Wben  B,'  were  fast  asleep. 

0  he's  gnne  round  and  ronnd  about, 

And  tirled  at  the  pin  ; 
But  doors  were  steek'd,  and  window's  bai'^ 

And  nane  wad  let  hun  in. 


WILLIK  A»D  MAT  UAROARET. 

*  0  Open  the  door  U>  mc,  Slargsret, — 

0  opeii  and  lat  me  in ! 
For  my  boots  an  full  o'  Clyde's  valet. 
And  froEen  ho  the  brim." 

"  I  darena  open  tlie  door  (a  jon, 

Nor  darenn  lat  jou  in  ; 
For  laj  mither  ebe  is  fast  asleep, 

And  I  darena  mak  nae  din." 

*  0  gin  ye  winiia  open  the  door, 

Nor  jet  be  kind  to  me, 
JSow  tell  me  o'  some  oul-cbambor, 
WLere  I  (his  nicbt  may  be." 

"  Ye  canna  win  in  thia  nichi,  Willie, 

Nor  hei-e  ye  canna  be ; 
For  I've  nae  chambers  out  nor  in, 

Nae  aae  but  barely  three : 

"  The  tane  o'  them  is  fu'  o'  corn, 

The  tiiher  is  fu'  o'  hjiy  ; 
The  (jtber  is  fu'  o'  merry  young  men  ;— 

Tliey  winna  remove  till  day," 

*  0  fare  ye  weel,  then.  May  Margaret, 

Sin  better  manna  be  ; 
Tve  win  my  milher's  tnalison, 

Coming  this  nicht  to  thee." 


I  WILLIE    AND    >IAV    lIARnARET. 

He's  mounted  on  Lis  conl-blnck  steed 
0  but  liis  Iieait  was  woe ! 

But,  ere  he  came  to  Clyde's  water, 
Twns  Iialf  up  o"er  the  brae. 


But  never  raise  4 


-  he  ploaged  in, 


S  DROWNED  LOVERS. 


Trou  Bnchan'8  Balladt  of  the  North  of  &-ol!atid, 
"mo.    Tbecopj-in  the  Appendix  to  Motberwell'i 
iiinUeehg,  p.  in.,  b  neaHy  llie  tame. 


WiLLiB  stands  in  fais  Elable  door, 

And  cla[>ping  at  hid  steed  ; 
And  looking  o'er  his  white  fingeis, 
Uis  nose  began  (o  bleed. 

"  Gie  com  to  mj  horse,  moihen 
And  meal  to  my  joting  man  ; 

And  I'll  awa'  to  Meggie's  bower, 
I'll  win  ere  she  lie  down." 

*■  0  bide  this  night  wi"  me,  Willie, 
O  bide  Ibis  night  wi'  me  ; 

The  best  an*  cock  o'  a'  the  re^st, 
At  j'our  supper  shall  be. 


TUE    DROWKED    LOVERS. 

"  A'  your  cocks,  and  a'  your  ree6ls> 

I  value  not  a  pi'in  ; 
For  I'll  awa'  lo  llegj^e's  bower, 

I'll  win  ere  she  lie  down." 

"  Slay  this  night  wi'  roe,  'Wfllie, 

0  «tay  tliis  night  wi'  me ; 
The  best  an'  sheep  in  a'  the  flock 

Al  your  supper  shall  be." 

"  A'  your  sheep,  and  a'  your  flocks, 

1  value  nol  a  prin ; 

For  ril  awa'  to  Meggie's  bower, 
I'll  win  ere  she  he  down." 

"  0  an'  ye  gang  to  Meggie's  bower, 

Sae  suir  agmnst  my  will, 
The  deepest  pot  in  Clyde's  water. 

My  malison  ye's  fecL" 

"  The  guid  steed  that  I  ride  upon 
Cost  me  thrice  ihrclty  pound ; 

And  I'll  put  trust  in  hia  swift  feet, 
To  bae  me  safe  to  laud." 

As  he  rade  ower  yim  hi^  high  hilli^^ 

And  down  yon  dowie  den, 
The  noise  that  was  in  Clyde's  water   ' 

Wou'd  fear'd  five  hnner  men. 


TDE   DBOWKCD    LOTSBS.  1 

•*  O  roaring  Clyde,  jn  roar  owcr  loud, 
Tonr  streams  seem  wuod'rDus  sti-ang; 

Make  me  jonr  wrvck  as  I  come  back. 
But  spar«  me  as  I  gan :." ' 

Then  he  is  on  to  Mcg^e's  bower, 
And  tirled  at  the  pin  ; 

*  O  deep  ye,  wake  ye.  Meggie,"  he  said^ 

"  Yell  open,  lat  me  come  in." 

"  O  wha  is  this  at  my  bower  door, 

That  adls  me  by  my  naniL>  ?  " 
"It  is  your  first  bye,  sweet  Willie. 

This  niglil  newly  come  hame.'* 

"I  hoc  few  lovers  iherL-oiif,  thereout, 

As  few  Iiae  I  therein ; 
The  best  an'  love  that  ever  I  bad, 

Was  here  just  laie  yestreen." 

*  The  warston  stoble  in  a'  your  subles. 

For  my  puir  steed  lo  slaiid  ; 
The  warstan  bower  in  a'  your  bowers. 

For  mu  lo  lie  therein  : 
My  boots  are  fu'  o'  Clyde'«  water, 

Pm  sliiveiingat  the  chin." 

1  PuDDd  alio   In  i-raWcr  wi  lA«    lag,,  uitt  («]uin  TraB 
M«ptgnua  of  llortltli 

'  Ctunnbnt  (umiJii  >adax  Luaaiei  iu  undii, 
llergile  me  Oucliu.  cuia  r«iiiium<  era.'' 
■  vol-  U.  12  Lib.ii«,iai. 


S  THE   DROWNED    LOVERS. 

"  Mj  bnms  are  fu'  o'  corn,  WiUie, 

Mj  Btabies  are  fu'  o'  hay ; 
My  bowera  are  fu'  o'  gentlemen ; — 
Thej''ll  nae  remove  till  day." 

"O  fare-ye-well,  my  fause  Megfpe, 

O  farewell,  and  adieu ; 
I've  gotten  my  mJther'fi  malison, 

Tliia  night  coming  to  you." 

As  he  rode  ower  yon  high,  bigli  hill, 
And  down  yon  dowie  den  ; 

The  rushing  that  was  in  Clyde's  wato 
Took  Willie's  cane  frae  him. 

He  lean'd  hini  ower  his  saddle  bo 

To  catch  his  cane  again ; 
The  rushing  that  was  in  Clyde's  i 

Took  "WiUie'a  hat  frae  him. 

He  lean'd  him  ower  his  saddle  bow, 
To  catch  hia  hat  thro*  force  ; 

The  rushing  Ihat  was  in  Clyde's  water! 
Took  Willie  frae  hia  horse. 

Hia  hrither  stood  upo'  the  bank, 
Says,  "  Fye,  man,  will  ye  drown? 

Yell  turn  ye  lo  your  high  horse  hea 
And  leam  bow  lo  sowm." 


THK  DKOWSKD    LOVERS. 

*  How  can  I  larn  to  mj  borie  bead, 

And  loATQ  how  to  sovrm  ? 
I've  gollen  my  mitiier's  malison, 

Its  here  tliat  I  nuuia  drown  1 " 

The  very  liour  itiis  young  man  sank 

Into  the  pot  sae  deep, 
Dp  it  wskun'd  liis  love,  Meggie, 

Out  o'  lier  drowsy  sleep. 

"  Come  here,  come  here,  mj  mither  dei 
And  read  this  dreary  dream ; 

I  dream'd  my  love  vas  at  our  gal«a^ 
And  Dane  wad  let  him  in." 

"Lye  Btill,  lye  still  now,  my  Heggie. 

Lye  still  and  tak  your  rest ; 
Sin'  }'our  true  lore  wa^  at  jijur  yates, 

It's  but  twa  quarters  past." 

Nimbly,  nimbly  raise  she  up, 

And  nimbly  pat  she  on  ; 
And  the  higher  thai  the  lady  cried, 

The  louder  blew  the  win.' 

The  first  an*  step  that  she  stepp'd  in. 

She  Gtepped  to  the  queet ; 
**  Obon,  alas ! "  said  that  lady, 

"  This  water's  woad'rous  deep." 


Tbe  next  an'  atop  tbat  she  wade  in. 

She  wadit  lo  tine  knee ; 
Says  she,  "  I  coii'd  wide  farther  in. 

If  I  my  love  cou'd  see." 

The  nexl  an'  step  ihnt  $hc  wade  m. 

She  wadit  to  the  chin  ; 
Tlie  deepest  pot  id  Clyde's  water 

She  got  sweet  Willie  in. 

"  You've  had  a  cruel  mither,  WiUiOi 
And  I  have  had  anitlier ; 

But  we  §hall  sleep  in  Clydo'e  wateTt 
Like  sister  an'  like  brither." 


WILLIE'S  DROWT^ED  IN  GAMERY. 


From  Buchan's  Ballads  of  the  North  of  Scotland^ 
L  245.  A  fragment,  exhibiting  some  dificrences,  is 
among  those  ballads  of  Buchan  which  are  published  in 
the  Percy  Society's  volumes,  xvii.  66.  Four  stanzas, 
of  a  superior  cast,  upon  the  same  story,  are  printed  ix) 
^he  Tea-TaUe  Miscellany^  (ii.  141.) 

Rare  WUly  droictCd  in  Farrow. 

"  Willy*8  rare,  nnd  Willy's  fair, 

And  Willv's  wond'roas  bonnv; 
And  Willy  heght  to  marry  mo, 

Gin  e'er  he  married  ony. 

"  Yestreen  I  made  my  bed  fu'  braid. 

This  night  I'll  make  it  narrow; 
For  a*  the  livelang  winter  night 

1  ly  twin'd  of  my  marrow. 

**  0  came  you  bv  von  water-side? 

Pou'd  vou  the  rose  or  lillv? 
Or  came  you  by  yon  meadow  green? 

Or  saw  you  my  sweet  Willy?  ** 


site  lought  him  enat,  she  sought  him  w 
She  sought  lilm  brsid  uid  dbitov; 

Sjoe  In  The  clenviuf;  aSa.  oraig, 
She  round  him  drowu'd  in  Ysnow. 


Tliese  stanzas  furoislicd  the  theme  U 


"O  Willie  is  feir,  and  Willie  it 
And  Willie  is  wond'rous  lioany ; 

And  Willie  says  he'll  marry  me, 
Gin  ever  he  marry  oiiy," 

"  0  ye'se  get  James,  or  ye'se  get  C 
Or  ye's  get  bonny  Johnnie ; 

TeVe  get  the  flower  o'  a'  my  sons. 
Gin  ye'U  forsake  my  Willie." 

"  0  what  care  I  for  James  or  Georg 

Or  yet  for  bonny  Fcter  ? 
I  dinua  value  their  love  a  Icuk, 

An'  I  geinn  Willie  the  writer." 

**  0  Willie  has  a  bonny  hund, 
And  dear  hut  it  is  honny;" 

'  He  has  nae  mtur  for  a'  liiii  land ; 
What  wou'd  ye  do  wi'  Willie  ?  " 


WILLIES    DRI 

"  O  Willie  has  a  bonny  face, 

And  denr  bnt  iL  is  bonny  ; " 
"  But  Willie  lias  nae  other  grace  ; 

What  wou'd  ye  do  wi'  Willie  ?  " 

«  Willie's  fwr,  and  Willie's  rare, 

And  Willie's  wond'roua  bonny; 
There's  nane  wi'  him  that  can  compare, 
I  love  him  best  of  ony." 

On  Wednesday,  that  fatal  day. 
The  people  were  convening  ; 

Besides  all  this,  threescore  and  ten. 
To  gang  to  the  bridealeel  wi'  him, 

"  Ride  on,  ride  on,  my  merry  men  a', 
I've  forgot  Eomeihing  behind  me ; 

I've  forgot  to  get  my  mother's  blessing, 
To  gae  to  the  bridealeel  wi'  me." 

"  Tour  Peggy  she'a  but  bare  fifteen,  y 
And  ye  are  scarcely  twenty  ; 

The  water  o'  Gamery  is  wide  and  braid, 
My  heavy  curse  gang  wi'  thee  1" 

Then  they  rode  on,  and  further  on, 
Till  they  came  on  to  Gamery ; 

The  wind  was  loud,  the  stream  was  proud, 
And  wi"  lUe  stream  gaed  Willie 


t         WILLIES    DUOH'NKD    tK   UAUERT. 

Then  tbej  rode  on,  and  furlLer  on. 
Till  Ihey  came  to  llie  kirk  o"  Gamery; 

And  every  one  on  Ligh  borse  sat. 
But  Willie's  horse  rade  toomly. 


When  lliey  were  settled  at  Ibat  place, 
Tlie  people  fell  a  mourning ; 

And  a  council  held  tana'  them  a', 
But  Boir,  sair  wept  Kinmundj. 


Then  out  it  Epenks  the  bride  heraell, 

Says,  "  What  means  a'  thus  mounting  ?  " 

Where  is  the  mun  luno'  them  a', 
That  shou'd  ^e  me  fuir  wedding  ?  " 


Then  out  it  Epeaks  his  brollier  John, 
Says,  "  Meg,  I'll  tell  you  plaiulj  ; 

The  all-earn  was  atrong,  the  clerk  nula 
And  Willie's  drown'd  in  Gamery." 

She  put  her  hand  up  to  her  bcful. 
Where  were  the  ribbons  miinyj 

She  rave  them  a.',  let  ibem  down  fa,' 
And  fitraiglilwny  ran  to  Gamery. 

She  sought  it  up,  she  sought  it  down, 
Till  slie  was  wet  and  weary  ; 

And  in  the  middle  part  o'  it, 
There  she  got  her  deary. 
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Then  she  stroak'd  back  his  yellow  hair, 
And  kiss*d  his  mou'  sae  comely ; 

**  My  mother's  heiut's  be  as  wae  as  thine ; 
We'se  baith  asleep  in  the  water  o*  Gram- 
ery." 


ANNAN  WATEE. 


Miit^rdia  of  At  ScolUtS  Border,  UL  !&   1 


'■  Th  k  following  veraca  sre  Ihe  original  wonls  i 
tunc  or  Allan  Waler,  by  wliich  nnme  ihc  song  )t- 
mentioncd  in  Raiusaj's  Tea-Table  Mhtcellang.  Tht 
ballaU  is  given  from  tnulilina ;  and  it  19  said  thftt  a 
bridge  over  ihe  Annan,  was  built  in  consequence  of 
the  melancliolj'  calo^troplic  which  it  narrates.  Two 
verses  are  added  in  tliis  edition,  Trom  another  copv  nf 
the  boUad,  in  which  the  conclusion  proves  fortunnti!. 
By  the  Galehope-Siuct,  la  perhaps  meant  ihe  Oal«- 
Slact,  e,  pass  in  Annandale.  Tlio  Annnn,  and  the 
Frith  of  Solway,  into  which  it  falls,  are  the  frequent 
KcnGs  oftragieal  accidents.  The  Editor  trusts  he  wiU 
be  [lardoned  for  inserting  the  following  awfully  imprw- 
live  account  of  such  an  cvunt,  contained  in  a  letter 
from  Dr.  Curric,  of  Liverpool,  hy  whose  correspond- 
ence, while  in  the  course  of  preparing  these  volutnei 
for  the  press,  he  has  been  alike  honoured  and  instruct- 


ANNAS     WATER.  1S7 

mL  After  stating  that  he  had  some  recollectiui  of  the 
ballad  which  follows,  the  biographer  of  Bums  proceeds 
tbni : — "  I  once  in  my  early  daj-a  heanl  (for  it  was 
night,  and  1  could  not  sec)  s.  trarellor  drowiung;  not 
in  the  Annan  itself^  but  la  the  Frith  of  Solnaj,  close 
bfthemoulh  of  that  river.  Tho  influx  of  the  lide  had 
unhorsed  him,  iu  the  night,  as  he  was  pasnng  the  sands 
from  Cumberland.  Tlie  west  wind  blew  a  tempest, 
and,  according  to  the  common  expres^on,  brought  in 
the  water  three  Jhol  a-breasl.  The  traveller  got  upon 
a  standing  net,  a  little  way  from  the  shore.  There  ho 
lashed  himself  to  the  post,  shouting  for  half  an  hour 
for  assistance  —till  the  tide  rose  over  liia  bead  1  In  the 
darimeai  of  the  night,  ond  amid  the  pauses  of  the  hur- 
ricane, his  voice,  heard  at  intervals,  was  exquisitely 
mournful.  No  one  could  go  to  bis  assistance — no  one 
knew  where  be  was — the  sound  seemed  to  proceed  from 
the  spirit  of  the  waters.  But  morning  rose — the  tide 
had  ebbed — and  the  poor  traveller  was  found  lashed  to 
the  pole  of  the  net,  and  Ueacluog  in  the  wind.'  " 

Scott. 


"  AsNAN  water's  wading  deep, 

And  my  lore  Annie's  wor.drons  boiinj  ; 
And  1  !un  Inith  she  suld  weet  ber  feet, 

Because  1  love  her  best  of  ony. 

**  Gar  saddle  me  the  bonny  black. 

Oar  saddle  sune,  and  make  bim  ready; 

For  I  will  down  the  Galebope-Slack, 
And  all  to  sec  tny  bonny  ladye."  — 


188  ANXAK  WATER. 

He  has  loupen  an  the  bonny  bladt, 
He  slirr'd  [jim  wi'  t.lie  spur  right  n 

But,  ov  lie  wun  the  Gatch ope- Slack, 
I  think  the  steed  w»s  wae  anil  n 

He  has  loupen  on  thi:  bonny  grey, 
He  rode  the  right  gnle  and  the  r 

I  trow  he  Would  neither  stint  nor  s 
For  he  was  seeking  his  bonny  h 

O  he  has  ridden  o'er  field  and  fetl. 

Through  muir  and  moss,  and  mony  a 
His  spurs  o'  steel  were  sair  to  biitH, 

And  fra  her  fore-feet  flew  the  fire. 


I 
.nam     I 


"  Now,  bonny  grey,  now  play  yotir  part 
Gin  ye  be  the  steed  that  wins  ray  deoryi 

Wi'  corn  and  hay  ye'se  be  fed  for  aye, 
And  never  spur  sail  raake  you  wearie."^ 

The  grey  was  a  mare,  and  a  right  good  niarej 
But  when  she  wan  tlie  Annan  waUu', 

She  couldna  hae  ridden  a  furlong  mair, 
Had  a  thousand  merks  been  wadded  at  her. 

"  0  boatman,  boatman,  put  off  your  boat  I 
Pat  off  your  boat  for  gowden  money  1 

I  cross  the  drumly  stream  the  night, 
Or  never  mair  I  see  ray  honey."— 


0  I  was  sworn  sac  tale  yeslreen. 
And  rol  by  ae  aiib,  but  by  many  ; 
^d  for  a'  the  giiwd  in  fair  Scotland. 
I  dare  na  take  ye  through  lo  Annie." 

The  aide  was  sley,  and  the  bottom  deep, 
Frae  liank  to  brae  the  water  jtOLiriDg; 

And  the  bonny  grey  mure  did  sweat  for  fear. 
For  she  hi?ai-d  tiie  water-keljij'  ixiarinj;. 

O  be  has  pou'd  aff  tus  dapperpy  coat. 
The  ^Irer  bultons  glanced  lionny  ; 
lie  waUicoat  burbled  atT  hi-s  61*6081, 
He  was  sae  full  of  melancholy. 

Be  has  ta'en  the  ford  at  tliat  stream  tail ; 

lol  he  fwam  both  strong  and  steady  ; 
£nt  the  stream  was  broad,  and  his  strength  did 
fail. 
And  he  never  saw  his  boniy  ladye  I 

•O  wae  betide  the  frush  saugli  wand  I 
And  wae  betide  the  bn?h  of  brier  I 

It  brake  into  my  true  love's  hand, 

When  hiij  strength  did  fail,  and  his  limbs  did 


"And  wae  betide  ye,  Annan  Water, 
This  night  that  ye  are  a  drumlie  rivi 

For  over  thee  I'll  baild  a  bridge, 
That  ye  never  more  true  love  may  si 


ANDREW  LAUMIE. 


"  Frou  a  stall  copj'  published  at  GlAsgow  I 
yeart  ngo,  collated  mlh  a  redted  copy,  wKc 
nished  ooe  or  two  rcrbal  improvcmenta.**     Uodi^ 
well's  MinHrtUg.  p.  339. 

Mr.  JsmiejQQ  }ins  pub1L<bed  two  oilier  >elB  of  tM 
ample,  but  touch'ms  dittr,  (i.  ISS,  iL  883,]  om  tf 
which  is  placed  aAer  the  preKnL  Motherwell'*  Uxt 
a  almoat  Terlwlim  that  of  Bucliaii's  GUaningt,  p.  tt. 
The  Thisile  of  Scotland  copies  Buchan  and  JaniMM* 
without  ackDOwledgmeat. 

The  story  has  been  made  The  foundation  of  ■  ind* 
drama  in  the  North  of  Scotlnnd.  For  a  descriptioo  J 
fimiUir  entertainments,  we  Cunningham's  Intnxlurtiaa 
to  his  Semgs  of  Scmlnnd,  i.  1 48. 

The  unfominaie  m^uden's  name,  acmnUng  to  Bu- 
chan. IGleaningt,  p.  I9T,)  -■  wia  Annie,  or  Agoo, 
(wbifh  are  synonywoos  in  some  parts  of  ScoUaail.) 
Smilb.  who  died  of  a  broken  heart  on  Ibe  9th  or  Ja&o- 
arr,  1631,  aa  is  to  be  (bond  oo  a  roii^y  cut  laonc^ 
bniken  in  many  p)ei«s,  in   the  green  churchyard  fi 
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Fyvic"  **  What  aAerwards  became  of  Bonny  Andrew 
Lammie,**  savs  Jamieson,  ^*  we  have  not  been  able  to 
learn  ;  bot  the  current  tradition  of  the  *  Lawland  leas 
of  FvA-ic*/  says,  that  some  years  subsequent  to  the  mel- 
ancholy &te  of  poor  TifU-'s  Nanny,  her  sad  story  being 
mentioned,  and  the  ballad  sung  in  a  company  in  Eldin- 
burgh  when  he  was  present,  he  remained  silent  and 
motionless,  till  he  was  discovered  by  a  groan  suddenly 
bursting  from  him,  and  several  of  the  hutUms  flying 
^rom  his  tcaistcoaU* 


At  MiU  o'  Tifty  liv'd  a  man, 
In  the  neighbourhood  of  Fyvie ; 

He  had  a  lovely  daughter  fair, 
Was  called  bonny  Annie. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  springing  flower 
That  salutes  the  rosy  morning ; 

With  innocence  and  graceful  mien 
Her  beauteous  form  adorning. 

Lord  Fyvie  had  a  trumpeter 

Whose  name  was  Andrew  Lammie ; 

He  bad  the  art  to  gain  tlie  heart 
Of  Mill  o'  Tiftie's  Annie. 

Proper  he  was,  both  young  and  gay. 

His  like  was  not  in  Fyvie  ; 
No  one  was  there  that  could  compare 

With  this  same  Andrew  Lammie. 


Loni  Fyrie  he  rode  by  the  door, 
WTiere  lived  Tiftie'a  Annie ; 

His  trurapeler  rode  him  before, 
Even  this  Bame  Andrew  Lfunmift.  ] 

Her  molher  cali'd  her  to  the  door : 
"  Come  here  to  me,  my  Annir ; 

Did  you  ever  see  «  prettier  man 
Than  this  Troiapett-r  ol"  Fyvie  ?  "  J 

She  sighed  sore,  but  ^aid  no  n 

AJas,  for  bonny  Annie ! 
She  diiret  not  own  her  heart  was  w 

By  ihe  Trumpeter  of  Fyvie. 

At  night  when  they  went  to  their  b 
All  slept  Tull  Miund  but  Annies 

Love  so  opprest  her  tender  breast, 
Thioking  on  Andrew  Laninu& 

"  Love  coraes  in  nt  my  bed  Bide, 
And  love  lies  down  beyond  me ; 

Love  has  possiiss'd  my  tender  breast, 
And  love  will  waste  my  l>ody. 

"  The  first  time  I  and  my  love  met 
Was  in  tlie  woods  of  Fyrie ; 

His  lovely  rorm  and  <ipeecli  so  sweet 
Soon  gain'd  the  heart  of  AnniA. 
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"  He  c&Ued  m:  nuslre&i;  I  said,  Xu, 

Pm  Tifde'd  bouny  Annie ; 
Witli  Mpplei  Bwe«t  be  did  me  treHl, 

And  kisses  eofi  uid  nuuty. 

"  Ui  up  and  down  to  TtfUeV  ilea, 

Wbere  the  bum  runs  clear  und  bonnj, 

I've  ofiea  goae  lo  meet  my  love, 
iiy  bonny  Andrew  l^onuuie-** 

But  now,  altm !  b^r  ftttber  beard 

That  ibe  Trumpei«r  of  Fyvie 
Had  bad  iJit  art  lo  gain  the  heart 

Of  Tiftie'a  boony  Annie. 

Her  fittber  soon  a  letter  wrote, 

And  sent  it  on  to  Fyvie, 
To  tell  bis  daugbter  was  bewitch'd 

By  bis  servant  Andrew  Lammte. 

Wlien  Irttrd  Fyvie  bad  liiiii  letter  read, 

O  dear !  but  he  waa  sorry  ; 
The  bonniest  htss  in  Fyvle'^  laiid 

Is  bewitched  by  Andrew  Lamnue. 

Then  up  the  stair  his  trumpeter 

He  ealJed  toon  and  shortly  : 
"Pray  tell  me  soon,  what's  this  you've  done 
To  Tiftie's  bonny  Anuie  ?  "' 
VOL.  II.  13 
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"  In  wickeJ  nrt  I  had  no  part. 

Nor  therein  am  I  canny ; 
True  lore  aloiie  the  heart  has  woii 

Of  Tiftie'a  bonny  Annie. 

«  Woe  betide  Mill  o"  Tiftie's  pri.le. 

Fop  it  hn=  miii'd  numy  ; 
He'll  no  hrt'e  "t  said  that  she  should  s 
The  Trumpeter  of  Fyvle. 

"  Where  will  I  find  a  boy  so  kind. 

Thani  carry  a  letter  canny, 
Who  will  ran  on  to  Tiftie's  to\™. 

Give  it  to  my  love  Annie  ?" 

"  Here  you  sludl  find  a  boy  so  kind. 

Who'll  carry  a  letter  canny, 
Who  will  run  on  to  Tiltie'a  toim, 

And  ^'e  *t  to  thy  love  Annie." 

"It's  Tiftie  he  has  daughters  three. 
Who  all  are  wondrous  bonny ; 

Bat  ye'll  ken  her  o'er  a'  the  lave, 
Gi'e  that  to  bonny  Annie." 

**  It's  up  and  down  in  TifUe's  den. 
Where  the  bum  mns  clear  imd  b 

There  will  thou  come  and  meet  thy  lore. 
Thy  bonny  Andrew  Ltimmie. 
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^  When  wilt  Iboa  come,  and  niaucod?  i 

Mj  loTe,  2  long  to  ^ee  thee." 
"  Thoa  ma7*8t  ixme  U>  the  bridge  of  Slengbt 

And  there  Fll  ctune  and  meet  Uine.' 

"  My  love,  I  go  to  Edinbro', 

And  for  a  while  mmt  leave  thetti" 

Sbe  fighed  ^ore,  and  said  no  more 
But  "  I  wif  b  that  I  irere  wi'  tbee." 


"  m  boj  (o  tbee  a  bridal  gown, 
Mj  love,  rU  buy  it  bonny ; " 

"  Bnt  111  be  dead,  ere  ye  come  back 
To  see  your  boonie  Annie." 

'  If  youll  be  trne  imd  constant  toor 
As  my  name's  Andrew  Laminie, 
I  bEuUI  tbee  wed,  when  I  come  bick 
To  see  (he  lands  of  Fyvie." 


"  I  will  be  true,  and  constant  too. 
To  thee,  my  Andrew  Lammie; 

Bnt  my  bridal  bed  will  ere  then  be  made, 
In  the  green  churchyard  of  Fyvie." 

"  Our  time  is  gone,  and  now  comes  on, 
My  dear,  that  I  mast  leave  thee ; 

If  lunger  here  I  slionld  appear, 
Mill  o'  TifUe  he  would  see  me." 
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"  I  now  for  ever  bid  xdieu 

To  lUec,  my  Andrew  Loounie ; 

Ere  je  come  back,  I  will  be  laid 

In  tli€  green  chureliyard  of  P/vis.^ 

He  hied  him  to  the  head  of  the  houa 

To  the  house  lop  of  Fy  vi 
He  blew  hid  trumpet  loud  and  sdiill  i  1 

TwHs  heard  at  Mill  o'  TifUft. 

Her  father  lock'd  the  door  M  nig^ 
Laid  by  the  keys  fu'  caimy  ; 

And  wlien  he  besH  the  trumpet  s 
Said,  "  Vour  cow  is  lowing,  Anoio."] 

"  My  father  dear,  I  pray  forbear. 

And  reproach  no  more  your  Anniafl 

For  rd  rather  hear  that  cow  to  low, 
Than  ha'e  a'  the  kine  in  Fyvie. 

**  I  would  not,  for  my  braw  new  gowi 
And  a  your  gifU  sae  many. 

That  it  were  told  in  Fyvie's  land 
How  cruel  you  are  to  Annie. 


"  But  if  ye  strike  me,  I  will  cry, 
And  gentlemen  will  hear  me  t 

Loi'd  Kyvie  will  be  riding  by. 
And  he'll  come  in  and  see  me." 


.uiDKEw  LjunnE. 

At  tlte  Nuue  dme.  llic  Loni  I'sme  in ; 

He  sail],  **  WlMt  ails  tlicc.  Annie?" 
*  *TU  nil  for  luv«  ikiw  1  miist  ilic. 

For  boon5  Ai»]r«#  LBnunie." 

"  Pray,  MID  o'  Tifty,  gi'e  <«n»«nt. 
Anil  lei  rour  daugbur  nuury." 

**  It  will  be  with  some  liighrr  miUch 
Tlinn  Ihe  Trumpeter  of  Fyrie." 

**  If  she  were  come  of  as  Itigk  ■  kind 
As  she's  adorned  witli  beaoty, 

I  would  lake  her  auto  myself. 
And  make  her  mine  own  bdy." 

**  It'i  Fyvie's  lands  are  fiiir  and  wide. 

And  ihey  are  rich  and  bonny ; 
I  WMild  no(  leave  my  own  true  love. 

For  all  the  lands  of  Fyvie.' 

Her  falher  strut-k  her  wondrous  aora. 

And  abo  did  her  moiher; 
Her  sisters  always  did  her  eeora  { 

But  woe  be  to  her  brother  I 

Her  brother  eiruek  her  wondroua  sor«, 
Wiih  cruel  strokes  and  many; 

He  hi-aku  bt^r  baek  in  the  Lnli  door. 
For  liking  Andrew  Laimoie. 


"  Alas !  my  father  and  molher  denr. 
Why  so  cruel  to  your  Annie  ? 

My  heart  was  broken  first  by  love. 
My  brother  has  brokea  my  body. 

"■O  motlier  Jear,  mivke  ye  my  bed. 

And  lay  my  face  lo  Fyvie ; 
Thus  will  I  ly,  and  thus  will  dip. 

For  ray  love,  Andrew  Lammie  1 

"  Ye  neighbours,  hear,  both  far  and  ned 

Ye  pity  TiAie's  Annie, 
Wlio  dies  for  love  of  one  poop  lad, 

For  bonny  Andrew  Lammie. 

"  No  kind  of  vice  e'er  stain'd  my  life, 
Nor  hurt  my  virgin  honour; 

My  youthful  heart  was  won  by  love. 
But  death  will  me  exoner." 

Her  mother  ihen  she  made  her  bed. 
And  laid  her  face  lo  Fyvie; 

Her  lender  heart  it  soon  did  break. 
And  ne'er  saw  Andrew  Lnramie. 

But  the  word  soon  went  up  and  dowi 
Through  all  the  lands  of  Fyrie, 

That  she  waa  dead  and  buried, 
Even  Tifiio's  bonny  Annie. 
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Lord  F^Tie  he  did  wring  his  hands, 
Sai<L  «  Alas,  for  Tiftie's  Annie ! 

The  fairest  flower's  cut  down  hj  love. 
That  e*er  sprang  op  in  Fyrie. 

«  O  woe  betide  ^lill  o'  TifUe's  pride ! 

He  might  have  let  them  many ; 
I  should  have  giT*n  them  both  to  lire 

Into  the  lands  of  Fjrvie." 

Her  father  sorely  now  laments 

The  loss  of  his  dear  Annie, 
And  wishes  he  had  gi'en  consent 

To  wed  with  Andrew  Lammie. 

Her  mother  grieves  both  air  and  late : 
Her  sisters,  'cause  thej  scom'd  her ; 

Surely  her  brother  doth  mourn  and  grieve. 
For  the  cruel  usage  he'd  giv'n  her. 

But  now,  alas !  it  was  too  late, 

For  they  could  not  recal  her ; 
Through  life,  unhappj  is  their  fate* 

Because  they  did  controul  her. 

When  Andrew  hame  from  Edinburgh  came 

With  meikle  grief  and  sorrow, 
•*  My  love  has  died  for  me  to-day, 

ril  die  for  her  to-morrow. 


I 


"  Now  I  wiU  OQ  lu  Tiftie's  den, 

Wbere  the  bm-u  runs  cleur  and  boQiiy  i 

With  lears  I'll  view  ibe  bridge  of  Slcugb. ' 
Where  I  parted  laal  with  Anuie. 

*  Tlien  will  I  spew!  to  the  dturtliyard, 
To  the  green  churchyard  of  Fyvie  ; 

With  tears  I'll  water  my  Iovb's  grave. 
Till  I  foU-jw  TUYie's  Annie." 

Ye  piirents  grave,  who  children  have. 

In  erushiog  tliem  be  canny, 
Leiit  wheu  too  litle  you  do  repeat ; 

Remember  TiAie's  Anuie. 


Dlleil  copy  it  « 

lug,  the  editor,  Ironi  bia  iKnonuice  of  Ihe  ttjpogrsphy  a 

Imndi  of  Fyrle,  ii  anible  to  e&y.     It  i>  a  recelrad  •' 

tlaa  in  Saotluid,  thst,  vben  tiieaia  or  lovon  put  U  ■  bridfs, 

thej  Bhsll  naTer  again  meeL"    UomERwul. 


THE  TRUMPETER  OF  FYVIE 


"  Tbb  boUod  \iaa  taken  ilown  by  Dr.  Tjeyduii  Irom 
e  Tedtatioo  of  a  jroang  Inilv  (MLss  Robson)  of  Edin- 
burgh, who  learned  it  in  Teviotdale.  It  was  current 
1  the  Border  coondes  within  these  Taw  years,  as  it 
lill  IS  in  the  northeast  of  Scotland,  tvhere  the  Keoe  it 
lud."    Jatnieson'a  Popular  Ballads,  i.  129. 


At  Fyvic's  yetle  there  grows  a  flower, 
It  grows  hmih  braid  And  honnj; 

There's  a  dftbie  in  llie  miilat  o'  it, 
And  it's  ca'd  by  Andri:w  Lammie. 

"  0  gin  that  flower  war  in  my  breast, 
For  the  love  I  bear  the  laddie  ; 

I  wad  kiss  il,  and  I  wad  clap  it. 
And  daut  it  for  Andrew  Lammie. 


'  The  first  time  me  and  my  love  met, 
Wns  in  the  woods  of  Fyvie ; 
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He  kissed  my  lipe  Gve  ihou^aiid  times, 
And  a.y  he  ca'd  me  Iwnny  j 

And  a!  liie  answer  he  gnt  I'riie  me, 
Was,  My  bonny  Andrevr  lAmmie !  " 

"'Love,  I  maun  gang  to  Edinburgh; 

Love,  I  maun  gang  and  leave  tUee;' 
I  sighed  right  aair,  and  said  nae  mair, 

But.  0  gin  I  were  wi'  ye  !  " 

"  But  true  and  trusty  will  I  be, 
Aa  I  am  Anilrew  Lammie  ; 

rU  never  kiss  a  woman's  mouth. 
Till  I  come  back  and  see  tliee," 

"  And  true  and  trusty  will  I  be, 

A.S  I  am  Tiflie's  Annie ; 
I'll  never  kiss  a  man  again, 

Til!  ye  come  back  and  see  me." 

Syne  he's  come  back  frae  Edlnbui^i, 
To  the  bonny  hows  o'  Fyvie  ; 

And  ay  bis  Tace  to  the  nor-east. 
To  look  for  Tiftie's  Annie. 

"I  ha'e  a  love  in  Edinburgh, 

Sae  ba'e  I  intill  Leilh,  man 
1  hae  a  love  intill  Montrose, 
Sae  ha'e  I  in  Dalkeith,  man.  \ 
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"  And  east  and  west,  wbere'er  I  go, 
My  love  she's  always  wi'  me  ; 

For  east  and  west,  where'er  I  go. 
My  love  she  dwells  in  Fyvle. 

"My  love  posaessea  a'  my  heart, 

Nacpeu  can  e'er  indile  her; 
She's  ay  sae  stalely  as  she  goes, 

That  I  pee  nae  mae  like  her. 

"But  Tiflie  winra  gi'e  consent 

His  dochter  me  to  marry, 
Because  ebe  has  five  thuu^nnd  mark^ 

And  I  have  not  a  penny. 

"Love  pines  away,  love  dwines  away, 

Ix>Te,  iove,  decays  the  body ; 
For  love  o'  thee,  oh  I  inuBt  die  ; 

Adieu,  my  bonny  Annie  I  " 

Her  miUiei'  nuse  out  o'  her  bed, 
And  ca'd  on  biuth  her  women  : 

"  What  ails  ye,  Annie,  my  doubter  dear  ? 
O  Annie,  was  ye  dreamin'  ? 

"  What  dule  disturb'd  my  dochler's  sleep  ? 

O  teU  to  me,  my  Annie  1 " 
She  sighed  right  sair,  and  said  nae  mair, 

But,  "  0  for  Andrew  lAtmmie  1 " 
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Her  father  bent  her  cruetlie, 

Sae  also  did  her  mother; 
Her  shten  sair  did  ecoff  at  her  t 

Bui  wae  betide  her  brother) 

Hfir  brother  beat  her  cruellie. 

Til!  his  straiks  ihey  werena  canny  ; 

He  brnk  her  hack,  and  he  beat  hpr  aides. 
For  the  sake  o'  Andrew  Lammie. 

•'  0  fin,  0  fie,  my  brother  dear. 
The  gentlemen  'II  shame  ye ; 

The  laird  o'  Fyvie  he's  gaim  by. 
And  hel!  come  in  and  see  me. 

And  hell  kiss  me,  and  he'll  clap  me, 
And  he  will  ftpcer  what  ai]g  me  ; 

And  I  'will  answer  him  again, 
It's  a'  for  Andrew  Lammie." 

Her  flisters  tliey  stood  in  the  door, 
Sau-  griev'd  her  wi'  their  folly  ; 

"  O  sister  dear,  come  to  the  door, 
Your  cow  is  lowin  on  you." 

"  0  fie,  O  fie,  my  sister  dear, 
Grieve  me  not  wi'  your  fotly; 

I'd  rather  hear  the  trumpei  sound, 
Thaji  a'  the  kye  o'  Fyvie. 


THE   TRCMPtTKR    OF    KTVIE, 

"  Ixive  pines  away,  love  dwines  away. 

Love,  love  decays  the  body  ; 
For  love  o'  llic-e  now  I  maun  die — 

Adieu  lo  Andrew  Lammiel" 

Bat  Tirtie's  wrole  a  braid  letter, 

And  sent  it  into  Fyvie, 
Saying,  hU  tiaugliier  was  bewiich'd 
By  bonny  Andrew  Lammie. 

"Now,  TiAie,  ye  maun  gi'e  coo^eat. 

And  lat  the  lassie  marry." 
"  m  never,  never  gi'e  consent 

To  the  Trumpeter  of  Fyvie." 

Wheu  Fyvie  looked  the  letter  on, 

He  was  bailh  sad  and  sorry : 
Says — *'  The  bonniest  lass  o'  the  country-ade 

Haa  died  for  Andrew  Lammie." 

0  Andrew's  gane  lo  the  house-top 

0'  the  bonny  house  o'  Fyvie ; 
He's  blawn  bis  horn  baitk  loud  and  sluU 

O'er  the  lawland  leas  o'  Fyvie. 

"  Uony  a  time  ha'e  I  walk'd  a'  night. 

And  never  yet  was  weary  ; 
Rut  now  I  may  walk  wae  my  lane, 

For  I'll  never  see  my  deary. 
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Repent  it  sbalt  I  never. 

Until  the  day  I  die, 
But  the  Ion  Ian  dd  of  Holland 

Hae  twinn'd  my  love  and  me. 

"  Uj  love  lies  in  llie  aaut  sea, 

And  I  am  on  the  aide, 
Enough  to  brt.'ak  a  yuung  thiug'g 

Wha  lately  was  a  bride ; 
Wha  lately  was  a  tionnie  bride. 

And  plpRsure  id  her  e'e, 
But  the  lowlands  of  Holland 

Hae  twinn'd  my  love  and  me. 

"  My  love  he  built  a  bonnie  ehi|i^nl 

Anil  eet  her  to  the  sea, 
Wi'  seven  score  brave  mariners 

To  bear  her  companic; 
Threescore  gaed  to  the  bottom. 

And  threescore  died  at  sea, 
And  ibe  lowlands  of  Holland 

Hae  twinn'd  my  love  and  me. 

"  My  love  has  built  another  ship 
And  set  her  to  the  intun  ; 

He  had  but  twenty  mariners. 
And  alt  to  bring  her  hame ; 

The  stormy  winds  did  roar  again,  I 
The  raging  waves  did  nx 
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And  my  love  and  his  bonnie  ship 
Tum'd  widdershins  aboot. 

^  There  shall  nae  mantle  cross  mj  back. 

Nor  kame  gae  in  mj  hair, 
Neither  shall  coal  nor  candle  light 

Shine  in  my  bower  mair ; 
Nor  sliall  I  chuse  anither  love, 

Until  the  day  I  die. 
Since  the  lowlands  of  Holland 

Hiie  twinn'd  my  love  and  me." 

*"  O  baud  yuur  tongue,  my  daughter  dear, 

Be  still,  and  be  content ; 
There  are  mair  lads  in  Galloway, 

Ye  need  nae  sair  hunent." 
"  O  there  is  nane  in  Galloway, 

There's  nane  at  a'  for  me ; 
For  I  never  loved  a  lad  but  ane. 

And  he*s  drowned  in  the  sea."  * 


^  With  the  couc]u>ion  of  thh  piece  may  be  conpared  • 
pa««ag:e  fmrn  Bonny  Bte-flo'm^  vol.  iii.  p.  57. 


•*  Ohon,  alas!  what  shall  I  do, 
Tormented  night  and  day ! 

I  never  loved  a  love  but  ane, 
And  now  he's  gone  away. 

••  But  1  will  do  for  my  true  iove 
What  ladies  would  think  aair; 


ForMTGD  yean  all  ftll  (i< 


"  There  ibDll  iieitheT  a  ibo«  fne  < 
Nora  lulme  giw  ia  m;  bair. 


Shine  in  mj  bower  one  m 


i»e  »l>o  'A<  Ifiary  aUe  s'  Oi'-vW 


THE  TWA  BROTHERS. 

From  Jamieaon's  Pninilar  BaOadi,  i.  69. 

Tas  btdUd  of  the  Taxt  Brolhtm,  like  maDy  of  the 
domestic  tragedies  with  which  it  'a  grouped  in  this  vol- 
ume, 19  by  no  means  the  peculiar  property-  of  the  island 
of  Great  Brit^un.  It  finds  an  exact  counterpart  in 
the  Swedish  ballad  Smrt  i  liottngSrd,  Svenska  F.  V., 
No.  G7,  Arwidaaon,  No,  87,  A,  B,  which,  together  with 
a  PinniBh  version  of  Ibe  aamii  storj*,  thought  to  be  d»- 
jived  from  the  Swedish,  will  be  found  iruniliiti^  in  our 
pendtx.  Edteani,  in  Puruy's  Retiquei,  has  the  same 
«ral  theme,  with  the  diOerence  Ifaat  a  father  is  mui^ 
<1  instead  of  a  brother.  Motherwell '  has  printed  a 
id  (Sbnifaite)  closuly  agreeing  with  fi't/warrf,  except 

OThe  stani-B  moniloned  by  Molliorwell,  n»  ocourHfig  in 
1  nMB/yfoiirrtq^/'ftnmrj,  (Soene  i.)i»  Bppnrcntly 
only  a  quDtatica  tkini  mnmory  uf  Berder'i  tnuinlatlon  or 
^vard.  Wlieo  MallMrwell  becnmo  awani  that  h  BlmilHr 
trnilitioii  was  common  to  tbe  NortherD  imtions  of  Europe, 

ha  could  no  looger  have  thought  It  posgiblc  ttint  an  <KcurrBi<c« 

b  the  family  hlilorj-  of  llie  Samerville-  gaie  risa  U,  The  T<ca 
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bBl  the  -.nme  ih  again  fratricide.  He  has  alsg  fof 
nisbed  another  version  of  The  Two  Brothers,  ia  whidh 
the  catastroplie  a  tlie  consequence  of  an  accidout,  wul 
thi!  circuimuui(;e  lias  led  the  extellent  editor  to  (ax 
-lamicaon  with  altering  one  of  the  DioM  eneucial 
features  of  the  boUad,  hy  filling  out  a  defecliie 
stanza  wilh  four  lines  thai  make  one  brotlier  U 
have  slain  the  other  in  a  quarrel.  JamieiOD  is,  Law> 
i>T)!r,  justified  iu  giving  this  more  melancholy  chamctsr 
til  ttio  tlort',  bv  thn  tenor  of  alt  the  kindred  piecw. 
und  \>y  the  liiDguage  of  his  owo.  It  will  be  obaemd 
that  bolh  in  Eitwuril  and  Son  Davie,  the  iricked'lel 
was  nut  iiuly  delilmrate,  but  was  even  inailgated  by 
thi!  nioClier.  The  departure  from  ihe  original  li  nit- 
doiibtcdl/  on  the  part  at  Motherwell's  copy,  wlikb 
ha?  »o{t«ned  down  a  shocking  inclilent  to  HcconiiDadaH 
a  tuoclcm  and  rofined  sentimi-'nt.  But  Jamieaoa  is  ar- 
tisliunlly,  its  well  as  critically  right,  diice  llie  effccttf 
itiM  Fontniat  of  the  remorse  of  one  party  and  tliagca- 
eitisilv  of  ihe  other  in  heigliEcned  by  KpiQMntingdw 
lorrilitti  event  aa  tlie  re.iull  of  ungovcrnetl  pawian. 
Tlie  Lliri'C  Scottish  ballails  ilielltioTiuii  ftboTOi  itn 

follow,  and  Motherwell's  Turn  Brother);  will  ba  ftnad 
in  the  Appendix.  Mr.  Bhnrpe  has  inserttid  k  ihiid 
ropy  of  U>isinhn£<tIi'ir/£anJ-,p.S<I.  Annclti>riss«ldu> 
bi'in  JieSi-nrf  .\r<if;<i::!ne,  forJiine.  I82l>,    Phuillg  M 

confidence  in  any  of  AlUin  Cunningbum's  tomenin  of 
Si'UIlisli  Song,  we  simply  state  that  one  of  (hutu.  cvn- 
|«seiJ  upon  the  theme  of  the  Tma  Brother*,  is  iiicliidld 
in  lliG  Snmjt  ofSr.otland,  ii.  IG. 

"  Tlie  L-oiunwn  title  ofUus  ballad  b,  The  Twa  Bnlk- 
m,  or.  The  Wood  o'  Warslin,  but  the  wonh  «'  IF«* 
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tin  appearing  lo  the  editor,  ae  vUl  be  «uen  In  iLa  lest, 
to  be  &  mistake  lor  a-mreatling,  he  took  the  liberty  of 
dtering  it  aeeonUngly.  After  all,  perbapa,  the  title 
nu))'  be  right ;  and  the  wood  ioiy/  alYerwords  have  ob- 
loiued  its  denoaiinatioa  from  the  tragical  event  here 
celebrated.  A  very  few  lines  inserted  by  the  editor 
to  fill  up  chasms,  [some  of  which  have  been  omitted,] 
are  Ineit»ed  bi  brackela;  the  text,  in  other  res[)ects,  '\t 
given  genuine,  as  it  waa  takco  down  from  the  ref^tu- 
n  of  M™,  Arrott."    Jamiicsox. 


"O  WILL  ye  gae  lo  the  school,  brother  ? 

Or  will  ye  gae  to  the  ba'  ? 
Or  will  ye  gae  lo  the  wood  a-warelin. 

To  see  whilk  o's  maun  fa'  ?  " 

"  It's  I  winna  gae  to  the  avliool,  brother ; 

Nor  will  I  gae  to  the  ba'  ? 
But  I  will  gae  to  the  wood  a-warslin  ; 

And  it  ia  you  maun  &'.'' 

They  warstled  up.  they  warstled  down, 

The  Ice-lang  Bimracr'd  day  ; 
[And  nane  was  near  to  part  the  strife. 

That  raise  atween  them  tway, 
Till  out  and  Willie's  drawn  his  sword. 

And  did  his  brother  slay.jj 


"  O  UA  me  up  upoD  your  back  ; 
Tak  me  to  yon  wall  fair ; 
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You'Q  wash  my  blaldy  wonnda  o'er  u 
And  sjne  they'll  bleed  nae  mair, 

"And  ye'll  lak  affmy  Hollin  s&rk. 

And  riv't  frae  gair  lo  gair  ; 
Te'll  8iaj>  it  in  my  bluidy  wounds. 

And  syne  they'll  bleed  nae  mair." 

He's  lifUt  his  brother  upon  his  backt  t 

Ta'en  him  lo  yon  wall  fair  ; 
He's  washed  his  bluidy  wounds  o'er  and  e'ffi 

But  ay  they  bled  miur  and  mair. 

And  he's  la'en  aff  his  Hollin  sark, 
And  riyen't  frae  gair  to  gur ; 

He's  Btappit  it  in  bis  bluidy  wounda; 
But  ay  they  bled  mair  and  miur. 

**  Ye'il  lift  me  up  upon  yoor  Lack, 

Tak  me  to  Kirkland  fmr;' 
Ye'll  mak  my  greaf  baith  braid  and  la 

And  lay  my  body  there. 

"  Ye'll  lay  my  arrows  at  my  head. 
My  bent  bow  at  my  feel  [ 


1  "Tlie  boDte  of  Inchmnrry,  formerlr  C)Ul*d  I 
wu  bnlU  or  old  b;  Iha  abbot  of  Rolyrood-hoa*^  teD 
■ccommnlnUon  when  be  came  lo  Ui&t  cquiiIit,  mot  aM 
ronnerlyihe  mlniiter'i  miuiM."  SliU.  Ae.  ef  tMa>d,*i- 
jail.  p-KW.    J. 
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U>  sword  and  buL-klur  at  mj  side, 
As  I  was  wont  to  sleep. 

"  Whan  ye  gae  harae  to  your  father. 
He'll  apcer  for  liia  aon  John : — 

Say,  ye  left  blm  iiiio  Kirklund  fair. 
Leamiag  the  school  alone. 

"  When  ye  gae  hame  lo  my  eisier, 
She'll  Bpeer  for  her  brother  John  ! — 

Ye'U  say,  ye  left  him  in  Ku'bland  f^r, 
The  green  grass  growin  abooa. 

"  Whan  ye  gae  hame  to  my  true  love, 
She'll  epeer  for  her  lord  John : — ■ 

Te'll  say,  ye  left  him  in  Kirkland  fair. 
But  hame  ye  fear  he'll  never  come." — 


He's  gane  hame  lo  his  father  ; 

He  speered  for  his  son  John  : 
"  It's  I  left  him  into  Kirkland  fur* 

g  the  school  alone." 


And  wban  he  gaed  hame  to  bis  sifter, 
,       She  speered  for  her  brother  John; — 
"  IfB  I  left  bim  into  Kirkland  fair, 
The  green  grass  growin  aboon." 


f  And  whao  he  gaed  hame  lo  his  t\ 
She  Bpeer'd  for  her  lord  John : 
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"  It's  I  left  him  into  Kirkland  fUr, 
And  hame  I  fear  be'U  never  come." 

*  But  wfaaten  bluid's  lliat  ou  your  ewoi^  Wil- 
lie P 

Sweet  Willie,  tell  to  me." 
"  O  it  i^  the  bluid  <^  mj  grey  boanda ; 

They  w&dua  ria  for  me." 

"  I^a  nae  the  bloid  o'  your  hoonds,  mUie ; 

Their  bluJd  was  never  ao  red ; 
But  it  ia  the  bluid  o'  my  true  love, 

That  ye  bae  elain  iudeed." 

That  fair  may  wept,  that  fair  may  raoum'd. 

That  tair  may  moum'd  a«d  piu'd  ; 
"  When  every  lady  looks  for  her  love, 

I  ne'er  oeed  look  for  mine." 

"Owhateit  a  death  will  ye  die,  WilUe? 

Now,  Willie,  tell  to  me." 
"  Ye'U  put  me  in  a  bollomlesa  boat, 

And  m  gas  sail  the  sea." 

"  Whan  will  ye  come  hame  again,  WiUie! 

Now,  Willie,  tell  to  me." 
**  Whan  ihe  sun  and  moon  dances  00  ^ 
green. 

And  that  will  never  be  " 


EDWARD,  EDWARD. 


"  This  curious  Song  was  tnuuoutted  h)  the  Editor 
by  Sir  David  Dabymple,  Bart.,  Uie  Lord  Haiiea." 
Fkbct,  Reliquet,  L  61. 


RQuHT  dots  ZDur  brand  aae  drop  tc'  bluid, 
Edward,  Edward  '< 
ifay  dcos  zour  braod  soe  drop  wi'  bluid. 
And  quby  sae  sad  gang  zee  0  7" 
pO  I  hoe  killed  m^  hauke  sne  guid, 

Miiher.  milher : 
B I  hue  killed  my  hauke  sae  guid, 

Aad  I  had  nae  mair  bot  hee  0." 

|Zoar  tutakis  bluid  was  nevir  sae  reid, 

Edward,  Edwnrd : 
r  haukis  bluid  was  iievir  SAe  reid. 
My  deir  son  I  tell  thee  O." 
15 
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"01  hae  killed  my  r«id-roaa  steid, 

Uilher,  miUm* : 
O  I  hae  killed  in;  reid-roaa  stdd, 

That'  ersl  was  eae  fair  and  free  0.* 

"  Zour  sLeid  was  auld,  and  ze  liae  gal  mair, 
Edwurd,  Edward: 
Zour  steid  was  auld,  and  ze  hae  gat  matr, 

Sum  oilier  dule  ze  drie  O." 
"01  hae  killed  in;  fadir  deir, 

Mither,  mither: 
O  I  hae  killed  my  fadir  deir, 

Alas !  and  wae  is  mec  O  ! " 

"  And  qubattea  [>enance  wul  ze  drie,  for  liM, 

Edward,  Edwmrd  t 

And  qubattea  penance  will  ze  drie  for  Hall 

My  deir  son.  now  rell  me  O." 
"  Tie  set  my  feit  in  zonder  boat, 

Mitl'or,  nuther: 
lie  set  my  feit  in  zonder  boat. 

And  Be  fare  ovir  the  sea  O." 


■'  And  quhat  wul  ze  doe  wi'  xour  lowirs  and  zour 
ha', 

Edward,  Edwan)  r 
And  quhflt  wul  ze  doe  wi' zour  lowirs  and  zour  bi 

That  were  sae  fair  to  see  07" 
'*  lie  let  thame  stand  til  they  doun  fa', 

utif  |}pr,  Qulbcr* 
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He  let  ihame  stand  ill  liiey  doan  fa', 

For  here  nevir  mair  maun  I  bee  O," 

I  And  quhat  wnl    se  leive  to  zour  bairns  and 

Edward,  Edward? 
And  quhat  wul  ze  leive  to  zour  bairns  and  soar 
wife, 
I  Quhan  ze  gang  ovir  ihe  sea  O  ?  " 

"  The  warldi^  room,  Iai«  them  beg  ttirow  life, 
Mitlier,  mither : 
'   The  warldis  room,  late  lliem  beg  throw  life, 
For  lluune  nevir  mair  wul  I  see  O." 


"  And  quhat  wul  le  leive  to  xoar  aio  miiher  deir, 

Edward,  Edward? 
And  quhat  wul  ze  leive  to  zour  aio  laitber  deir  ' 

My  deir  son,  now  tell  me  O." 
"The  curse  of  hell  frae  me  sail  zo  heir. 

Hither,  mither: 
The  curse  of  hell  frae  me  sail  ze  beir, 

Sic  couoseila  ze  gave  to  me  0." 


SON  DAVIE,  SON  DAVIE. 


ProiD  tbe  rMitntion  or  an  old  wouihii.    MutherwelFa  M 


"  What  bluid's  that  on  thy  coat  lap  ? 
Son  Davie  1  son  Davie  ! 
WIbI  bluid'a  that  on  thy  coat  lap? 
And  the  truth  come  tell  to  me  O." 

"  It  is  the  bluid  of  my  great  hawk, 
Molberlady!  motberlady! 

It  is  the  bluid  of  tny  great  Imwk, 

And  the  Inilh  1  hae  tald  to  thee  O."! 

"  Hawk's  bluid  was  ne'er  sae  red. 

Son  Davie  I  son  Davie  I 
Hawk's  bluid  waa  ne'er  sae  red. 

And  the  truth  come  lell  to  me  O." 
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"  It  is  ihe  bluid  o'  my  grey  hound, 

Mother  buly  I  mother  hkdy  ! 
It  is  the  bluld  of  my  grey  hound. 

And  it  wudua  rin  for  me  O." 

"  Hound's  bluid  was  ne'er  sae  red, 

Son  Davie  !  son  Davie  1 
Hound'e  bluid  was  ne'er  sae  red, 

And  the  truth  come  tell  to  me  0." 

■  It  is  the  bluid  o'  my  brother  John, 

Mother  lady  I  mother  lady ! 
Il  is  the  bluid  o'  my  brother  John, 

And  the  truth  I  bae  laid  to  tliee  0." 

"What  about  did  the  plea  begin? 

Son  Davie  1  son  Davie  !  " 
"  It  began  ahout  the  cutting  o'  a  willow  wand, 

That  would  never  hae  been  a  tree  O." 

"  What  death  dost  thou  desire  to  die  P 

Son  Davie  I  son  Davie  ! 
What  death  dost  thou  desire  to  die  ? 

And  the  truth  come  tell  to  me  O." 

'Til  set  my  foot  in  a  bottomless  sliip, 

Mollier  lady  1  mother  lady  1 
ni  set  my  foot  in  a.  bottomless  ship, 

And  ye'U  never  see  mair  o"  me  0." 
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**  What  wUt  thou  leave  to  ihy  poor  wifeR 

Son  Davie !  son  Dnvie  I " 
"  Grief  and  sorrow  kII  lier  life, 

And  she'll  never  get  nuir  fra«  me  O.^ 

"  What  wilt  Ihou  leave  to  thy  auld  e 

Son  Davie !  Hon  Davie  1 " 
"The  weary  warld  to  wander  up  and  down, 

And  he'll  never  gel  mair  o'  me  O." 


"  Wliat  will  tliou  leave  to  thy  mother  dear? 

Son  Ditvie  !  son  Davie ! " 
"  A  fire  o'  coaU  to  hum  Ler  wi'  hearty  cheeT] 

And  she'll  never  get  roair  o'  me  O." 


THE  CRUEL  SI8TEB. 


The  earliest  printed  cop;  of  this  baliad  'a  tlie  cun- 
nu  piece  in  WU  Raloi'd,  (1658,)  called  The  Miller 
till!  Ihe  Ring'i  Daaghter,  impropcrlj  said  to  be  a  pai<- 
odf.by  Jiunieson  and  othprs.  (See  Appendix.)  Knk- 
Wton  inserted  in  his  Tragic  Bnllaik,  (p.  72,)  a  ballad 
subject,  which  preserves  many  genuine  lines, 
half  hut  own  compo^tion.  Complete  verdons 
•ere  published  by  Seott  ami  Jamicson,  and  more  re- 
oently  a  third  has  been  furnislicd  in  Sharpe'a  Bailiid 
Book.  p.  30,  and  a  fourth  \a  Buehan'a  BiiIIwId  of  She 
Harih  of  Scotland  (given  at  the  end  of  this  volume). 
The  burden  of  Mr.  Sharpe'a  copy  is  nearly  the  same 
that  of  the  Cruel  Mother,  poal,  p.  ^12.  Jsmieiou's 
copy  had  alao  this  burden,  but  he  exchanged  it  for  tbe 
popular,  and  certainly  more  tasteful,  Binitorie. 
So  ballad  furnisher  a  closer  link  than  this  between  thu 
popular  poetry  of  England  and  that  of  the  other 
nations  of  Northern  Eurojie.  Tliu  lauie  story  is  fouLid 
Icelandic,  Norse,  Faroish,  and  Estnish  ballads,  as 
well  as  in  the  SwwIiFih  and  Danish,  and  a  nearly  re- 
hted  Due  in  many  other  ballads  or  talM,  German,  Pot- 
isfa,  Lithuanian,  etc.,  el«.  —  See  Soenska  Folk-Visor,  iii. 
81,  86,  Arwidsaon,  ii,  139,  and  especially  i^ 
Tai«nde  Strengeleg,  (irundtviu;.  No.  OR,  and  the  notes 
to  Bar  Singende  Kuothen,  K.  u.  H.  Morckta,  iiL  SS, 
ISSS. 
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or  the  edition  in  the  Border  MiiutreUy,  Scott  ^vea 
Iho  foUowing  account,  (iij.  287.) 

"  It  is  compiled  Irom  a,  copy  in  Mrs.  Brown's  MSS., 
iniennlicd  with  a  bcautifiil  fragmenL,  of  fomteen 
veraea,  transmitted  to  the  Editor  by  J.  C.  Walker.  Esq. 
tbe  ingenious  historinn  of  the  Irifh  banU  Mr-  Walker, 
at  the  same  tiinc,  lavored  the  liditor  Kith  the  follow- 
ing note :  '  I  am  indebted  to  roy  departed  friend, 
Miss  Brook,  for  the  foregoing  palhelic  fragment.  Her 
account  of  it  wa«  a«  foUows:  This  song  was  trans- 
BcHbod,  several  years  ago,  from  tlie  memory  of  an  old 
woman,  who  had  no  recollection  of  the  concluding 
verses ;  probably  the  beginniDg  tnay  also  be  lost,  u  it 
seems  to  commeuco  abruptly."  The  first  ve 
burden  of  the  fragment  ran  thus : — 

•  0  !isl«r,  liglcr,  reich  thy  hand] 

Ihy  ho,  my  JVnnny,  0 ) 
And  you  (hall  bo  heir  of  all  my  land. 

While  Iht  iman  Knot  bomieg,  0.'  " 


tv.  were  two  aistcre  sat  in  a  bour; 

Binnorie,  0  Bituiorit ; 
e  came  a  koiglit  to  be  their  wooer  t 
Bi/  ihe  bonny  miUdants  of  Bim 


He  courted  the  eldest  with  glore  and  ring, 

BinnorU,  0  Binnorie  ; 

But  he  lo'ed  tha  youngest  ahuoe  a*  thing  ; 

Bf/  the  honnij  milldaim  of  Binnortt. 


He  oourted  (he  eldest  with  broadi  and  knifi^ 

BtHnorie,  0  Biniwrit  ; 
But  be  lo'ed  the  youDgeai  abun^  his  lEfe ; 

Sg  tha  bont]/  mitldamt  of  Jjitau/ne. 

The  eldest  she  was  vexed  »iir, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
And  eore  envied  her  sister  fair; 

Sjf  the  botmy  miUdamt  of  Binnorie, 

The  eldest  said  to  tlte  yoaogeal  ane, 

Binnorie,  0  Bini 
■  Will  ye  go  and  see  our  falbtr's  sluits  l-oidc 
Bj/  Ihe  fxmnt/  mil/Jami  of  Bii 


She's  ta'en  her  hy  the  lilj  hand, 

Bintwrie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
And  led  her  down  to  the  river  strand ; 

By  tht  bontty  ntiHdanv  of  Binnori*. 

The  youngest  scude  ujnn  a  stam'^ 

Binatyrie.  0  Binnorie  ; 
The  eldest  came  and  [lu^^bed  bcr  in  ; 

By  the  bonny  miUdams  of  Bintwrie 

She  look  her  by  ibe  middle  sma', 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
&nd  dash'd  her  bonny  back  to  the  jaw  ; 

By  the  bonny  miUdamt  of  Binnorie, 
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"  O  eister,  sister,  reach  your  tiand, 

Sinnorie,  0  BinTwria  ;  I 
And  ye  shall  be  heir  of  balf  my  land,"— 

By  the  Ixmny  mUldamt  of  Btmu. 

"  0  sister,  I'll  not  reach  my  hand. 

Binnorie,  0  Btrmorie  ; 
And  I'll  be  heir  of  all  your  land  ; 

Btf  the  bonny  miUdams  of  Binnorfm 

"  Shame  fa'  tlie  hand  thai  I  should  take, 

Binnorie,  0  Binaar 

It'a  twin'd  me  and  my  world's  make." — 

By  the  honny  miUdnms  ofSinru 

"  O  sister,  i-each  me  but  your  glove, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 

And  sweet  William  shall  be  your  love." — 

By  the  bonny  milldams  of  Binm 

"  Sink  on,  nor  hope  for  hand  or  glove  1 

Binnorie,  0  Binnt>rit ; 

And  sweet  "William  shall  better  be  my  lore. 

By  the  bonny  mmd-cara  of  Binnot 


"  Your  ch(Try  cheeks  and  your  yellow  hair, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnor 
GaiT'd  me  gang  maiden  evermair." — 

^  the  bonny  miUdunia  of  Bimtortt. 


THS    CBITEL    aiSTER.  230 

Sometimes  ihe  sunk,  luid  sometimes  she  swam) 

Binnorie,  0  Bmnorii  ; 
Until  she  cam  to  the  miller's  dam ; 

^  the  bonny  miUdamx  of  Binnorie. 

*  O  father,  father,  draw  your  dam  ! 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
There's  either  a  mermaid,  or  n  milk-wliite  swan." 
By  the  ivnny  miUdttaa  of  Binjiorie. 

The  miller  hasted  and  drew  hi^  dam, 

Binnorie,  0  Bimwrie  t 
And  ibere  be  fouad  a  drown'd  woman  ; 

By  the  bonny  miUdam*  of  Binnorie. 

Tou  could  not  see  her  yellow  huir, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
For  gowd  and  pearls  that  were  so  rare ; 

By  the  bonny  miSdame  of  Binttorie. 

Ton  could  not  see  her  middle  sma', 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  f 
Her  gowden  girdle  was  sac  bra'; 

B/  the  bonny  miRdams  of  Binnorie. 

A  famous  harper  pa^^iog  by, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
The  aweet  pale  face  he  clinnced  to  spy  ; 

By  the  honny  milldamt  of  Binnorie. 
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And  when  he  looked  that  lady  on, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  j  ' 
He  sigh'd  ani]  made  a  heavy  moon  ; 

Sy  liie  bonny  miUdatm  of  BinnorU. 

He  made  a  harp  of  her  breasK)one, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnon 

Whose  sounds  would  mell  a  heart  of  slO' 
Bt/  the  honns  milldams  of  Bitta 

The  strings  he  framed  of  her  yellow  hair, 

Biuiione,  0  Bin 
Whose  notes  made  sad  the  listening  ear ; 
Bif  the  bonny  miUdama  of  Bintu 

He  brought  it  to  her  fathei^s  hall, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 

And  tliere  waa  the  court  aasemliied  all ; 
By  the  bonny  miltdamt  of  Bint 

He  laid  his  harp  upon  a  alone, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
And  straight  it  began  to  play  alone  ; 

By  the  bonny  miUdatni  of  Binnt 


"  0  yonder  ats  my  father,  the  king, 

Binnorie,  0  Binn 
And  yonder  sits  my  mother,  the  qaeen ;" 
By  the  bonny  milldarni  of  L 


FAnil  jonder  stands  my  brother  Hugh, 

Simtorie,  0  Bitmorie  ; 
d  by  him  my  William,  sweet  and  irue." 

By  the  bonnt/  tnHldams  of  Bimwrie, 

tt  the  last  tone  thai  Ihe  harp  pla/d  ihen, 
Bitmorie,  0  Binnorie  ; 
Vaa — "  Woe  to  my  lister,  false  Helen  ! " 

Bg  the  honny  miUdanu  of  Binnorie, 
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Verbmim  (with  one  interpolated  stanza)   1 
recitation  of  Mrs.  Brown.    Jamleson's  Popular  4 


Tbebb  was  twa  sisters  liVd  in  a  bower, 

Binnorie,  0  ^innoria  ! 
There  came  a  knight  to  be  their  wooer, 

By  the  bonny  miU-danu  o'  JHnnoria, 

He  coiiried  the  eldest  wi'  glove  and  ring^  1 

Binnorie,  0  Binnonel 
But  he  loved  the  joungest  aboon  a*  thin^^ 

By  the  bonny  miS-damt  o'  Bianorit. 

He  courted  the  eldest  wi'  broach  and  knifo^ 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ! 
But  he  loved  Ibe  youngest  as  his  life, 

&/  the  bonny  mill-damt  o'  Bimtorit, 
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fthe  eldest  ahe  was  vexed  sair, 

Biimorie,  0  Binnorie! 
^And  sair  envied  her  elsier  lair. 

By  iM  bonny  miU-dana  o  Binnorit, 


I 

( 

I 


Xntill  her  bower  she  coudua  rest, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  I 
Wi'  grief  and  spite  she  maistly  brast, 

Bg  the  howty  mili-damt  o'  Binrwrit, 

Upon  a  morning  fair  and  clear, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ! 
Sbe  cried  upon  her  siater  dear, 

By  tiia  bonny  miildamt  «•'  Bianori*. 

;*0  sister,  come  to  yon  sea  etnuid, 

Bimtarie,  OBinnoriaf 
And  Bee  oar  fulher's  ships  come  to  land," 

By  tht  bonny  miU-dams  o'  Binnorie. 

She's  ta'en  her  by  the  milk-white  hand^ 

Bitmorie,  O  Binnorie  ! 
And  led  her  down  to  yon  sea  strand, 

^  the  bonny  ntiU-damt  o'  Binnorie. 

The  youngest  stood  upon  a  stane, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie .' 
The  eldest  came  and  threw  her  in, 

^  the  bonny  mill-dami  o'  Biimorit, 


E4U 
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She  look  lier  by  ihe  middle  sma' 

Binnorie,  0  Mnnorie  I 
Anil  dashed  her  bonny  bock  to  the  JAW^  1 

Sy  the  bonny  mill-dtans  sf  Binnoria. 


"  0  sister. 


lister,  tak  my  hand, 
,  0  Binnorie  ! 


And  I'se  mak  ye  heir  to  n'  my  land, 
Bji  ih»  bonny  atiUrdama  o'  Binnorie. 


"  0  Biaier,  sisier,  tak  my  middle, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnoi-ie! 
And  ye's  get  my  goud  and  ay  gonden  girdle, 

By  the  bonny  miU-dami  o'  Binnortt. 

"  0  sister,  Bister,  save  my  life, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  I 
And  I  swear  I'se  never  be  nae  mi 

By  the  bonny  miU-damt  a'  Biimorie.    i 

"  Foul  fa'  the  hand  that  I  should  tak, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  I 
It  twin'd  me  o'  my  wartdes  mak, 

By  the  bonny  mill-damt  o'  Binnorie. 


"  Tour  cherry  cheeks  and  yellow  hair 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  I 
Gars  me  gang  maiden  for  evenaair," 

B^  tlie  bonny  miU-daias  o'  Binnorie. 
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Sometimes  she  sank,  sometimes  she  swam, 

Jiinnorie,  0  Binnoriel 
Till  she  came  to  the  mouth  o'  70a  miH-dftm, 

£^  the  bonny  mill4am»fi'  JUimorit. 


O  out  it  came  the  miller's  son, 

Binnorie,  O  Binnorie  ! 
Aiid  saw  the  fair  miiid  soummin  in, 

By  the  bonny  miU-dams  o'  SinnoHe. 

"  0  father,  father,  draw  j'our  diim, 

Sinnorie,  0  Binnorie/ 
There's  eitlier  a  mei-m:dd  or  a  svtaa," 

By  the  bonny  miU-damt  o'  £innaric. 

[The  miller  quickly  drew  the  dam, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  / 
And  there  ho  fouud  a  drown'd  womaij, 

£^  the  bonny  miU-dams  o'  BinTtorie.^ 

"  And  sair  and  lang  tnat  their  teen  last, 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie  ! 
That  wrought  thee  sic  a  dowie  cast," 

By  the  bonny  miU-dama  o'  Binnorie/ 


Tou  coudna  see  her  yellow 
Binnorie,  0  Binnorie,' 

For  goud  and  pearl  that  wq 
By  the  bonny  mill-tiajiti  o 
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Tou  coudna  see  her  middle  sma 

Binnorie,  0  Bitmorte.' 
For  gouden  girdle  lli»t  was  sue  brav, 

Bff  the  bmmy  mill-dams  o'  Binnorie, 

You  coudna  see  her  fingers  wliite, 

BiniorU,  OBinrnme! 
For  gouden  rings  Miat  were  aae  gryle,   I 

By  the  bonny  miU-dams  o'  Birmorit,  J 

And  by  there  came  a  harper  fine, 

Biimorie,  O  Bimtorie  ! 
That  liarped  to  the  king  m  dine, 

By  Ihe  bonny  miU-damg  o'  Bimwrit,  1 

Whan  he  did  look  thai  lady  upon, 

Binnorie,  0  Biinwrie  ! 
He  sigh'd  and  mode  a  heary  moan, 

By  the  bonny  mill-dams  o'  Bi/mme.  \ 

He's  ta'en  three  locks  o'  her  yellow  fa 

Binnorie,  0  Binnorie.' 
And  wi'  them  strung  his  Imrp  sae  fi 

&/  the  bonny  mitl-dami  o'  Binnorit, 


Tlie  lirsi  tune  it  did  play  and  sing, 

Binnorie,  O  Binnorie! 
Was,  "  Farewee!  to  my  fatlier  the  king," 

By  the  bonny  mill-dams  a'  BinnorU 


The  uexten  tune  chat  it  jilay'd  seen, 

Binnorie,  0  Bin-: 
Was,  "  Farewee)  to  my  milher  the  queen," 

Bg  the  bonny  miU-dam»  o'  Binnone. 

The  tfairden  tune  that  it  play'd  then, 

Bi«)ume,  O  Binnorie! 
Was,  "  Wae  to  mj  sister,  fair  Ellen," 

£^  the  bonny  tnilUdanii  o'  Binnorie  I 


LORD  DONALD. 

Kinlcch'f  jtHcitHt  Beotliih  BtUlaiU, 


Like  tho  two  which  precedal  it,  I 
roinmoii  to  the  (lOthic  nHtions.  It  esbts  in  a  gi^at 
variety  of  forms.  Two  stanziiJ",  meovered  by  Bami, 
were  piintcd  in  Johnson's  Afuieum,  L  SS7  ;  two  <]&• 
en  were  inwried  by  Jamiuson,  in  his  UliatrtUutiu, 
p.  319  The  Border  Minalrthy  fumiibed  five  «»^nMt^ 
giving  the  story,  without  llie  bequests.  Allan  CuB- 
uingham's  altcralioQ  of  Scott'a  verdon,  (&oUM  Song*, 
I.  385,)  tiu  one  Btnnza  more.  Kinloch  procured  fixxn 
the  North  of  Seotlanii  the  following  complete  copy. 

In  the  Appendii,  wc  have  placed  a  nuraory  song  on 
the  snme  subjec-t,  still  (juniliar  in  Scotland,  and  tran> 
latioiis  of  the  t'oircaponding  German  and  Swedish  W- 
lads — ix>th  most  remarkable  cases  of  paralleEsm  in 
popular  romance. 

Lord  Donald,  as  Kinloeh  remarks,  would  seem  to 
have  been  poisoned  by  eating  toads  prepared  as  fisli» 
Scolt,  ta  Ills  introduction  to  Lord  Randaly  has  quoted 
from  an  old  chronicle,  a  fabulmis  account  of  the  poison- 
ing of  King  John  by  means  of  a  cup  of  ale,  in  which 
(he  venoni  of  this  reptile  had  been  infUsed. 


"  O  iTHAaE  hae  ye  been  a'  daj,  Lord  Donald,  my 

Bon? 
O  whare  bae  ye  been  a*  day,  my  jolUe  yoang 

man?" 
Tve  been  awa  courtin  : — mither,  mak  my  bed 

suae, 
'.  For  I'm  sick  at  the  hearl,  and  I  fain  wnd  lie 

doun." 

I   '  What  wad  ye  hae  for  your  supper,  Lord  Don- 

Wlial  wad  ye  Lae  for  your  supper,  my  jollie  young 

man?" 
"Pre  gotten  my  eupper ; — mither,  mak  my  bed 

I  For  I'm  sick  at   the  heart,  and  I   fain    wad  lie 
doun." 


"  What  did  ye  get  for  your  supper,  Lord  Donald, 
my  son  ? 
I  Wbat  did  ye  get  for  your  liupper,  my  jollie  young 


"A  diah  o 
fc.ror   I'm 'si 


i'  fidbes: — milher  mak  my  bed 

I  the  heart,  and  I  fain  wad  lie 


■  Wbarc  gat  ye  the  fishes,  Lord  Donald,  my  .-ion  ? 
t  Wliare  gat  ye  the  fishes,  my  joUie  young  man  ?' 


y  faiher's  black 
d  sune, 


ditches : — mither,  tnaik  1117 


L  ibe  heart,  and  I  fain  \ 


"  What  like  were  jour  fiahes,  Lord  DodaI 

GOD? 

Wliat  like   were  yonr  fishes,    my  jollie  youiif 

"  Blnck  backs  aod  epreckl'd  bellies  . — mither,  mak 

my  bed  sune, 
For  I'm  sick  at   the  heart,  and  I  fiiin  wad  Gb 


"01  fear  yo  are  poison'd,  Lord  Donald,  my  %aa  I 
O  I  fuar  ye  are  poison'd,  ray  jollie  young  man  I ' 
"  0  yes !  I  am  poifion'd : — mither  mak  my   bed 

For  I'm  sick  at  the  heart,   and  I  fiun 


"  What  will  ye  leave  to  yonr  father,  Lord  Don- 
ald my  Bon  ? 
What  will  ye  leave  to  yonr  father,  my  jollie  young 

"  Bailh  my  houses  and  land: — mither,  roak  my 

bed  fiune, 
For  Tm  sick  at   the  heart,  and  I  fain  wad  lie 

dontu" 
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"What  wiU  je  leave  to  jonr  britlier,  Lord  Donald, 

ntj  soal 
What  will  je  leave  to  yoat  blither,  mj  jollie 

yoang  man  ?  " 
'  ilj  borse  and  tbe  ttaiHIt) ; — mitber,  mak  mj  twd 


r  I'm  sick  al  tbe  heart,  aad  I  fain    vad   lie 


r 

^E  "  What  will  jre  leave  to  jt>iir  sister.  Lord  Donald, 

^^UThat  will  je  leave  lo  j'our  sister,  tay  jollie  young 

^^B*  Buth  m7  gold  box  and  rings : — milber,  mak  jaj 
^^t         bed  eane, 

For  I'm  »ick   at  the  heart,  and  I  fain  vrad  lie 


■*  What  wiU  ye  leave  to  your  trufr-love,  Lord 

Donald,  my  son  ? 
What  wiU  ye  leave  to  your  trne-love,  my  jollie 

young  roan  ?  " 
"  The  tow  nnd  the  halter,  for  to  hang  on  yon  tree, 
And   lat   her   bang  there  for  the   poyeoning  o' 


LORD  RANDAL  (B). 
From  MitulreUy  of  the  ScolMi  Border,  (id. 


Scott  chaogcd  tlie  noiDe  of  the  hero  of  this  pien 
&Qm  LorJ  Ronald  to  Lord  Randal,  on  the  autborit]>  of 
s  angle  copy.  The  change  is  unimportant,  bul  tb* 
reason  will  appear  curious,  if  we  remember  that  the 
Swedes  and  Germans  have  the  ballad  aa  well  as  dn 
Scotch ; — "  because,  though  the  drcumatancc*  »re  lO 
Terj  different,  I  think  it  not  imgioKoble,  that  (he  ballad 
may  have  ori^aally  regarded  the  death  of  Thomu 
RaniJoIpfa,  or  Randal,  Earl  of  Murray,  nephew  ta 
Robert  Bruce,  and  governor  of  Scotland." 


"  0  WHURE  hae  ye  been  Lord  RandKl,  mj  son  P 
0    where    hae   ye    been,    my   handsome    jtmng 


e  been  lo  the  wild  wood ;  moiber  make  my 


For  I'm  weary  wi'  hunting,  and  fnin  wald  lie 
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EVbere  gat  y^  pxir  dinner,  Lord  Bandal,  my 
son? 
rhere  gat  je  jonr  dinnfir,  mj  handsome  joang 

"  I  dined  wi'  mj  trne-lova ;  mother,  make  m;  bed 

For  I'm  weary  wi'  honting,   and  fain    wnld   lie 
down." — 

*  What  gat  je  to  your  dinner.  Lord  Randal,  wy 

What  gat  je  to  your  dinner,  mj  handsome  young 

"  I  gat  eek  boU'd  in  broo ;  modier,  make  my  bed 

For  Tm  weary   wi'  banting,  and    fain    wald  lie 
down." — 

"  What  became  of  yonr  bloodhounda,  Lord  Ran- 
dal, my  son  ? 

What  became  of  your  bloodhounds,  my  handsome 
young  man  ?  "— 

"  O  they  Ewell'd  and  they  died  i  mother,  make  my 
bed  soon, 
uFor  Tm  weary  wi'  hunting,  and  lain  wald  lie 


*  0  I  fear  ye  are  poison'd.    Lord  Randal,  my 


I 
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Q  Z  fesr  ye  ara  pmaoneilt  tDf  hnsdaome  Tooog 

"'O  jes  1  I  Bin  poison'd  ;  mother,  make  my  bed 

FW  I'm  sick   at  tha    haan,  and  I  Tain  wad  He 
down." 


THE  CKUEL  BROTHEtt  = 


TBE    BBIDE'S    TESTAMENT. 

Of  this  ballad,  vliich  b  still  commonly-  recited  ai 
nng  in  Si-otlaDtl,  (oar  copies  have  been  publlahe 
Tbe  following  is  from  Jaini^soD'a  collecliaii,  i.  (S, 
■where  il  was  printed  verbaiim  after  the  recitation  rf 
Mrj.  Arrott.  A  eoftj  (ram  Aytoiui'a  eollectioa  ii  mb- 
jinoed,  which  b  nearlv  the  some  as  a  lesa  p«rf«ct  on« 
in  Herd,  i.  149,  and  tlie  fourth,  from  Gilbert's  Ancient 
Chrittmat  CaroU,  &c.,  is  in  the  Appendix  lo  this  rd- 

nw  conelomon,  or  testamentary  part,  ocean  Tery 
treqaenllj  in  ballads,  e.g.Dtn  HUas  Talamenit,  Sven- 
tla  Folk-Viaor,  No.  68,  translated  in  the  Appvndix  to 
this  volume,  the  end  cX  Den  onde  Snigermixier,  DanAe 

Filer,  i.  361,  tmnslated  in  JUiutralions  of  Korthem 
Antiijuiliet,  p.  84-4,  3iden  paa  Baalei,  (irundtvig.  No. 
109,  A,  »L  18-!1,  and  Kong  VahUmar  og  ham  SSa- 
ter,  Grundtvig,  No.  12e,A,gt.  101-105.    i>t«alEo£^- 

vard,  and  £orJ  Donald,  p.  133,  p.  344. 

Tberg  was  three  ladies  plnj-'d  nt  Ihti  bu', 

WilA  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lUi/  yii/ : 
There  came  a  knight,  nnd  piuy'd  o'er  them  a', 
Jj  lAe  primroM  spreadt  to  tweellj/. 
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Tbe  oldest  wus  baitli  tail  and  fair. 
With  a  iiKigh-ho .'  and  a  lilt/  gay  i 

But  ihe  youngest  was  bejond  compare, 
At  tha  primroM  spreads  to  gweedy. 

The  midmost  had  a  gracet'u'  mien, 
Wil/i  a  keigk-ho  1  and  a  lUy  gay  ; 

But  ihe  youngest  look'd  like  beauty's  i 
At  the  primrose  spreadt  to  gineedi 

The  knight  bow'd  low  to  a'  the  threes 
With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay  ; 

But  to  the  youngest  he  bent  his  knee, 
As  tbe  primrose  gpreadi  so  sweetly. 

The  lady  turned  her  head  aside, 
WilA  a  heigh-ho  /  and  a  lily  gay; 

The  knight  he  woo'd  her  to  be  his  bridal,] 
At  tiieprimrott  spread$  so  stoMtb/. 

The  lady  blush'd  a  rosy  red, 

With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lih/  gay  ; 

And  said,  "  Sir  knight,  I'm  o'er  youog  ia  wodf 
At  theprimrou  tpreada  to  swe^. 


"  O  lady  fair,  ^ve  me  your  hand, 

With  n  heigh-ho.'  and  a  Hlygayi 

And  I'll  ntak  you  lailje  of  a'  my  land,"    i 

As  Ihe  primrose  spreads  so  stettt^ 
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Sir  kiilght,  ere  j-ou  my  favor  n  in, 

Wilh  a  heigh-ka  .'  and  a  lih/  ffoy  I 

Te  maun  get  consent  frne  a'  my  kin," 

At  tht  primrose  ^reads  to  lUeel/ff. 

[e  has  got  coasent  fra  her  piirenta  dear, 
With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lilg  gay  ; 
And  likewise  (Vne  lier  sisters  fair. 
Am  the  primrote  tpreads  mo  iwerllg. 

e  has  got  consenl  frae  her  kin  each  onet 
With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lilif  gay  ; 
But  forgot  U)  spcer  at  her  brother  John, 
At  the  primrote  tprtadt  to  sweetly. 


low,  when  the  wedding  day  was  rame. 
With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay  ; 

knight  would  lake  his  bonny  bride  home- 
At  the  primrote  tprtadt  so  tweetiy. 


And  many  a  lonl  and  many  a  knight. 
With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay  ; 

behold  rhHt  Indy  briglil. 
At  fht  primrote  tpreads  to  ticeetly. 


iherp  was  nae  man  that  did  her  bck, 
With  a  heigh-ho  .'  nad  a  lily  gay, 

'i»hed  hirof  elf  bridegroom  to  be, 
At  the  primrote  tpreadt  to  tteettly. 


m4  the  ckdf.i,  brothke. 

Her  fulhL-r  dear  led  her  down  llie  slairj 

With  a  hnifh-ho  !  and  a  Uly  ffi 
And  her  sisters  twnia  tliey  kJss'd  her  tl 

^a  the  primrose  ^reads  so  sweellj/. 

Her  motlier  dear  led  her  through  the  q 
Wil/i  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lili/  gay  t 

And  her  brother  John  set  her  on  hcP 
A»  thr  primrose  spreads  so  sweetly. 

She  lean'd  her  o'er  the  sftddle-bow, 
With  a  heigh-ho  I  and  a  Hly  yoy, 

To  give  liiin  n  kiss  ere  she  did  go, 
At  the  primrose  sj>read»  so  swe«th/ 

He  h)is  lii'en  u  knife,  biutli  lung  and  a. 

With  a  helijh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay. 
And  sUblj'd  the  bonny  bride  to  the  hea 

As  the  primrose  spreads  so  sweetly. 

Slie  hadnn  ridden  half  thro'  the  (own, 
Wil/i  a  heigh-fio  !  and  a  lily  yay, 

Until  her  heiirt's  blood  eliiined  her  govrd 
As  the  primrose  spreads  so  sweetly. 

"  Ride  snftlj"  on,"  said  the  best  young  a 

With  a  keiyk-ko  !  and  a  lily  yay  ; 
"  For  I  ihink  our  bonny  bride  looks  pale  Mi' 

As  the  primrose  spreads  so  sweetly. 


THE    CnCEL    BCtOTUEli.  2 

BO  lead  me  gently  up  yon  hill, 
Wtl/t  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay, 
wd  I'll  tLere  siL  down,  and  make  my  will," 
I  A»  the  primrose  tpreadt  sq  aweellg. 

Bo  what  will  you  leave  lo  your  falher  deai-r  ' 

With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lUg  gay  ; 
VThe  silver-shod  steed  lliat  brought  me  here," 
I  Ai  the  primrote  spreadi  so  ticeetly. 

^WhatwiU you  leave  to  your  mother  dear?" 
With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay; 

"My  velvet  pall  nnil  silken  gear," 
As  the  primrost  spreads  so  siceelly. 

P.And  what  will  ye  leave  to  your  sifter  Ann?" 

With  a  heigh-ho  J  and  a  lily  gay ; 
vUy  silkea  scarf,  and  my  golden  I'un," 
1  At  the  primrose  ^reads  so  steeelfy. 

PTPhat  will  ye  leave  to  your  sister  Grace  ?  " 

With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay  ; 
PJIy  bloody  cloaths  to  wash  and  dre*s," 
I  As  the  priiiirota  spreads  so  suieetiy. 

P"TVhat  will  ye  leave  to  your  brother  John  ?  " 
With  a  hfigh-ho  !  and  a  lily  gay  ; 

VTtie  gallows-tree  lo  hung  him  on," 
As  lilt  primrose  spreads  so  sweetly. 


256  THE   CRUGL 

"  What  will  ye  leave  to  yourlirolhei-  .Tohii's  wife  ?' 

With  a  htigk-ho  !  and  a  Ult/  gay  ; 
"  The  wilderness  to  end  her  life," 
Ai  the  primrose  tpreadt  so  tweeltjf. 


This  fair  lady  in  her  grave  was  laid, 
With  a  heigh-ho .'  and  a  lihj  gat/ 1 
And  n  mass  was  o'er  her  smd, 

As  the  primrose  spreads  so  sweethj. 


I 


But  it  would  have  made  your  henrt  right  sauTf 
With  a  heigh-ho  !  and  a  Khj  gay  ; 

To  aee  the  bridegrnom  rive  liis  hair, 
Am  thepriniTOSt  tpreada  so  twettlg. 


THE  CRUEL  BROTHEU. 


From  A>-lomi*8  Bal'a'h  of  Scotland  (2d  eJ.),  i.  23S, 
"  taken  down  from  re  imitation."  Found  otso,  but  iviili 
sevcrnl  stanzas  wanting,  m  Herd's  Scottish  Songs,  \. 
149.  Tliu  title  in  both  collections  ia  Fine  Flowert  T 
ike  Valtey.  Tbts  part  of  the  rcfraiu  is  found  in  one 
of  the  versions  of  the  Cruel  SlMlier,  p.  269.  To 
Herd*s  copy  are  anne^tud  tico  fragmentary  stanzas 
nitli  DcarU-  thu  fume,  burden  as  that  of  the  fbregoing 
baHfui. 

She  loiitod  (ioMTii  to  gio  n  kiss. 

With  a  ht^  litd  a  lily  gng  ; 
He  tliick  liii  j;eiiknir.<  in  Ixer  !»u, 

And  lie  rate  if  mullt  m  sarrtl^ 

"  Rirlo  up,  rido  Up,"  cry'd  llifl  foremMl  mu, 

Wilh  a  hrg  iW  a  Mjf  s"!/  ! 
'  I  think  our  brida  inuks  pnte  and  van," 
Ami  llie  ra*e  it  tmclU  mo  iweelln. 

There  were  lliree  sisters  ia  n  ha', 

Fine  Jlowen  ^  the  vaUty, 
There  cAine  llire«  lord^  nmnng  thctn  &', 
The  red,  green,  and  the  yeliow. 
Ub.  IL  17 


B  THE    CBI.'EL   BBOTBER. 

The  lirel  o'  ihem  was  clad  in  red, 

FintflowtTi  C  the  valley  ; 
"  O  Indy,  will  ye  be  my  liriJe  ?  " 
RT  the  red,  green,  and  the  yeUvu. 

The  second  o'  ihem  wa^  dad  in  gre 

Finejhwere  C  tAe  volley  ; 
"  O  iiidy,  will  ye  be  my  queun  ?  " 

W  the  red,  green,  and  the  j/eUoto. 

Tlie  third  o'  Ihem  was  clad  in  yellow-,] 

Finejlowera  V  the  vaUey  ; 
"  0  lady,  will  ye  be  my  n 

Wi"  the  red,  green,  and  the  yellow. 

"  O  ye  maun  ask  my  falber  dear,' 

Finejlowers  t"  the  valley, 
"  Likewise  ihc  mother  that  did  me 

W  the  red,  green,  and  the  yeSov). 

"  And  ye  mnim  ask  my  sister  Ami," 

Fine  Jloiaers  i"  die  valley  ; 
"  And  not  forget  my  brolher  John," 

IFT  the  red,  green,  and  the  yellow. 

"01  have  asked  thy  father  dear," 

Finejlowert  i*  the  vaSey, 
"  Likewise  iho  motlier  that  did  thee  t| 

WP  the  red,  green,  and  the  yellate. 


^ 
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"•And  1  have  asked  jour  sister  Ann," 

Fine  flowers  i"  the  valley : 
•  Bui  I  forgot  jour  brollier  Jolin  ;  " 
HV  the  red,  fffftn,  and  the  yeltoui. 

Now  when  the  wedding-duy  a-os  come, 

Fine  flowers  »'  the  valley, 
The  knight  would  lake  hi^i  bnnny  bride  home, 
WC  the  red,  green,  and  iht  yellow, 

I  And  nwny  a  lord,  and  many  a  knight, 

Fineflotcers  f  the  valley, 
I  Cant  to  behold  ihiit  lady  bi-ight, 

Wi"  lite  red,  grern,  and  the  yelloia, 

I  There  wm  nae  man  ll.iit  did  her  see, 

Fint  flowers  i"  the  valley, 
■  But  wished  himsell  bndegi-oum  lo  be, 

Wf  the  red,  green,  and  Che  yelloio. 

|)Her  father  led  her  down  the  stair, 

FineflfOtoers  «"  the  valley, 
I  And  her  dialers  twain  they  ki^ed  her  there. 
HT  the  red,  gree.i,  and  the  yellow. 

['Her  mother  led  her  through  the  eloae, 

Fine  flowers  C  the  viiUeyt 
p,Her  brother  John  wi.  her  on  her  honie, 

W  the  red,  green,  and  the  yeUow, 


!60  THE   CRUEL    UBOTHEH. 

"  Ton  are  liigh  and  I  am  low." 

Fincjhwcrs  i*  the  valley  ; 
"  Givf!  ine  a  kiss  before  you  go," 
Wi"  the  red,  grttn.  and  t/ie  i/el/ow. 

Shi  was  loaiing  down  to  ki<s  liim  sweet,  4 

Fine  jiaaert  t*  the  valley  ; 
Wlien  wi'  his  knife  he  wounded  her  deeptJ 

HT  ihe  red,  green,  and  llie  yellote. 

She  hadna  ridden  through  lialf  ihe  lown, . 

Finejlowera  C  the  vcdley, 
tJniil  her  henn'e  blood  aiained  her  gown, 
BT  the  red,  jreen,  and  the  yeSote. 

"  Ride  saftly  on,"  said  the  best  young  nun 

Finefiiwert  i"  the  vailey  ; 
"  I  tliriik  our  bride  looks  pule  and  wan  1" 

Wi'  the  red,  green,  and  tJie  t/rllaio. 

"  O  lead  me  over  inlo  yon  Mile," 

Fine  flotcers  T  tht  valley, 
"That  I  miiy  stop  und  breiiihe  awhile," 

Ifr  iht  red,  green,  and  the  yellow, 

"  O  lead  roe  over  into  yon  sliiir," 

Finefouien  i"  the  vulley, 
"  For  there  I'll  lie  and  bleed  naa  mair" 

Wr  Ihe  red,  gi-een,  and  the  yelh\o. 


TUE   CRtTEL   BBOXaElt.  2G1 

"  O  what  will  you  leave  lo  yoor  father  dear  ?  " 

FiuefloteeTt  t"  Oi*  va/ley  .- 
"The  silltr-rshod  sieeU  thai  branght  me  here," 
Wi"  Ute  rtd,  green,  and  tie  yellow. 

'"  Whal  will  you  leave  lo  your  mother  dear?" 
FinefloiEers  t"  Oie  vaBrt/  ; 

*  My  velvet  [tall,  and  my  pearlln'  gear," 

ffi'  £&e  red,  green,  and  the  geliow. 

"  Whal  will  you  leave  to  your  sister  Ann  ?  " 

Fine  Jtmeert  t*  Oie  vaUeg  ; 
"My  !>ilken  gown  that  standi  it«  lane," 

ffr  (he  red,  green,  and  the  yeflotp. 

"What  will  you  leave  lo  your  sister  Grace?' 
Finefiowen  C  the  valley  ; 

*  My  bluidy  shirt  lo  wash  and  dress," 

ffr  the  Ted,  green,  and  the  geUow. 

•What  will  you  leave  lo  your  brother  John  ? 

FinefioteeTi  C  the  natleij  ; 
"The  cnlt-i  o"  hell  lo  lei  him  in," 

BT  t}ie  rtd,  green,  and  t/te  yeUoio. 


L&DT  AXX£. 
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ied  it  from  an  old  majnuinc^  Ahho^gfc  it  Im*  [»at*My 
received  mow  mulrrn  corrvdMai,  tke  gmenl  tan* 
Kcms  to  be  aacieol,  anJ  tt>ncifnB)b  wilb  iLat  of  a 
(ngraent  whkh  I  bave  oAea  beaid  au^  in  m;  cUU- 
hood." 

Tbe  vra^on  to  »l>idl>  Sir  Walter  Scott  relsn,  aal 
part  of  whii-b  be  proccedt  lo  qsete,  kwl  beeo  priUed 
iu  JoliiLjOo'*  J/««iML  It  b  jJared  iouiKiEatelj  ■Att 
the  present,  with  otber  copei  of  ibe  balUd  fraoi  Uo^ 
er«ell  and  Kinloch. 

Is  Bodiaii'c  JSaUnJf  ^  Ot  KvHi  o/ Saillm4  Omn 
are  CO  more,  wlikli  an  tvpFxIeil  «iik  dight  wi- 
aDoiu  in  tlie  XVIL  ToL  ot  the  Ferry  SodrtT,  p.  41, 
p.  50.  BoUi  mlt  tw  fimnd  in  the  Appendix.  Tht 
capx  in  Bacrhaii'i  GlaauBff,  p.  90,  semu  to  be  lak*D 
fnm  ticoCL  Snlh's  SetntisK  JJiitMrH,  i*.  S3,  aflonll 
(tin  anotbef  larielf . 

In  Geraian,  Die  KinJttm^dtrin,  Erk*i  JUn&Hbrt, 
Ko.41.6t«iM[Ma;  Erbcb,  if.  ltd ;  lloffniann,  &U«- 
B*ct<  r.£.,X(k3I.3!;  iruMifo-iara,  ii.  !02;  Zncol- 
B^jlio,  No.  97;  Sietnert,  Xo.  St;  liinirork,  p.  SI. 
(Bat sooKof  UmearervpFliboni.}  Wcnitbli,  Haapt 
and  Scknwler,  L  Ko.  Hi,  and  viib  i-oo^lderable  dtf- 
fcrmce*,  L  No.  S90,  IL  197.  This  [mi  rvrervnce  ■• 
Okeafj 


LADT    ANNK. 


Faik  Lady  Anne  sale  in  her  bower, 

Down  by  the  greenwood  side, 
And  tbe  flowers  did  spring,  and  the  birda  did 
sing, 

Twaa  the  pleasant  May-dny  tide- 
But  fair  Lady  Anne  on  Sir  "William  call'd, 

Wiih  tbe  tear  grit  iu  Ikt  ee, 
**  O  ibougli  lUou  be  fause,  may   Heaven  thee 
guard, 

In  the  wars  nyont  the  sea !" — 

Ont  of  the  wood  came  three  bonnie  boys, 

Upon  l!iu  simmer's  morn, 
And  they  did  stng  and  play  at  Iho  ba', 

As  naked  ns  they  were  born. 

"0  seven  lang  years  wad  I  sit  here, 

Amang  the  frost  and  snaw, 
A'  to  hne  but  ane  o'  these  bonnie  boys, 

A  playing  at  ihe  bu' " — 

Then  up  nnd  spake  the  eldest  boy, 

"  Now  lislen,  lliou  fair  ladie, 
And  ponder  well  the  rede  tliat  I  lell. 

Then  make  ye  a  choice  of  the  three. 

"lis  I  am  Peter,  and  lhi«  is  Paul, 
And  that  ane,  sae  fair  to  see, 


tU  LAbX  A!tXE. 

Bul  a  (wclre-monlli  sins^e  lo  [Ktradise  o 
To  join  wiih  our  companie." — 

"01  will  hoe  the  snaw-whi(«  boj', 

Tlie  bonniest  of  ibe  three." — 
"  AnJ  if  I  were  tliine,  and  in  thy  [irupitie, 

0  what  wad  ye  do  lo  me  ?  " — 

"  Tia  I  wad  dead  tliee  in  silk  and  gowd. 

And  aouricts  Ibee  on  my  knee." — 
"0  milherl  mittier!  wlieu  I  was  iMne, 

Sic  kludnesB  I  coulJua  see. 

"  Benwith  Ihe  lurf,  where  now  I  sutnd. 

The  ftiuae  nurse  buried  me  ; 
The  cruii!  penknife  sticks  stiil  in  my  bean,  J 

And  t  come  not  back  to  thee." — 


FINE  FLOWERS  IN  THE  VALLEY. 

From  Johusim's  3tuiie«l  Museum,  p.  331. 

Ebk  first  lino  of  the  burden  is  Ibund  also  in  The  Crud 
Brother,^:.  2i8. 


She  sat  down  below  a  thorn, 

Fine  Jkwcrt  in  tkf  valhif  ; 
And  iLere  she  has  hur  eweet  babe  boro, 

And  the  green  leavts  they  grow  rarely, 

"  Smile  na  sae  E'weet,  mj  bonnie  babe, 

Finefiowtn  in  the  valley, 
And  j&  Emile  sae  sweet,  je'll  smile  me  dead^" 

And  the  green  Uarii  they  grow  rarelt/. 

She's  taen  otit  ber  lilllc  penkuife, 

Fine  Rovers  in  the  valley. 
And  Iwian'd  the  sweet  biibe  o'  its  life. 

And  the  green  leaves  they  grow  rarely. 


She's  howket  a  grave  by  the  light  o'  the  o 

Fine  fiowen  in  the  r«%, 
And  there  she's  buriRil  her  sn-eet  babe  in,  J 

And  Iks  green  leavet  they  jfnrta  rardg. 

Aa  she  was  going  to  the  church, 

Finefluwera  in  the  calley, 
Sht-  saiv  a  swuel  biibB  in  the  porch, 
And  the  green  Uavet  tkei/  grv;o  rarely, 

"  O  iweet  babe,  and  thou  were  miiie. 

Fine  fimweri  in  the  raRfy, 
I  wad  deed  thee  in  the  ailk  so  fine," 

And  the  yreen  leaves  they  grow  rarefy. 

"  O  mother  dear,  when  I  was  tliine. 

Fine  flowers  in  the  valley, 
Ye  did  na  prove  to  me  sae  kind," 

And  the  green  leaves  they  grow  rarefy. 


THE  CRUEL  MOTHER. 

Fmra  Jlolherweir*  ifinHrrliff,  p.  ISl, 

StiF.  leaned  her  back  unto  a  lliom, 
TAree,  three,  a»d  three  hy  three  ; 

And  there  »hc  has  lier  two  babes  born. 
Three,  three,  and  Ihi rlif-three. 

She  took  frae  'bout  her  ribbon-helt. 

And  there  she  bound  tbem  himd  nnd  foot. 

She  bus  ta'eo  out  ber  wee  penknife. 
And  there  ^he  ended  baith  their  lii'e. 

She  has  howked  a  hole  baith  deep  iind  wide, 
She  haa  put  them  in  baith  side  by  side. 

She  has  covered  tbetn  o'er  wi'  a  marble  aiane, 
Tliiuking  she  would  gang  maiden  home. 

As  she  was  walking  by  her  fftlher's  castle  wa', 
She  saw  Iwa  prelty  babes  playing  at  ihe  Iki". 


Bonnie  were  the  twa  boyB  she  did  b 
Dudn  by  the  greenwud  sue  honnie. 

But  out  she's  lane  a  little  penkuift-— 

All  alone,  and  alonie  ; 
And  she's  parted  them  and  their  aweet  li 

Doun  bg  the  greenwud  sae  honnie. 

She's  aff  unto  her  father's  ha" — 

All  alone,  and  alonie  ; 
She  seera'd  the  lealest  muiden  amung  thi 

Doan  by  Ow  greenwud  toe  bonme. 

Ab  she  lookit  our  the  castle  wa' — 

AU  alone,  and  alonie  ; 
She  spied  Iwa  bonnic  hoys  playing  at  the  ba"— 

J}oun  by  the  greenwud  sae  honnie. 


"0  an  iliae  Iwa  babes  irere  n 

AU  alone,  and  alonie  ; 
"  They  should  wear  the  silk  and  the  sabel 

Doun  by  the  greenwud  lae  bonnie. 


* 


"  0  mother  dear,  when  we  were  tbiae," 

All  alonf,  and  ahttie  ; 
"  We  neither  wore  the  silka  nor  the  sahelline"— 

Doun  by  the  greenieud  sae-bonnie. 


"  But  out  ye  took  a  little  penktiife" — 
All  alone,  and  alonie  : 


"  An  ye  pnrtRd  ns  and  our  sweet  lifo  " — 
Doun  btf  the  gremieud  sae  bonnte. 


Mi  alone, 
"Anil  ye  ha' 

Doun  by  the  (fretnteud 


the  lieaven*  hie  "  — 
■.d  alonie  ; 
the  pains  o'  hell  to  ilree  "— 


I 


MAY  COLVIN,  OR  FALSE  SIR  JOHN. 

In  the  very  ancient  though  cornipicd  bkltads  of 
ladij  laaM  and  the  Elf-Kniffhl,  and  The  Waler  o 
Wearie'i  WtU  (vol.  i.  p.  ISQ,  198).  an  EU*  or  a  Mei^ 
man  ocuiipios  llic  pinte  lipro  ttssignei]  to  Falsa  Sir 
John.  Perhaps  May  Colciii  ia  the  result  of  tho  aama 
modernising  process  by  which  Hynde  Elin  ha;  tievn 
ConverleU  into  Young  HoMingi  the  Groom  (vg],  i.  p, 
294,  189).  The  I'oincidenoo  of  the  iiaino  with  Clerk 
ColvUl,  in  vol.  i.  p.  192,  may  have  some  significance. 
This,  however,  vroutd  not  be  the  opinion  of  Grundtvig, 
who  regards  the  None  anil  German  ballads  resembling 
Ladff  TsnM,  &c.,  as  componndeil  of  Iwo  independent 
Mories.  If  this  be  so,  then  we  should  rather  say  that 
\  ballad  similar  to  May  Colvin  has  Iwen  made  to  far- 
nish  the  nonclumon  to  the  pieeeti  referred  to. 


272  MAT   COLVW. 

Tbe  glory  of  this  ballad  bos  apparently  fome  ran- 
neelion  with  Jiluebeanl.  but  it  u  bard  w  say  wbal  ibe 
connection  a.  {Sec  Filchtr*  Vor/el  in  tlie  Urimm^  K. 
II.  H^Mareken,  No.  4C,  and  noti's.)  Tliu  Teivom  of 
IIk)  ballad  in  otlici*  languages  are  all  but  iiinumtrabls: 
'■■  g-  lla/earen  Rgmer,  RSfvartn  Bran,  Soentta  FcK, 
No.  82,  83;  Den  Paltke  UMarni,  Arwi-Ii<son,Nch44; 
Ulrich  und  Aetinclie'i,  SehSn  Ulrirh  a.  Polh-AetiM 
eheii,  SehBn  Uliieh  unil  Uautetulelriit,  Uliniier,  Heir 
IMetoga,ete,.in  Wunderhora,  t.  S74  ;  Ublnnil,  141- 
157  (four  oopies);  Erk,  Liederhort,  91.  93;  Erlacb, 
ili.  4G0;  Zuccaltiuielio,  DnHtcha  VoltrUeder,  Ko.  IS; 
IlofTuionn,  Schlaitche  VutkAltder,  No.  13,  13,  ud 
NtcderiandiKhe  VMilUder,  No.  0,  10;  etc  eic.  A 
very  brief  Italinn  biillad  will  be  founil  in  tbe  Appen- 
dix, p.  3BI.  whith  seoniB  to  bave  ilie  saioe  theme.  In 
aome  of  the  balloda  tiie  treacherous  seducer  is  an  cn- 
(.'banter,  who  prL>vaiU  upon  the  ui»i<l  to  go  irith  liim 
by  tbe  power  of  a  spelL 

Atai/  Coli'in  was  lirat  publisheil  in  Herd's  Collation, 
vol.  i.  153.  The  copy  liere  given  ia  one  obtfun«d  IWxn 
recitation  by  Motherwell,  (Mimtrtins.  p.  C7,)  colliled 
by  him  with  that  of  Herri.  It  is  ileft'ctivu  at  the  end. 
The  other  versions  in  Sharpe'g  Jiidlad  Book,  p.  IS, 
ami  Bw)ia.rC»  BaUadt  of  Ike  North  a/ Scoilmul,  H  it, 
though  ihi'y  are  provided  with  some  sort  of  eonclih- 
won,  are  not  worth  reprinting.  A  modemiiod  vi 
Rtylvd  The  Oultandiah  Kniijhl,  is  inserted  in  the  Note* 
to  Scalliiih  Traditional  Versions  of  Ancient  Balladt, 
Percy  S<K.-ieiy,  vol.  xvii.  101. 

Carlton  Castle,  on  the  i-oast  of  Carrick,  is  affimietl 
by  the  country  people,  according  to  Mr.  Chambers,  to 
bavo  ocen  the  residence  of  the  perfidious  knight,  And 


MAX   CULVUI. 

a  predpiee  overhaD°iii;j:  tlic  aen,  calk^I  "  Faiou  Sii 
J(^u'a  Loup."  is  poinleil  out  as  the  place  wlwiv  lie  wai 
won!  to  (iTDWD  }ib  wivL's.  May  Coltiu  h  (n[iully  well 
nwcrbuncil  to  bnvt  been  " a  daughtiT  of  lliv  liuiiil)' of 
Ki^nncdy  of  Colzean,  now  reprfsenltiJ  by  thu  Enrl  of 
Cnsslis."  Bucbau's  vctvion  aasi-pis  a  illll'en'iit  locality 
to  ifau  Inuiiai'tlaa  —  lliat  of  " Itiiiy.in'j  Bnr,"  nliicli, 
K1I-S  tliu  nlitor,  u  the  old  naine  of  the  iiioulb  o(  titr 


■  Falsi!  Sir  John  a  wooing  came 

To  ft  maid  of  beauly  fair ; 
[  Ua)-  Colvin  was  the  lady's  nnme, 

Htif  faiiier's  only  heir. 

3i:*s  coiirled  her  butt,  and  be'^  courted  her  ben. 
And  he's  courleil  her  into  the  ba", 
I  Till  once  he  got  this  lady'«  consent 
b  mount  and  ride  uwu'. 

I  RhVa  gane  to  her  father's  coffers, 
Where  all  bis  money  lay ; 
And  ehe'g  taken  the  red,  and  she'^  left  the  white, 
And'Eo  lightly  as  she  tripped  awar. 

[  She's  gnne  down  to  her  father's  slable, 

WhcR!  all  hii  stc^ed^  did  stand  ; 
f  And  she's  taken  the  best,  nnU  ^lie's  IcH  the 

TbHl  wai  in  her  falber'ii  land. 
I  TOL.  n.  18 


ili  OAY    GOLVIK. 

He  rode  on,  and  e]ic  rode  on, 

Thny  rode  a  laiig  siramcys  day, 
Until  rbey  came  to  a  broad  river, 

An  arm  of  a  lonesome  £ea> 

"  Loup  off  ihe  Bleed,"  eujrifake  Sir  J»hn : 

"  Your  bridal  bed  you  see  j 
For  it's  seven  king's  daughters  I  have  drowmi 
ln!rL-, 

And  the  eiglilb  I'll  out  mitkc  with  ihec 


"  Ca^t  oil',  cast  off  your  silks  so  fine. 

And  lay  them  on  a  stone, 
For  ihey  are  o'er  good  and  o'er  eostly 


Tor. 


n  tlie  s;tU  sea  foam. 


"  Ca^t  off,  cast  off  your  Holland  smoclt,  * 

And  lay  il  on  tliis  stone, 
For  it  is  too  fine  and  o'er  cosily 

To  rot  in  tlie  salt  sea  foam." 

"  0  turn  you  about,  thou  &]se  Sir  John, 
And  look  to  Ilie  leaf  o"  the  true  ; 

For  it  never  bet^me  a  gentleman 
A  naked  woman  to  see." 


He's  lum'd  himself  straight  round  about,! 

To  look  to  the  leaf  o'  the  tree  ; 
She's  Hvined  her  arms  about  his  wiust, 

And  thrown  him  into  the  sea. 


■  O  bald  a  grip  of  me,  Slay  Colvin, 

For  fear  tliat  I  sliould  drawn  ; 
m  take  yon  bam«:  to  your  father's  g&tes, 

And  fafely  111  set  you  down." 

"0  lie  you  there,  Ihoo  false  Sir  John, 

0  lie  you  there,"  said  the  ; 
*  For  you  Lie  not  in  a  caulder  bed 

Thau  the  ane  you  intended  for  me." 

80  she  went  on  her  fallifr's  steed, 

As  swift  US  she  could  flee, 
And  she  came  hame  to  her  father's  gates 

Al  the  breaking  of  the  day. 

Dp  then  spake  the  pretty  parrot : 
"  May  Colvin,  where  have  you  been  ? 

What  has  become  of  false  Sir  John, 
Thai  wooed  you  so  late  yestreen  ?  ° 

Up  then  spake  tlie  pretty  parrot. 
In  (lie  bonnie  cage  where  it  lay : 

"  O  what  hae  ye  done  with  the  false  Sir  John, 
That  he  behind  you  does  stay  'i 

^Hc  wooed  you  bnit,  he  wooed  you  beiu 
He  wooed  you  into  the  ha', 
F  UntU  he  got  your  own  consent 
For  to  moant  and  gang  awa'." 


I!7B  MAY   COLVIN. 

"  0  hold  your  tongue,  my  pretty  parrot, 
Lay  riot  the  blitme  upon  me  ; 

Tour  cage  if  ill  be  miule  of  tlie  bealea  g 
And  [lie  spakes  of  ivorie." 

Up  then  apake  the  king  himself 
In  ibe  cliftmber  where  ho  lay ! 

"  O  what  aila  the  pretty  parrot, 
That  prattler  so  long  ere  day  ?" 

"  It  was  a  cat  cam  lo  my  cage  door  ; 

I  ihoaght  't  would  liave  worried  ms ; 
And  I  was  calling  on  fair  May  Colvia 

To  take  the  cat  from  me." 


BABYLON, 


THE  BOKNIE  BANKS  O*  FOHDIE. 


I 


■*^is  bftSad  is  gjven  (ran  two  copies  oblaiaed&tHa 
rccHatioa,  wbicfa  differ  but  little  Ceota  each  other.  In- 
deed, the  oolf  Tuialkin  u  in  the  Tcne  wber«  the 
Dodairod  broOier  nnweeiiogly  ibyi  hi*  airier.    One 


The  other  reading  a  thai  Mlopted  ia  the  texL  Hn* 
ballad  i*  popular  in  the  touUKm  parishes  of  Ferth- 
diire  1  but  where  the  scene  is  laid  the  editor  baa  been 
annble  to  ucert^tin-  Nor  baa  any  nse^rvh  of  his  eok- 
Ued  him  to  throw  farther  light  on  the  history  of  it* 
hero  with  the  fanlo^c  name,  than  what  the  bollnd 
ilaeir  supplies."     Wotherwell's  MinstrtUy,  p.  88. 

Another  vermon  a  nilijtxacil,  from  Kinloch'*  col- 
lectioD. 

This  bailail  is  found  in  Daniih ;  iferr  TnnU't  Dath. 
trc,  Danttt  I  u£r.  No.  16-1.  In  a  note  the  eilitor  eo. 
vors  to  show  that  the  slorv  a  based  on  faLi '. 


:ere  t\irea  Indies  lived  m  a  Lowers  j 
0  bonnie, 
And  iLcy  went  out  to  pull  a  llower, 
On  the  bonnie  banh  o'  ForJit. 

Tlicj  liitdnn  pu'ed  a  (lower  but  onC) 

iVj  vow  bonnie, 
Wlien  up  started  to  lliein  a  banieht  muD, 

Oa  t!ie  bonnie  bankt  o'  Fordie. 

He's  la'en  the  first  sister  b;  her  hnnd. 

Eh  vow  bonnie. 
And  be's  turned  her  rouad  and  made  her  stand. 
On  the  bonnie  banht  o'  Fvrdie. 


"  It's  whether  will  ye  be  a  rank  robber's  wife, 

Eh  vote  bonnie, 
Or  will  ye  diu  by  my  wee  penknife," 

On  the  bonnie  banki  o'  Fordie  ? 

"  It's  I'll  not  be  a  rank  itjbbcr's  wife, 

Eh  I'OU!  bonnie. 
But  I'll  ratiier  die  by  your  wee  |>enltnife,''  J 

On  the  bonnie  bankt  o'  Fordie. 


He's  killed  lliia  may  and  he's  laid  lier  by,  ' 

Eh  vow  bonnie, 
For  loliear  the  red  rose  cotapaoy. 

On  the  bonnie  banks  o'  Fordit. 


ta  die  seraod  aoe  by  tke  hand, 
'  bonnie, 

And  he's  (umed  her  roond  and  made  her  sinnd. 
On  the  honnie  haitla  a'  Fordie. 

"  \t»  whether  will  jo  be  a  rank  robber's  wife, 

j&i  vow  honnie. 
Or  will  je  die  by  my  wee  penknile," 

On  tht  honnie  ianJtt  o'  FardU  * 

"  111  not  be  a  rank  robber's  wife. 

Eh  VOID  bonnie. 
But  ni  ralber  die  by  your  wee  penknir^," 

On  the  honnie  hanks  o'  Fordie. 

He's  killed  this  may  and  hc'^  laid  her  by, 

Wi  vow  bonnic, 
For  to  bear  the  red  ro««  caro|iitny. 

Oh  tke  honnie  baiika  o*  Fordit. 

He's  taken  the  youngest  ane  by  (he  hand. 

Ek  vow  boiinie. 
And  he's  turned  her  round  and  made  her  slond, 

On  the  honnie  banh  o'  Fordie. 

Bays,  "  Will  ye  be  a  rank  robber's  wifit, 

EA  vow  honnie. 
Or  will  ye  die  by  my  wee  penknife," 

On  the  honnie  liankt  o'  Fordid  * 


"  I'll  not  bo  a  rank  robber's  wife, 

Eh  vovi  honnie, 
Xor  will  I  die  by  your  wee  penkuife, 

On  the  bonnie  Imuh  o'  Fordie, 

"  For  I  hae  a  brollier  in  Ihis  wood, 

Ell  v(m  boiiuie. 
And  gill  je  kill  me,  it's  he'll  kill  thee," 

On  the  bonnie  banks  o'  Fordie. 

"  WlnLt'B  tliy  brollier'a  njuiie  ?  come  icll  I 

Eh  vow  bonnie  ; 
"  My  broiher's  tuime  is  Babylon," 

On  the  bonfiie  banh  o'  Fordie. 

"  0  dialer,  sister,  what  have  I  done. 

Eh  vow  bonnie? 
O  have  I  done  this  ill  to  thee. 

On  the  bonnie  batila  o'  Fordiafm 

"  0  since  I've  donB  this  evil  deM^  ' 

Eh  vow  bonnie, 
Good  sail  never  be  seen  o"  m» 

On  the  bonnie  banks  o'  Foi-di4, 


He's  taken  out  his  wee  penknife, 

Eh  vow  bonnie, 
And  he's  twyned  bimsel  o'  his  ain  swMt  K 

On  the  bonnie  banks  o'  Fordie. 


OUKK  OF  PEBTITS  TirRER  DAUGHTERS 

Kroin  Kinloeh'i  Aurital  S,-«llUh  Bnll-uli,  p.  211. 

The  Dukeo*  I'ortli  Iwl  iIitl'l'  Jauglitei-^ 
Klixatiolh,  M-tr^trel,  and  f:iir  Marie  ; 

Ajid  EliznbcCh's  lo  llie  grccnwiiJ  gane. 
To  |iii*  the  rose  and  llie  fair  lilie. 

Bui  hhe  liadna  pu'd  a  rose,  a  rose, 
A  double  rose,  hut  bart'ly  ihree, 

Whnn  up  and  iisried  a  Loudon  lord, 
Wi'  Loudon  hose,  and  Loudon  shetn. 

"  Will  j-e  be  catli-d  a  mbber's  wife  ? 
Or  will  yp  be  siickit  wi'  my  bloody  knife  ? 
For  pu'in  the  rose  and  ihe  fair  lilie, 
For  pu'in  them  Mte  fiur  and  iVee." 


"  Before  Til  be  called  a  robber's  wife, 
111  rather  be  stickit  wi'  your  bloody  knife, 
For  pu'iu  the  ro^e  and  the  fiiii'  lilie. 
For  pu'in  them  sae  fair  and  free." 


282    DUKE   OF  FERTU'S  TUflEE  D^UQHTer.S. 

The  out  he's  lane  bis  Ullte  penknife, 
And  he's  parted  ber  and  her  sweet  liie, 
And  throtvn  her  o'er  a  bunlc  o'  brume. 
There  never  more  Tor  to  be  found. 

The  Duke  o'  Penh  had  three  daughlera, 
Elizabeth,  Margaret,  aiid  fair  Marie; 

And  Margaret's  lo  the  gref  iiwud  gaae, 
To  pu'  the  rose  and  the  fair  lUie, 

She  liivlna  pu'd  a  rose,  a  rose, 
A  double  rose,  but  barely  ihre^ 

When  up  and  started  a  Loudou  lord, 
Wi'  Loudon  hose,  and  Loudon  sheen. 

"  Will  ye  be  called  a  robber's  wife? 

Or  tvill  ye  be  stickic  wi'  my  bloody  kiufe7  1 

For  pn'iii  the  rose  and  the  &ir  lilie, 

For  jiu'in  ihem  sae  lair  and  free." 

"  Defure  I'll  be  called  a  robber's  wife, 
I'll  i-aihur  be  aticket  wi'  your  bloody  k 
For  pti'jii  the  rose  and  ibt;  fair  lilie, 
For  pu'in  them  sae  fiur  and  free." 

ThcQ  out  he's  lane  his  little  penknife, 
And  he's  parted  her  and  her  sweet  life, 
For  pu'in  the  rose  and  the  fair  lilie, 
For  pu'in  ihem  sae  fair  and  free. 


DDKK  or  rCKTH'S  TOREK  tlAECBTKSa.    2S8' 

The  Duke  o'  Penh  iMd  tttive  dangfaten, 
Elizabeth,  Maigaivt,  and  bir  JUarie  ; 

And  Mary's  to  tbe  giecnwnd  guw. 
To  pu*  the  rwe  and  the  fair  liHe. 


Site  hailna  pn'd  a  nee,  a  ime, 
A  doable  rosF,  but  barclj  tlirce, 

Wbea  Dp  ami  atarled  a  Loadon  lufiL 
Wi'  Loailon  hose,  and  Iioadon  jlieen. 


"0  will  ye  be  called  a  robber's  wife  ?^ 
Or  will  ye  be  stidcit  wi'  my  bloody  kniTa  ? 
For  pa'ia  the  rose  and  the  fair  litky 
For  pu^n  them  sae  fair  and  froe." 

"  Before  Til  be  called  a  iwbber'a  wife, 
rn  lather  be  ^tickit  wf  your  bloody  knifti, 
For  pu'in  the  rose  and  the  fair  lilie. 
For  pn'in  them  sae  fair  ami  fne." 

Bat  jutil  as  he  look  oat  bU  knife. 
To  lak  {rati  her  ber  aio  sweet  life, 
Her  brother  John  cam  ryding  bye, 
And  this  bloody  robber  he  did  vepj. 


But  when  he  saw  his  ebier  fair,    , 
He  keoD'd  ber  by  her  yellow  hairj 
He  call'd  upon  hb  pages  three, 
To  find  this  robber  speedilie. 


am    DCKE  OV  I-KUTH's  three  DATJOETtBRb. 

"  My  sisters  tn-n  ibat  are  deiul  nnd  gone, 
For  whom  we  miiJe  a  heavy  macne. 
It's  you  tliat'fl  tivinn'tl  (hem  o'  iheir  life. 
And  wi'  your  cruel  bloody  knife. 

Then  for  iheir  life  ye  Enir  shall  dree  ■ 
Ye  siill  be  liaiigit  on  ii  tree, 
Or  thi'own  into  ihe  ]X)Uoii'd  lake. 
To  feed  the  toads  and  ratlle-sneke.  " 


JELLON  GRAME. 


Fnca  itintlrtl^  oflkt  Sc«liik  BanUr,  ilL  IBl 


I*Tnis  botlivl  is  published  rrom  tradition,  niili  tome 
Mojtictural  vm<?ndatious.  It  is  corrc'ted  by  a  copj-  in 
tin.  Brown'!  TtlS.,  from  which  it  dlllers  in  the  ronclud- 
inggtauzas.  Somerencs  are  appar«Dil;r  modomiicd. 
"  Jellon  stems  to  be  the  same  name  with  Ji/llian,  or 
Juiian.  '  Jj]  of  Brentford's  Testament'  ismentioned 
in  AVarton's  nixiorij  nf  Poelry,  xo\.  ii.  p-  AO.  Tlie 
name  repcatodlf  occurs  in  old  ballad^  mnietimea  m 
that  ofa  man,  at  other  limes  ns  th«t  of  a  wonuut.  Of 
the  former  i<  an  instance  in  the  ballad  of  The  Knight 
and  lh<  ShtphenTt  Daughter.  [See  this  collection, 
vol  iii.  p,  2S3.] 


N 


le  JilU.- 


"Wilton  Gilbert,  a  village  four  miles  west  of  Dur- 
ham, is,  Ihrougliout  the  bishopric,  pronounced  Wittoo 
Jilbert  We  have  also  the  common  name  of  Giles, 
always  in  Scotland  prononnc^d  JUL     For  Gills,  or 


K6 

Jnluina.  as  ■  female  name,  «c  har^  Fair  t 
Ci^rfAvn,  anil  a  thousand  authcndrs,  S 
case,  the  Kililor  must  enter  his  protest  ■{ 
vcrson  of  Git  Slorrice  into  Ckilil  Maorice.  m  «|jMi* 
qT  chloalrir.  All  the  i-ireumslanci-s  in  tlat  lalMl^ 
^e,  that  the  antbrtunate  beto  was  an  obsnire  aad  VMy 
young  man,  who  tail  never  received  the  hocKwr  Of 
IcnighthooiL  At  any  rate  tlii^re  tan  be  no  WW, 
even  were  internal  evidence  lotailj-  wanting,  fbrtkc^ 
Ing  a  well-knowD  proper  name,  wluch,  till  of  UlejrcH^ 
bM  been  the  luuTonn  title  of  the  boUad.*'     ScurT. 

May-a-Iiour,  in  Buchan'*  larger  collection,  iL  23I|il 
another,  but  ao  infeiior,  version  of  thi«  ballad- 


O  Jkllox  Gramk  snt  in  Silverwood,' 
He  flhaj-p'd  bts  brotulsword  lang ; 

And  he  hn^  caU'd  Lis  little  fool-page 
An  errand  for  to  gang- 

"  Win  ap,  my  honny  boy,"  he  tsjv, 

"  As  quickly  as  ye  may  ; 
For  ye  matin  gang  for  Litlte  Plover 

Before  the  break  of  day." — 


1.  Silvenrood,  nientioneil  In  Ihii  bullnil,  occnn  in  a  ibi^ 
ley  ilS.  song,  wliich  seems  lolisve  been  copied  from  the  first 
Bditinn  of  tlia  Abenleen  Cantns,  pttirt  Jolin  G.  Dnlydl,  K>q. 
tulTocat«.    One  line  only  [9  cited,  apparently  the  beginnias 

"  SiWciwooi!,  pn  ju  were  miue."       Scon. 


ebojlmhmUedhiibeitwboaU 

And  tbnn^  Uw  grwn-wood  twi  ; 

III       And  be  cum  Io  tke  bdyt's  bower 

BeAn  ifae  da]r  £d  dam. 


The  red  ■uni'i  (M  tike  nun : 
T^re  tUden  ame  to  Savcnrtiod, 
Bat  I  donlrt  Tell  sev»-  wia  iMmB." — 

She  i**^"*  ridden  s  iaDe,aiiulc!, 

A  mile  but  bare]/  ifarM;, 
Ere  she  came  to  a  Dew-made  gravev 


O  theo  op  Blarted  JeOoa  Gnme, 

Out  of  a  bash  thereby ; 
"  Light  down,  I^t  down,  now,  LUlie  Flower, 

For  h"*  here  that  ye  maon  Ije." — 

Bhe  lighted  aff  her  milk-white  Meed, 

And  kneel'd  upon  her  knee  ; 
"  0  meicj,  mercy,  Jelkm  Grame, 

For  Pm  no  prepared  to  die  I 

*  Tour  bairn,  that  stiis  between  my  sides. 

Maun  shortly  see  the  light : 
But  Io  see  it  weltering  in  my  btood. 

Would  be  a  piteous  sighL" — 


too  JBLLOK   ORAUE. 

"  0  should  I  epare  your  Ufc,"  Le  i»ya, 
"Until  [hat  baim  were  bom. 

Full  weel  I  ken  jour  auld  father 
Would  hang  me  on  the  mora." — 

"  0  spore  my  life,  now,  Jellon  Grame ! 

My  fntlier  ye  needna  dread: 
I'll  keep  my  bube  in  gude  green-wood. 

Or  wT  it  I'll  beg  my  bread." — 

He  took  no  pity  on  LUlie  Flower, 
Though  she  for  life  did  pray  ; 

But  pierced  her  through  the  fair  body 
As  at  his  feet  she  lay. 

He  felt  nae  pity  for  Lillie  Flower, 
Where  she  was  Ij-ing  dead : 

But  he  felt  some  for  tlie  bociny  bairn, 
That  lay  weltering  in  her  bluid. 

Up  has  he  ta'en  that  bonny  boy, 
Given  hira  to  nurses  nine  ; 

Three  lo  sleep,  and  three  to  wake. 
And  three  to  go  between. 


And  be  bred  up  that  bonny  boy, 
Call'd  bJTti  Ilia  tiister's  son  ; 

And  he  thought  no  eye  could  ever  m 
The  deed  that  he  had  done. 


I  And  many  were  ihe  green-wood  flowers 
Upon  the  gruve  that  grew, 
And  marveird  much  tliat  bonny  boy 
To  see  their  lovely  hue. 

L  ■Wiat'e  paler  than  the  prymrose  wan  ? 

What's  redder  ihnn  the  n 
^  Wlat'a  fairer  than  the  lilye  flower 

On  this  wee  know  that  grows  ?  " — 

0  out  and  answer'd  Jollon  Grame, 

And  he  spak  hastilie — 
"  Tour  motlier  was  a  fairer  flower. 

And  lies  beneath  this  tree. 

"  More  pale  she  waa,  when  she  sought  my  graije. 

Than  i-rymrose  pale  and  wan  ; 
And  redder  than  rose  her  ruddy  heart's  blood, 

That  down  my  broadsword  ran." — 

Wi'  ihat  the  boy  has  bent  his  bow, 

It  was  bailh  stout  and  lang ; 
An  thro'  and  thro'  him,  JeUon  Gr^me* 

He  gar'd  an  arrow  gang. 
VOL.  II.  19 


JELLON    OKAME. 


Says, — ■■'  Lie  ye  there,  now,  JeDoa  Gra 

My  malisoun  gang  you  wi' ! 
The  place  that  my  mother  lies  hiiricd  inl 

Ta  Ikr  too  good  for  thee." 


YOUNG  JOHNSTONE. 


A  FKAOHKXT  of  this  line  balUd  (wbich  19 
^  called  The  Cruel  Knighl)  was  publUbeil  by  Ileitl, 
<L  32S,)  and  also  by  Piokerwn,  (&/«(  Seoilak  Bal- 
ktin,  i.  69.)  with  Txrialioiu.  Finby  coQStmcled  a 
neariy  complete  editkm  Innq  two  recited  copies,  but 
Mlpprcned  some  Kocs.  (Scottiik  Ballad:  ii.  JS.)  Tho 
pieieitt  copy  is  one  vliii-h  Motherwell  obtoincd  from 
teciudon,  with  a  few  verbal  emendations  by  that 
editor  from  Fiti1ay*$. 

With  respect  to  the  sudden  and  strange  cataalrophe, 
Uotbenrcll  remarks : — 

"  The  reciters  of  old  ballads  frequently  supply  the 
It  comntontaries  upon  them,  when  any  obscuri^  or 
int  of  eooiiectton  appejira  in  the  poetical  narrative. 
I  ballad,  u  it  «tanil>,  throws  no  light  on  young 
no'a  molivc  for  slabbing  his  lady ;  but  the  per- 
n  frcmi  whose  lips  it  wa^  ukeo  down  alleged  that  ttie 
iMrbMinia  act    was   committed   unwittingly,   through 
jroang  Johnstone's  smldenty  nokingfroui  steep, and,  in 
that  moment  of  confujiion  and  alarm,  unhappily  mis- 
taking hiimislrpsa  for  one  of  bis  pursuers.     It  is  not 
baprobalde  but  the  ballad  may  have  had,  at  one  time. 
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a  sUnza  to  Ihe  above  eflect,  tlie  substance  oTwIiicIi  n 
itill  rcmouibered,  though  the  wonia  in  whkh  it  w»i 
nouchwl  li;ive  been  forgotten."     Minstrelsif,  p.  198. 

Bui'han's  vemon,   (iMrd  John'i  Hunter,  iu  f 
«lU  be  seen,  supplies  tbis  cleGvIcni.'y. 


Yovsa  Johnstone  and  the  young  Col'oi 

Sat  drinking  at  the  wiae  : 
"0  gin  ye  wad  marry  my  sister, 

It's  I  wud  marry  thine." 

"  I  wadna  roairy  j'our  sister, 
For  ii'  j'Our  liou^cs  anil  land  ; 

But  I'll  ki:L-p  tier  for  my  k-uian, 
Whea  1  come  o'er  Che  strand. 

"  1  wadna  marry  your  uster. 

For  a'  your  gowil  so  gay  ; 
But  I'll  keep  her  for  my  lemiin, 

When  1  come  by  the  way." 

Young  Johnstone  had  a  nii(-brown  s' 

Hung  low  down  by  his  giiir. 
And  herilted  '  ii  (lirongh  thi?  joungCi^'B 

Ttmt  tvord  he  no'cr  spak  mair. 

In  llie  copy  ublHlni!i]  b_v  the  Cilitor,  tlie  v 
not  occur,  initeBi]  of  which  the  word  "(mbtoil"W 
I.  Tho  "  nut-brown  sworj  "  wai  alio  elmngoJ  Inlo  " 
I  nniill  iwonl."    MuiiiutwKU. 


lUCXC  JOttSSIOSE. 

But  1m'<  Mwm'  lo  lus  aster's  bower, 

Hc*«  nrled  at  the  pin : 
Wlave  hae  je  been,  ajr  dear  brithe^ 

Sae  hie  k  comiiij;  in  ?  ~ 
2  bne  been  U  tbe  iciiodi,  aMcr, 

Leaning  jom^  deikf  lo  sing.' 

I've  dreamed  a  dreorr  draan  ibis  ni^it, 
I  wUIi  it  maj  be  for  good ; 
Tbey  were  seeing  jwi  witb  bawksand 
Aiid  the  joaag  Col'nel  was  dead." 

Uawks  and  bounds  Uiey  nu;  seek  nie. 
As  1  irow  well  Uiey  be ; 
For  I  bavc  killed  t^  ;oans  O^net, 
And  Ui;  otro  true  tovc  wad  be." 


**  If  ye  Iiae  killed  the  foung  Col'nel, 

O  dulc  and  wae  ia  me ; 
But  I  H'i^li  ;e  may  be  LungtMl  on  a  hie  gallow^ 

And  Ime  uae  power  to  dee." 

And  lie's  awa'  lo  bU  true  lovu's  bowur, 

Hs'a  lirleil  al  ibe  piti : 
*  Whar  hae  ye  been,  my  dear  Johnsione, 

Sne  late  a  uomitig  in  ?  " 
'*Il'«  1  hae  been  nt  the  school,''  lie  save, 

"  Learning  young  clerks  to  sing." 


Li 


"  I  have  dreamed  adrearjr  dream," 
"  I  wisli  it  raay  be  for  good ; 

They  were  seeking  you  with  hawks  m 
And  ihe  young  Cul'nel  vas  dead." 


"  llawk^  auil  hounda  lliey  may  seek  me. 

As  I  trow  well  they  be  ; 
For  I  hae  killed  the  young  CoJ'nel, 

And  thy  ae  brother  was  he." 

"If  ye  liac  killed  the  young  Col'nel, 

0  dulo  and  wae  is  me  ; 
But  I  care  ihc  losa  for  tlie  young  Ccd'O' 

IF  thy  uin  body  bf  free, 

"  Come  in,  come  in,  my  dear  J&linstoaa,  ^ 

Come  in  nnd  take  a  sleep ; 
And  I  will  go  to  my  cascmuni, 

And  cnrefuliy  I  will  thee  keep." 

He  hod  not  weel  been  in  li(?r  bower  doorj'J 

No  not  ibr  half  an  houi", 
When  Ibur-and-twenty  belled  knighia 

Came  riding  to  the  bower. 

"  Well  may  yoa  sit  and  see.  Lady, 

Well  may  you  sit  and  mj  ; 
Did  you  not  see  a  bloody  squire 

Come  riding  by  this  way  ?  " 
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"  What  colour  were  his  hawks  ?  "  she  says, 
"  What  colour  were  his  hounds  ? 

What  colour  was  the  gallani  steed 
That  bore  him  trom  the  bounds  ?  " 

"  Bloody,  bloody  were  bis  hawks. 
And  bloody  were  his  hounds  ; 

But  milk-while  was  the  g!klla:ii  steed 
That  bore  him  from  llie  bounds." 

"  Tes,  bloody,  bloody  were  his  hawks, 
And  bloody  were  his  hounds ; 

And  milk-while  was  ihe  galhuit  steed 
That  bore  him  from  the  bounds. 


**  Light  down,  light  down  now 
And  take  some  bread  and  wine ; 

And  the  steed  be  swift  that  he  rides  on. 
He's  past  the  brig  o'  Ljne." 

"  We  thank  you  for  your  bread,  fmr  Lady, 

We  ibfiuk  you  for  your  wine  ; 
But  I  wad  gie  thrice  three  thousand  pound. 

That  bloody  knight  was  ta'en." 

**Ide  fldll,  lie  slill,  my  dear  Johnstone, 

Lie  still  and  take  a  aleop  ; 
For  llij'  enemies  are  past  and  goni-. 

And  carefully  I  will  thee  keep." 
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But  young  JoHnsloDG  had  a  little  wee  swot 

HuDg  low  down  by  his  gnir, 
And  he  slabbed  it  in  fair  Annet's  breast, 

A  deep  wound  and  a  eaii'. ' 

"  Wlmt  ailelh  thee  now,  dear  Johnstone  ? 

What  ailelh  thee  at  me  ? 
Hasl  tliou  not  got  my  falber's  gold, 

Bot  and  my  inilber's  lee  ?  " 

•'  Now  live,  now  live,  my  dear  Ladye, 

Now  lire  but  biiU'an  Lour, 
And  ibeie's  no  a  leiich  in  a'  Scotland 

But  shall  be  in  thy  bower." 

"  How  can  I  live,  how  shall  I  live? 

Young  Johnstone,  do  not  you  see 
The  red,  red  di-ojis  o'  my  bonny  hean'« 

Bin  trinkling  down  my  knee  ? 

"  But  take  thy  hnrp  into  thy  hand. 
And  harp  out  owre  yuu  plain, 


1  Buuhi. 
Voting  JdI 

.n'9  Tertlon  fnmtshN  the  ii«:eMii>7  explanittlDa  ol 
inilonB'.iipparBnleraeltr:— 

■■0},ou,a^.  my  l^ypiy, 

Tt,com«,«l,«,tlli#!                              ^ 
I  tlioiiglil  it  WHS  my  AiMy  fl>^             ^H 

Ve  tmJ  trytted  i<>  In  IM."                    ^1 

JOHNSTOIIB. 

Aod  ne'er  (hipk  mair  on  thy  true  love 
Than  if  she  had  never  been." 

He  badna  we«I  been  out  o'  the  stable, 

And  on  his  saddle  set, 
Till  fixir-and-tireoty  broad  arrows 

Were  thrilling  in  hia  hean. 


YOUNG  BEMJIE. 


FuoM  the  Minslrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Border,  1 
Boiuiseg  and  Maisrg,  another  vension  of  the  mat 
Btoiy,  Cmm  Biichan'g  collectioii,  b  given  in  tlM 
Appendix. 

"  In  lliia  ballafl  the  reader  will  find  traces  of  n  ungn- 
lar  superstition,  not  )■«  altogether  discreiiitei]  in  tha 
wiliJur  parts  of  ScotlanU.  Tbe  lykenake,  or  n-atchtng 
a  deaii  bctdy,  in  iwclf  a  melancholy  office,  is  renderad, 
in  the  idea  of  the  ossialantu,  more  dismally  awful,  by 
the  mysterious  horrors  of  superatition.  In  the  interval 
betnixt  death  and  interment,  the  disembodied  sjuric  i* 
supposed  to  hover  round  its  mortal  habitAlion,  and,  it 
invoked  by  certain  rites,  retains  the  power  of  oomtniH 
nlcating,  through  its  organs,  the  cause  of  it(  diMtriution. 
Such  inquiries,  however,  are  always  dangerous,  and 
never  to  be  resorted  to,  unless  (he  docea.4ed  is  sospecD- 
od  to  have  suiTercdybu; p/ay,  aa  it  is  called.  Ilia  ihe 
more  unxafe  to  tamper  with  this  cbartn  in  an  unitu- 
thorized  manner,  because  the  inhabitants  of  the  infer- 
nal regions  arc,  at  such  periods,  peculiarly  adJTA 
Ojie  of  the  most  potent  ceremonies  in  the  chann,  Ibi 
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cansiug  the  dtail  bodj  to  gpcak,  is,  »etting  the  door  aj^ 
orbalfopen.  On  this  account,  the  peaxuits  of  Sco^ 
land  se(luloii«iv  avoid  leaving  the  door  ojar,  while  a 
corpso  lies  in  the  house.  The  door-  must  either  be  left 
wide  c^D,  or  quite  shut ;  hut  the  first  ii  always  pre- 
ferred, on  account  of  the  exeruise  of  hospitality  usual 
on  nich  occasions.  The  attendants  must  be  likcwis* 
careful  never  to  leave  the  corpse  fora  moment  alone, 
or,  if  it  is  lefl  alone,  to  avoid,  with  a  degree  of  super- 
stitious horror,  the  first  nght  of  it- 

"  The  following  story,  which  is  frequently  related  by 
the  peasants  of  Scotland,  will  illustrate  the  imaginary 
danger  of  lcavin«  the  door  ajar.  In  former  times,  a 
man  and  his  wife  lived  in  a  wlllary  collage,  on  one  of 
the  extensire  Border  fells.  One  day  tlie  husband 
died  suddenly ;  and  his  wife,  who  was  equally  afraid  of 
■ta}ing  alone  by  the  corp<«,  or  leaving  the  dead  body 

itself  repeatedly  wimt  to  the  door,  and  looked  ani- 
ly  orer  the  lonely  moor  for  the  sight  of  some  per- 
iqiproocliing.  In  herconfuson  and  alarm  she  ac- 
'cMentally  left  the  door  lyar,  when  the  coqise  suddeidy 
Karted  up,  and  sat  in  the  bed,  frowning  and  grinning 
at  her  (rightfully.  She  tat  alone,  crying  Wtterly,  una- 
ble to  avoid  the  fascination  of  the  dead  man's  eye,  and 
too  mnefa  terrified  to  break  the  sullen  rilence,  till  a 
Catboliu  priest,  passing  over  the  wild,  entered  the  coU 
lage.  He  lint  set  the  door  quite  open,  then  put  hi* 
UtHo  finger  in  his  mouth,  and  said  the  paternoster  back- 
wards; when  the  horrid  look  of  the  corpse  rtla.tcd,il 
fell  back  on  the  bed,  and  behaved  itself  as  a  dead  man 
ought  to  do. 

"  The  ballad  h  given  from  tradition.  I  have  been 
informed  by  a  lady,  [Miss  Joanna  Baillie,]  of  the  high 
eat  literary  emineuce,  that  she  has  heard  a  ballad  on 
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the  same  subject,  in  which  the  scene  vaa  laid  a 
banks  of  the  Clyde.    The  chorus  iraa, 

"  0  Bolhwell  bnults  btoom  ttouny," 

and  the  naichJng  of  the  dead  corpse  was  Bald 
taken  place  in  liotbwcU  church.     Scott. 


Of  !i'  the  jDiiiils  o'  fair  Scoiliind, 

The  fairest  was  filiiijorie ; 
And  young  Benjie  was  her  ae  true  k 

And  a  iluur  true  bve  was  be. 

And  wow  but  ihe^  were  lovers  dear, 

Antl  loved  fu'  consUiiillie  ; 
But  nyc  the  luair  when  they  fell  out,  3 

The  eairw  was  their  plea. 

And  they  Ime  quarrell'd  on  a  day. 
Till  Slaijorie'a  heart  gi'ew  waej 

And  ^lie  -''iiid  she'd  chusu  another  lurd^ 
And  let  young  Bcnjiu  gne. 

And  ho  was  stout,  and  proud-hearte^  1 

And  thought  o't  bitterlle  ; 
And  he'a  gntie  by  the  wan  moonlight^  ' 

To  mi-el  hia  Miirjorie, 


"  0  open,  open,  my  true  love, 
0  open,  and  let  me  inl  "— 


"1  diirena  open,  young  Boiijie, 
My  tliree  brolhere  arc  wiihin." — 

"  Ye  lied,  ye  lied,  ye  bonny  burd, 

Sae  loiid's  I  henr  ye  lie ; 
Ab  I  came  by  the  Lowlon  bRnks, 

They  bade  gude  e'en  to  me. 

"  But  fare  ye  weel,  my  ne  fruue  love, 
Tliat  I  liave  loved  bub  lung  I 

It  Bets  ye  chusc  anolher  love, 
And  let  young  Henjic  giing." — 

Tben  Marjorie  tuni'd  her  round  about, 
The  tear  blinding  her  ee, — 

"I  darena,  darcnn  let  thee  in. 
But  ril  come  down  to  tliee." — 


Then  safY  she  smiled,  and  siild  t 
"  0  what  ill  Jmi:  1  done  ?  "— 

He  took  iier  in  his  armis  twa. 
And  llii-eiv  her  o'er  the  linn. 


The  stream  was  Strang,  the  maid  was  f 
And  lailli,  lailb  to  be  dang, 

Bat,  ere  she  Ttan  the  Lowden  banks, 
Her  fair  colour  was  wan. 


Tlien  up  bespak  her  eldest  brother, 
"  O  see  na  ye  what  I  see  ?  " — 
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And  out  then  spak  her  second  brother 
"  It's  our  sister  Maijorie  1  "  — 

Out  then  spak  her  eldest  brollier, 

"  0  how  shall  we  her  ken  ?  " —  ^ 

And  out  then  spak  her  youngest  brolhra*, 
"  There's  a  lioney  mark  on  her  chin." — 

Then  they've  la'en  up  the  comely  coi 

And  laid  it  on  the  ground : 
"O  whft  has  killed  our  ae  sisier. 

And  liow  can  he  be  founil  ? 

"  The  night  it  is  her  low  lykewnke. 

The  morn  her  hurinl  duy, 
And  we  maun  watch  nC  mirk  midnigl 

And  hear  what  she  will  say." — 

Wi'  doors  ^ar,  and  candle  hght, 

And  torches  burning  clear, 
The  stretkit  corpse,  till  still  midnight,. 

They  waked,  but  naetliing  hear. 

About  the  middle  o'  the  night, 

The  cocks  began  to  craw  ; 
And  at  the  dead  hour  o'  the  night,         | 

The  corpse  began  lo  thraw. 

"  O  whae  lias  done  the  wrong,  uster^ 
Or  dared  the  deadly  ein  ? 
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Whae  was  sae  atout,  and  fe^d  aae  doul. 
As  thraw  ye  o'er  ihe  linn  ?  " 

"  Young  Benjie  wna  Ihe  first  ae  man 

I  laid  my  love  upon  ; 
He  was  fae  stout  and  [iroud-faearted, 

He  threw  me  o'er  the  hnn." — 

"  Sail  we  young  Benjie  bead,  sister. 

Sail  we  young  Benjie  hang. 
Or  Ball  we  pike  out  his  iwa  gray  een. 

And  punish  him  ere  he  gang  7  " 

**  Ye  maunna  Benjie  head,  brothers, 

Ye  maunna  Benjie  Lnng, 
But  ye  mHun  pike  out  his  twa  gray  een, 

And  punish  Lim  ere  be  gang. 

"  Tie  a  green  gravat  round  hia  neck, 

And  lead  bim  out  and  in, 
And  the  best  ae  servant  about  your  liou^e 

To  wait  young  Benjie  on. 

"  And  aye,  at  every  seven  years'  end, 

Ye'l  tak  him  to  ibe  linn  ; 
For  that's  the  penance  he  maun  dree, 

To  scug  his  deadly  sin." 


tf.< 
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I   of  Litlle  Ma»grai'e  anil  Lady  1 
nard.     See  p.  15. 


»  Popjildr  BniliuU  lunl  SmgMy  L  IT 


"  1  HAVB  a  tower  in  Diliaberry, 

Whicb  nov  is  dearlj'  digbt. 
And  I  will  gie  it  W  youag  MusgraTo 

To  Imlye  wi'  roe  a'  iiighL" 

"  To  loJge  wi'  tlieo  a'  oiglit,  fair  lady. 
Wad  breed  balth  sorrow  and  Etrife ; 

For  I  see  by  the  rings  on  your  fingers, 
You're  gooil  lord  Bamaby*s  wife." 

**  Lord  Bamnby'a  wife  alttiough  1  be, 

Yet  what  Is  that  to  thee  ? 
For  we'll  beguile  him  for  this  ae  night — 

lie's  on  to  latr  Duudcc. 


"  Comu  bere,  uomo  here,  my  liiilu  ft 

This  gold  I  will  give  llii'e, 
If  ye  irill  keep  tlilr  secrets  L'lose 

Tweep  young  Musgrnvu  and  nu 

"  But  here  I  bao  a  little  pen-knife, 
HmgB  low  down  by  niy  gare ; 

Gin  ye  winna  beep  ihir  secreb  cloM 
Te'l!  find  it  wonder  «mr." 

Tlien  sbe's  ta'en  bim  to  ber  chamber. 

And  down  in  her  arms  lay  he : 
The  boy  roost  aiF  his  1io«e  and  9I10011, 
And  rau  la  lair  Dmidcv. 

When  be  cam  to  fho  wan  water, 
He  slack'd '  bie  bow  and  awom ; 

And  when  he  cam  lo  growin  gran, 
Set  down  his  ri-ut  and  nui. 

Anil  when  he  cam  to  iair  Dundee, 

Wad  neither  fhap  nor  ea" ; 
fiut  set  bis  brcnl  bow  lo  his  breast, 

And  merrily  junip'd  ibc  wa'. 

"  O  woken  ye,  waken  ye,  my  good  lari. 
Waken,  and  come  a^vay ! " — 

"  'nikat  ails,  what  aiU  my  wuo  Toot  page, 
He  cries  sae  lang  ere  day. 

"  O  is  my  bowers  brent,  my  boy  ? 
Or  is  my  -astlc  won  ? 
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Or  has  cbe  lady  that  I  loV-  best 
Bpooglit  me  a  liaughtKr  or  soo  ?  " 

^  Yoor  ha'i  are  safe,  your  bovrera  are  afi 

And  free  froe  all  alanua  ; 
But,  oh  I  llic  Iiuly  Iliat  ye  to'e  bcit 

Lies  satiaii  in  Musp'ave'i  annA." 

"  Uav  aadillc  to  me  llie  blu-k,'  hu  crii:>la 
"  Gae  saddle  to  me  ilio  ^Tdy ; 

Gae  saddle  lo  me  [he  swiftest  sleuil. 
To  Uia  me  ou  luy  way." 

■*  O  laily,  I  hpani  a  tree  horn  toot. 

And  it  blew  wouder  eluar ; 
Aod  ay  the  turning  o'  the  note. 

Was,  ■  Barnaby  will  bo  lien*  1 " 

"  1  Uiought  I  heard  a  wco  horn  bUw, 

Anil  it  blew  loud  and  hl;;b  ; 
And  ay  at  ilka  turn  it  said, 

'  Away,  MuBgraYC,  away  I "  " 

"  Lie  sb'll,  my  dear ;  lie  still,  mr  dear ; 

Ye  keep  me  frae  tie  cold ; 
For  it  a  but  my  father's  thephonf* 

Driving  tbeir  Socks  to  tbe  ftild." 

Up  they  lookit,  and  down  tliey  lay. 
And  they're  fi'en  sound  asleep; 

'Illl  up  sliNid  goofl  lord  Bnrn.-tby, 
Jiul  I'luH  at  their  bed  TecL 

"  How  do  you  like  my  bed,  Musgrava  T 

And  how  liko  j  <■  inj  sheets 't 
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And  how  like  ye  my  fair  Itxdy, 
Lica  in  your  aims  ami  steeps  ?  * 

"  Weel  lilca  I  your  bed,  my  lord, 
And  iveel  like  I  your  sheebi ; 

But  iil  like  1  your  fair  lad;, 
lAea  in  uiy  anna  and  sleeps. 

"  You  got  your  walo  o"  se'en  Bistera, 

And  I  got  mine  o'  five ; 
Sao  tak  yn  mioe,  and  I's  tak  thine, 

And  ne  dub  mair  soil  strive." 

'■  0  my  woman's  the  best  woman 
That  ever  brak  world's  bread  j 

And  your  tvoiuan  'i  the  worst  woman 
That  ever  drew  coat  o'tr  head. 

"  I  has  twa  swords  in  ae  acabbert, 
'riiey  are  baith  sharp  aod  clear ; 

Take  ye  the  best,  and  I  the  want, 
And  we'll  end  the  matter  here. 

"  But  up,  and  arm  ihee,  joui 

We'll  try  it  ban'  to  han' ; 
It's  ne'er  be  >aid  o'  lord  Barnaby, 

He  Ktrai^k  at  a  naked  niaa." 

'fbe  finit  Etraik  that  youog  Musgrave 
It  was  baith  deep  and  sair ; 

An'l  down  be  fell  at  Bornaby's  foet. 
And  word  9pak  never  mnir. 


LOKD  BAKXA&T. 

**  A  gm<«,  B  grST* !'  lonl  Barnabj-  cried, 

**  A  ff*i*  lo  Uv  them  in ; 
Hj  hdj  ihsQ  lie  on  ilie  luiutjr  nde, 

BcL-aoM  of  ber  noble  kin.* 

But  oh,  bow  Sony  waa  Uiat  good  lord, 

For  a'  his  Angry  mood. 
Whan  he  beheld  his  ud  joung  soa 

Ail  irdl'nng  in  hia  blood  I 


r 


Horn.    [laT.  tl]aieMnn*'6niifbaw"h«bMaall>inl 
bj  Ui«  ediCof  inlo  "  traU  bow,"  L  «.  ibitigit,  er  aatatf  bow. 
'  '      "  ballkdc,  when  ft  pags  n  employed  tt  Iha 


Tha  ■pftlloatioti  of  the  lenn  ial,  in  the  latter  inttanee,  do** 
notieem  correct,  and  i*  prababi;  nbititiited  fnrftrcaf 

Id  tbe  etubliihmenC  or  a  feudal  baron,  ertry  thing  won  a 
military  acpeoli  b«  wu  a  warrior  by  p™r«iioa;  erery  man 
Bitacbed  to  him,  particularly  those  employed  about  his  per- 
son, was  a  soldier;  and  his  little  foot-page  wis  very  appropri- 
ately eqaipped  in  the  lijchi  accoatrtmenls  of  lui  archer.  Hi* 
bow,  in  the  old  ballad,  Kema  si  iiuepanible  from  bit  charac- 
ter ai  the  bow  of  Cupid  or  of  Apollo, or  the  cmlnceas  of  hi*  ce- 
lealial  prototype  Mercury.  This  bow,  which  he  carried  unbent, 
ne  seem*  to  have  teal  wltea  he  had  oocaiion  to  iwim,  in  order 
that  he  might  the  more  easily  carry  it  in  hi*  teeth,  to  prevent 
the  itring from  being  injured  bygetting  wet.  Atothertime* 
be«iailedbinnelfofitslongthiuidola.ilioily  In  the*r«(,  or 
nr^ght  slate,  and  Died  it  (aa  hunter*  do  a  leaping  point  In 


u  ths  wull  of  the  01 


IT  court  of  a  cuHo,  Trhea 


bil  businoii  would  not  adinit  of  [lia  tedians  formaJily  of 
blowbig  n  horn,  or  rinf^ng  a  L>el1,  anil  holdmg  a  long  pnrley 


Tliin,  At  leii^t,  nppenn  to  tbe  editor  to  be  tbemuaniugortliwa 
pvBsge*  in  tba  old  bnliudi.    jANoaoH.  > 


CHILDE  MAURICE.     Sec  p.  SO. 
From  JttmicMa'a  Pigralar  BaOadi  ami  Buni/i,  I.  tt. 


R  hunted  i'  the  aJver  irood, 
11(1  about, 
And  nMbwly  yt  he  found  thcren, 
Nor  nocbody  iritliout. 


And  tookc  his  slrcr  comhe  in  hia  hand 
To  kembe  his  yellow  lockea. 

lie  snye*,  "  toire  hither,  thou  litle  footpage, 

That  runneth  lowly  by  my  tnuo ; 
Ffor  thou  shalt  goe  to  John  Stetrard'g  wiffe, 

And  pr.iy  her  apiiiiie  with  mee. 


CBILDK   HAURICK. 


"  And  an  it  (Tolls  out,'  many  times 
At  Icnotu  been  Icnin  on  n  kell, 

Or  incrcliaDt  men  gone  to  leevo  Loudon. 
Either  to  buy  ware  or  sell, 


And  grete  thou  doc  that  ladye  well, 
Ever  MM  wcU  Ifroe  mee. 

"  And  at  it  flails  out,  many  times 

As  any  liartu  mn  thlnke, 
As  scboole  maaters  are  in  any  scboole  b 

Writtiiig  with  pen  and  inke, 


Ffor  if  1  might  as  well  as  shce  may, 
Tbia  nigbt  I  wold  with  her  speake. 

"  And  bcere  I  eend  a  nuinilc  orgrcene. 

As  greene  as  any  grajuei 
And  bid  her  coma  to  the  silver  wood, 

To  hunt  with  Child  Maurice. 

>■  And  there  I  send  her  a  rin^  ofgdd, 

A  ring  ofpruL-yous  stone; 
And  bid  her  Fomo  to  the  diver  wood. 

Let  for  no  kind  of  num." 

One  while  this  litje  boy  he  yode, 
Another  while  he  ran ; 


Iwi 


CHILDE  lUUHlCe. 
une  to  John  Sldrard't  lull. 


And  of  nurture  (lie  child  had  gooil ; 

He  ran  up  hall  uid  bower  (Free, 
And  when  be  caioe  Vo  Ibii  ladjr  (Ture, 

Sayes,  "  GoJ  you  M*e  and  we. 

"  1  Am  omne  Sroni  Chilfle  Maurice, 

A  me»age  unto  tbce, 
And  Cbitde  Kfaarice  be  grcetei  you  well. 

And  ever  me  veil  Sntm  me. 

"  And  as  it  Sails  out,  ortentimcs 
As  knatta  been  kniu  on  a  kell. 

Or  merthan!  men  gone  fo  lecre  London 
Either  to  buy  or  kU  ; 

"  And  as  oflenliuiea  Le  greeted  you  well. 

As  any  bart  can  thinke. 
Or  BL'hoolcmastcr  in  any  soboole, 

Wryting  with  pen  and  inke. 

**  And  heere  he  Knds  a  mantle  of  greeoQ, 

Aa  greene  u  an;  grassy, 
And  be  biddi  yon  come  to  the  silver  wood. 

To  boot  with  child  Maurice. 

■■  And  heere  he  send*  you  a  ring  of  gold, 

A  ring  of  prccyoui  alone ; 
He  praye)  you  to  come  to  the  silver  wood, 

Let  for  DO  kind  of  man." 

'  Now  peace,  now  peace,  thou  litlc  fbtpage, 
Ffor  Chnatea  sake  I  pray  ihee  ; 


TfoT  if  my  lord  hcnro  one  of  Ibate  weml*, 
Tliou  tuati  be  banged  hyc," 


John  Stewnnl  stooil  under  the  castle  wall,  I 
Auil  he  vrrotc;  the  norUti  every  one ; 


And  be  called  nnto  his  hontwkeppcr, 
'•  MJcc  ready  you  my  sl«i<de ; " 

And  aoe  ho  did  to  \m  uhamberloine, 
"  Miiiic  rctwiye  Hum  my  weed." 

And  lit'  rait  a  \uase  upon  his  bnoke. 
And  lie  rrxki  to  the  ailver  wood, 

And  ihci'C  he  soughl  all  aliout, 
About  ihi;  silver  wood. 

And  there  ho  Ibund  him  Cliilde  Jtlnurit^B, 

Sitting  upon  a  bhx'ko, 
Wilh  n  silver  combe  in  liis  liitnii 

Kcmbing  his  yellow  lovko. 

He  nyca,  "how  now,  liow  now,  ChiLda  B 

Alat'ke  how  niny  this  bee  't  " 
But  then  »tood  hy  him  Cliilde  Mauriee, 

And  BByd  these  words  trulye  ; 

"  I  do  not  know  your  ladye,"  he  said, 

"II"  that  I  doe  her  see." 
"  Ffor  lliou  hast  sent  bcr  love  tok 

More  now  than  two  or  three. 

"  Far  thou  liasl  sent  her  a  ni.intle 

Afl  greenii  na  any  grasse. 


CHILD  E   HAURICK. 


■*  And  bi-  my  faith  □<))*,  Childu  Maurice, 

The  toae  of  as  sludl  dye ; " 
"  Xow  bj  my  troth,"  sajil  ChQde  Uanncc, 

■*  And  that  shall  tmt  be  L" 

But  he  pulled  out  a  bright  browne  Btrord, 

And  dryuJ  it  on  the  grasse. 
And  me  fast  he  smote  at  John  Steward, 

Iwis  he  never  rest 

Then  he«  puUed  forth  his  bright  browns  iwoidf 

And  dryeU  itt  oa  hi»  sleeve. 
And  the  llirjt  good  stroke  John  Steward  nroko, 

Child  Maarice  head  be  did  deeve. 

ADd  he  pricked  it  od  his  swordi  pojnt, 

Went  singing  there  be«dB, 
And  he  rode  till  he  t!ame  to  the  ladye  flaire. 

Whereas  bis  lailye  lyed. 

And  Biyes, "  dost  thou  know  ChilU  Maurice  head, 

Iff  that  thou  dost  it  see? 
And  llap  it  soil,  and  kisie  itt  oH^, 

Ftbr  thou  lovedst  liim  better  thun  mee." 

But  when  ihee  looked  on  Child  Maurice  head, 
Shee  ncTer  tpake  wonls  but  three : 

"  I  never  beare  noe  child  but  one, 
And  you  have  sl^n  him  tnilye." 

gayes,  "  ni(±ed  be  my  merry  men  sJl, 
I  i^ve  meate,  drinke,  ,-ind  <'lotbe; 


6  OLERK   SAUXPERS. 

But  odd  iiiey  not  bnve  bolden  me, 
Wbet)  I  was  in  all  tlial  math  I 

"Ffor  1  have  bWub    one  of  tte  c 
knighU 

That  ever  beetrodo  a  steede ; 
Soe  liavc  I  dono  one  oftJie  foire«t  ladyci  I 

Thai  ever  ware  womans  weeda." 


CLERK   SAUNDERS.     Seep.  45.1 

From  JKml««on'a  Pqmiar  SaUaiU  and  Sboj/i,  1,'V 

"  The  following  copy  waa  transmitted  by  Mre.  A^ 
rott  of  Aberbrothick.  The  itanzas,  where  the  tereo 
brotbera  are  inlroduceil,  have  been  enlai^ed  (rem  nro 
I'rBgiDenta,  which,  although  very  defective  in  tlieni- 
selves,  fiamished  lines  which,  when  incorporsied  tnib 
the  lext,  seemed  to  improve  it.  Stanzas  21  and  it, 
were  written  by  iho  editor;  the  idea  of  the  rart  buinj; 
6ug;;u3ted  by  the  gentleman  who  recited,  but  «te 
coidd  not  recollect  ihe  language  in  which  it  was  ei 
pressed." 

This  eopy  of  CTeri  Saundert  bears  traces  rf  haviog 
been  made  up  from  several  sources.     A  parliDn  of  tbc 
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concluding  itanfu  (v.  I0T-I30)  hare  a  strung  rcjiem- 

lilance  to  tbe  beginning;  and  end  o{  Proud  Lady  Mar- 

garal  (toI.  vi'ii.  83,  378),  wbich  ballad  ia  itselT  in  a 

B  corrapt  condition.     It  mny  also  be  doubted  whether 

c  fragments  Jamieson  speaks  of  did  not  belong  to  a 

■stmbling   Lady   Mainri/,  p.   T8    of  Ibis   vol- 

AccopCing  tbe  ballad  ai  it  stands  here,  there  is  cet^ 
tunly  likenesa  enough  in  the  first  part  to  suggest  a 
rmmunity  of  origin   witb  the    Swedish   ballad   Den 

'  Orgmma  Brodem,  Scenska  Folt-Viior,  No.  88  (train- 
Uted  in  LU.  and  Bom.  of  Norlhtm  Europe,  p,  2G1). 
W.  Grimm  mentions  (AlldOn.  Heldtnl.,  p.  519)  a 
Spanish  ballad,  De  la  Blanca  Nina,  in  Ibc  Bomancero 
dt  Amberet,  in  which  tbe  similarity  to  Den  Gryimia 
Brodem  is  very  striking.  Tbe  series  of  questions  (v 
30-6!)  sometimes  appears  apart  from  tbe  story,  and 
with  a  comic  turn,'  as  in  Del  Uurtige  Soar,  Dantke  V., 
Ko.  304,  or  ThoTe  och  ham  SyUer,  Arwidsson,  1.  3fi8. 
Id  this  sbape  they  closely  resemble  the  ^illiar  old 
tODg,  Our  gudeman  came  hams  of  e'en.  Herd,  Seotlak 

I    Sonr/>,  ii.  71. 


Clehk  Sadndeks  was  an  earl's  son, 

He  liv'd  upon  sea-sand ; 
May  Margaret  was  a  king's  daugbter, 

She  liVJ  in  upper  land. 

Clerk  Saundere  was  an  earl's  son, 
Weel  learned  at  tbe  schoel ; 

May  Margaret  was  a  king's  daughter; 
Tbey  b^th  lo*ed  itber  weel. 


Q  CLEKS    SAUKDEUa. 

He's  ihrov  the  ilark,  anil  tliraw  tlie  taaAf 

And  tbrow  the  leaves  o*  green ; 
Till  he  came  to  Ma;  MaTgaret*!  dooT) 

And  tirled  at  the  pin. 

"  0  sleep  ye,  vake  ye,  May  Margaret, 

Or  an}  yo  the  bower  within  ?  " 
"  0  wha  is  that  at  mj  boner  door, 

Sue  weel  my  name  does  Iccn  ?" 
"  It^»  I,  Clerk  Saunders,  your  true  lore,  J 

You'll  open  and  lat  me  in. 

"  O  will  ye  to  the  cards,  Margaret, 

Or  to  the  table  to  dine  ? 
Or  t«  the  bed,  thafa  weel  down  spread, 

And  sleep  when  we  get  time." 

"  ni  no  go  to  the  canls,"  she  says, 

"  Nor  to  the  table  to  dine ; 
But  III  go  to  a  bed,  that's  weel  down  iprewlt 

And  sleep  when  we  get  time.* 

They  were  not  weel  lyen  down, 

And  nn  weel  fa'en  asleep, 
When  up  and  stood  May  Margarefi  bretbreii. 

Just  up  at  tlieir  bed  TeeL 

"  0  tell  us.  tell  us,  May  Margaret, 

And  dinna  to  us  ten, 
O  wha  is  aught  yon  noble  steed, 

Tliat  s^tanda  your  stable  in  ? 

"  Tlie  stead  is  mine,  and  it  may  be  tl 
To  tide  wban  ye  ride  in  hie- 


I 


*,  awa',  m;  bold  brethren, 
Awa',  juid  mak  oae  din ; 
For  I  am  u  nclc  a  lady  Uie  oicht 
Aa  e'er  la;  a  bower  witliiii.'' 

"  O  ten  us,  tell  tu.  May  Ma^aret, 

And  diuna  to  m  len, 
O  wfaa  is  saght  yon  ooble  hai^ 

That  KAnds  vour  kitchen  in  ?  " 

"Tba  hawk  b  mlDe,  and  it  may  be  tUn*, 
To  hawk  whoQ  ye  hawk  in  hie 


**  Bnt  awa*,  awa*,  mj  bald  brethren  1 

Aws',  and  mak  nae  din ; 
For  Tin  ane  o'  the  mckest  ladles  this  nio 

Thai  e'er  lay  a  bower  witlun." 

«  O  ten  lu,  tell  03,  May  Margaret, 

And  diona  to  at  len, 
O  wha  ia  that.  May  Margaret, 

You  and  the  wa'  between  ?  ' 

"  O  it  is  my  boweiwnaiden,"  ibe  Wft, 

"  At  sick  as  ack  can  be ; 
O  it  is  my  bower  maiden,"  abe  i^s, 

And  she's  thrice  aa  dck  as  me." 


'.2  CLEKK  BACKDC2S. 

But  a'  the  bower-womeii  e'er  we  eair 
llaJoa  goud  bueklcs  in  their  sbooD." 

Then  up  uid  spok  her  eldest  brither, 

Aj  in  ill  time  spaji  he : 
"  It  u  Clerk  S&undere,  your  trae  love, 

Aod  never  m&t  I  the, 
Bat  for  this  worn  that  he  has  done, 

ThU  momcDl  he  aall  die." 

But  up  and  spak  her  j'oungest  bratlier. 

Ay  ia  good  time  spak  he : 
"  O  but  they  are  a  gudelie  pur  1 — 

True  lovera  an  ye  be, 
The  iword  that  bangs  at  my  nrard  bdt 

Sail  never  ander  ye  1 " 

Syne  up  and  spak  her  oesten  brotlier, 

And  the  tear  stood  in  his  ei 
"  You've  lo'ed  her  lang,  and  lo'ed  her  « 

And  pity  it  wad  be, 
The  aword  that  hangs  at  my  sword-belt 

Shoud  ever  ainder  ye ! " 

But  up  and  spak  her  fifthen  brother, 
"  Sleep  on  your  sleep  for  ma  ; 

But  wu  biiiUi  Siill  never  sleep  sgu'n. 
For  the  tone  tf  us  sail  die  1 " 

[But  up  and  epak  her  mldmaist  broUier : 
And  an  nngry  laugh  leugh  he : 

"  Tlie  thorn  that  dala,  I'll  t-ut  it  down, 
Though  f^r  the  rose  may  be. 


IMj  Uu^guct  ibe  thought  bug; 


V  the  1m  liefat  o'  the  n 


To  M«  what  ike  ■ughi&'; 
And  there  dte  nw  a  grieved  0KMt 


I  Tbe  1m'  ha*  »  mi>po».>il  • 


■a  njl,  vhicb,  bl 


4  CLERK   SAUNDEE8. 

"  0  are  ya  a  man  of  mean,"  abe  aaj* 

"  Seekin  ooy  o'  my  tnetit? 
Or  (ire  you  a  rank  robber. 

Come  ID  my  bower  to  break  ?  " 

"  O  I'm  Clerk  Saunders,  your  true  love ; 

Behold,  Margaret,  and  ten, 
And  mind,  Ibr  a'  your  melkle  pride, 

Sae  will  become  of  thee." 

"  Gin  ye  be  Clerk  Sanndera,  my  tms  lore,  I 

This  meikle  marvels  me : 
0  wherein  is  your  bonny  arms 

Tliat  wool  to  embrace  me  ?  " 

»  By  worms  they're  earen,  In  moola  tii«y*re  rattflO, 

Beholtl,  Margaret,  and  see; 
And  mind,  ibr  a'  your  mickle  pride, 

Soe  will  bei!ome  o*  thual" 


O,  bonny,  bonny  sang  the  bird, 

Sat  on  the  coil  o'  hay ; 
But  dowio,  dowie  was  the  mud, 

That  follovr'd  the  corpse  o'  cisy. 

"Is  there  ony  room  at  your  head,  Saunden^    I 

U  there  ony  room  at  yonr  feet? 
Ib  tbere  ony  room  at  your  twa  AiOf, 

For  a  lady  to  lie  and  ileep  ?  " 

"  There  is  nae  room  at  my  bead,  Margaret)  J 
As  little  at  my  feet ; 


LOED  WA'tATES  AKD  AULD  WGRAM. 
A  FBAOUBMT.     See  p.  72. 

Jnmieion't  Puimlar  Oalladt,  a.  306. 

"  Prom  Mr.  Herd's  MSw,  transmitted  by  Mr.  ScotU'f 


Lady  Maibery  wis  a  hAj  fair, 
She  made  her  mother's  bed ; 

Aald  Ingram  was  an  aged  knlghtt 
And  her  he  sought  to  wed. 


"  lu  T  forbid  ye,  aald  Ingrain, 
For  to  seek  me  to  spome ; 

For  Lord  Wa'yales,  your  sisWi': 
Has  been  into  my  bowero. 

*■  Ita  1  forbid  ye,  auld  Ingram, 
For  to  seek  me  to  wed ; 

For  Lord  Wa'yates,  your  aistor'i 
Has  Ijeen  into  my  bed," 
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Tlw  nliw  «f  Ob  toawii ; 

And  erer,  "AlaifnTVilDt  Ixiie^ 
"  Thae  lobe^  will  pot  me  down.' 

AiHl  he  hw  bcodit  to  tlMt  bdS» 

TIk  rotu  of  tlitt  red ; 
Aim!  ever,  "Atul"  njidnt  bdi% 

■lltte  nibM  nil  be  BIT'  dead.' 

And  be  bia  bnidit  to  ibat  hdie 

The  chrrMal  And  ^  laamer; 
Sm  hu  be  brocht  to  bar  milber 

Hn  cmchea  oT  tLe  cannel. 

ETU7  am  ^  her  wtrax  bretbtea 

Tbejr  bftd  a  bawk  in  hand, 
And  CTBTJ  Jodj  in  tb«  ptaoe 

Thev  got  a  goad  gariand- 

Ew7  coik  in  thaX  kitchen 

Tbe;  gX  a  noble  claith  ; 
A'  WM  blnb  ■!  aoM  Ingram'*  cmn^ 

Bot  Ladr  Maiaei;  wa:  vnith. 

"  Wtisre  will  I  get »  boDnr  htrf. 

Wad  lain  win  hose  and  (boon, 
That  wad  rin  on  to  mr  Wa>aie^ 

And  qiucUj'  come  a^aa  7  " 

■*  Bere  am  I,  a  bonny  Imj, 

Wad  &Jo  wtD  hose  and  sboon ; 
Wba  will  rin  on  to  your  Waf^ate^ 

And  quickly  came  t^ua" 


5'28     LOUD  wa'yates  and  auld  racRAU. 

"  Tell  bill  him,  and  je'll  praj  bim  baidt, 

Gin  ooy  prayer  may  dee, 
To  Murykirk  to  eoue  tbe  room, 

My  weary  wadJing  lo  sec." 

I,ord  Wa'yatcs  lay  o'er  his  cafrtle  wa", 
Beheld  b^th  dale  and  dawn  ; 

And  lio  beheld  a  bonny  boy 
Come  running  Co  the  town. 

"  What  news,  what  news,  ye  bouny  bof  T 
What  newa  liae  ye  to  mo  ? 


■  0  are  my  ladle's  fauldis  brunt, 

Or  are  her  towers  won  ? 
Or  i»  my  Maiseiy  lichtcr  yet 

O'  a  dear  dochler  or  son  ?  " 

"  Your  ladie'B  laulds  are  neither  brunt, 

Nor  are  her  towers  wou  ; 
Nor  ifl  your  Maiaery  licliter  yet 

O'  a  dear  doi^hter  or  son  : 

"  But  she  bids  you,  and  Bhe  prays  yon  b 

Gin  ony  prayer  can  dee. 
To  Mary  Kirk  to  come  the  mom, 

Her  weary  wadding  to  eee." 

He  dang  the  buird  up  wi'  hli  fit, 

Sae  did  he  wi'  his  knee ; 
Tbu  silver  cup,  that  was  upont, 

r  the  Gre  ho  gur'd  it  flee : 


LOKU  \rAJA.TES  AMD  AL'LD  ItiaRAU. 

"  0  whatten  a  lord  in  a"  ScotJand 
Dare  marry  my  Majsery  ? 

"  0  it  ij  but  a  Teeble  thocht, 

To  tell  the  lane  aad  uae  the  tither ; 

0  it  ia  but  a  feeble  tbocht 
To  tell  it's  your  ain  mithei's  britber." 

"  Its  I  will  send  to  that  rradding, 

And  I  will  follow  syne, 
Tlie  St<.'hes  a'  the  fallow  deer. 

And  the  gammons  o*  the  swine ; 
And  the  nloe  hides  o'  the  noble  cow — 

Twaa  alain  in  season  time. 

"  Its  I  will  send  to  ihat  wadding 

Ten  tan  o'  the  red  winu  ; 
And  mair  I'll  scud  to  ihat  waddiu', 

And  I  will  follow  ayne." 

Whan  he  came  in  into  the  ha", 
Lady  Maisery  she  did  ween ; 

And  twenty  times  he  kist  her  mou'. 
Afore  auld  Ingram's  een. 


mi  foup-ond- twenty  men  ah*-  gat  her  beibro, 

And  twenty  oa  ilka  ride. 
And  Ibur-and-twenty  milk  white  dowi, 

To  flee  aboon  her  head. 

A  loud  Lauchter  gae  Iiord  Wa'yatM, 
^Mang  the  mids  o'  hia  men ; 


■i'-H}     LORD  wa'iates  *.vi>  allo  ingr. 
•■  Many  that  ladjr  vba  iliat  will, 


"  O  leuch  ye  at  mj-  men,  Wa'yatMi 

Or  did  ye  Uuuh  al  nie  ? 
Or  leuL'h  je  at  the  baerdlf  bride. 

That's  gauD  to  many  ine  V  ' 

"  I  leuchnn  at  your  men,  uncle, 

Nor  yet  leuch  I  at  thee ; 
But  1  leucb  at  my  lands  ao  bnudi 

Sae  neel's  I  do  them  aee." 

When  e'en  iras  come,  and  e'en-bells  n 

And  a'  man  gane  to  bed, 
The  bride  but  and  tho  silly  bridegti 

In  aa  chamber  were  laid. 

Wasna't  a  fell  thing  for  to  see 

Twa  heada  upon  a  cod ; 
Lady  tSslsery'a  libe  the  mo'ten  goud, 

Aald  logram'B  like  a  toad. 

He  tum'd  hia  face  unto  the  stock. 

And  sound  be  fell  nalcep ; 
She  Curu'd  her  fauo  utito  the  wa', 

Anij  oaut  tears  she  dlil  weep. 

It  lei!  about  the  mirk  uudoicbt, 
AulJ  Ingram  began  to  turn  him  ; 

He  put  his  iiiLud  on's  hidie'ande, 
And  wnly,«air  w»s  shfim 


'  What  aileUi  lliuc,  uij  lady  dear  ? 
Ever  alas,  aud  wae  is  me  I 


LOBD  WATATESAND    AULD 

There  ia  a  babe  betwixt  thj  mdev- 
Oh '  aae  ntr'i  h  grieves  me  1 ' 

**  O  didna  I  tell  je,  anld  Ingiam, 

£re  ye  mxht  me  to  wed, 
That  Lo«i  Wa'yaUa,  your  aister*!  son. 

Bad  been  into  my  bed  ?  " 

"  Tbeo  father  that  balm  on  me,  Maiserj, 

O  father  that  bairn  on  me  ; 
And  yo  sail  hac  a  rigland  shire 

Toor  momin'  gifl  to  be." 

"O  sarlrit!''  sajstlieLailie  Mwseiy, 
"  That  ever  the  Uke  me  be&'. 

To  father  my  baim  oo  auld  Ingram, 
Lord  Wa'yatea  ia  my  father's  ha'. 

"  O  nrtnt!"  says  the  Ladie  Maisery, 

"  That  ever  the  like  betide, 
To  father  my  baim  on  auld  Ingram, 

And  Lord  Wa'yalei  beside." 


SWEET  WILLffi  AND  FAIR  MAISRT.  Se«  p.T! 

From  BiichnD-g  Batladi  0/  Ihe  IfoTih  0/  Scotland,  i.  37. 


"  Hey  love  Willie,  and  how  love  Willie, 
And  Willie  my  leva  bIiilU  be  ; 
They'll!  thinking  to  ainder  our  lang  Uive,  Willie: 
It's  mair  tlian  niaa  can  dee. 

"  Ye'II  mount  mo  quickly  on  A  steed, 
A  milk-while  eteed  or  gray; 
And  tarry  me  on  to  gudo  greenwood 
Before  ihat  it  he  day." 

He  mounted  bcr  upon  n  ateed, 

He  uhose  a  steed  o'  gray; 
He  bad  her  on  to  gude  greenwood 

Before  that  it  was  day. 

"  O  will  ye  gang  to  the  tardB,  Meggie, 
Or  will  ye  gang  wi'  me? 
Or  wil!  ye  ha'e  n  bower  womnn. 
To  slay  ere  it  be  day?  " 


1  siAisur.     3J3 


■•  1  wiiina  gaitg  to  the  t'ards,"  she  said, 

"  Nor  will  I  gae  wi'  thee. 
Nor  will  I  Lae  a  bower  woman, 

To  sjioil  my  mixleatie. 

"  Toll  gie  me  a  lady  at  my  back. 

An'  a  lady  me  licibrii ; 
&n'  a  miilwile  at  my  twa  sides 

TUl  your  young  tan  be  born. 

"  Te'U  da  me  up,  and  further  up. 

To  the  top  o'  yon  greenwood  tree; 
For  every  pain  inysoir  shall  ha'e, 

The  Grst  pain  that  did  strlko  sweet  Willie, 

It  was  into  the  «dc; 
Then  ugliing  sair  said  sweet  Willie. 

"  These  pains  are  iil  to  bide." 

He  nextan  pain  that  strakc  sweet  Willie, 

It  waa  into  tlit;  baik ; 
Then  siglting  sair  said  flwcot  Willie, 

"  These  pains  are  women's  wrecV." 

The  nextan  p^n  ihat  stroke  sweet  Willie, 

It  was  into  [he  head ; 
Then  sigliing  air  said  sweet  Willie, 

"  I  fcar  my  hidy's  dead." 

Then  he'e  gane  on,  and  Irirther  on, 

At  the  foot  o"  yon  greenwood  tree ; 
There  he  got  his  Udy  lighter, 
1'  his  young  son  on  her  knee. 


S-34      SWEET   WILLIE    AND    FAttt    MAISUIVS 

Then  he's  ta'en  up  bis  little  young  boo, 

And  kiss'd  liim  clieek  nnd  chin; 
And  he  ia  on  to  his  motlior, 

Aa  &st  as  he  could  gung. 

■'Ye  will  take  'm  mj  BOn,  motho't 

Gi'p  liim  U)  nurses  nine ; 
Three  to  wauk,  and  three  to  sleep, 

And  three  to  gaiig  between." 

Then  he  haa  left  hts  tuotber'a  hoiue, 

And  frae  her  he  has  gone ; 
And  he  is  bttck  to  hii  lady, 

And  safely  brought  her  hame* 

TlieD  in  it  cmne  her  Tatht-r  dear, 

Wiu  belted  in  a  brand ; 
"  Ifii  nae  time  for  brides  to  lye  in  bedi 

When  the  bridegroom's  icud's  in  town. 

"  There  are  four-and-twenty  noble  lordj 

A'  lighted  on  the  green  ; 
The  fUreat  knight  amang  them  a', 

He  must  bo  your  bridegroom." 

"  0  who  will  shoo  my  foot,  my  fiwt  7 

And  nha  will  glove  my  hand  7 
And  wha  will  prin  my  anut'  middle, 

Wi'  the  short  prin  and  the  lajig  ?  " 

Now  out  it  spuuks  liim,  swtet  Willie, 

Who  knew  her  titiubles  beat ; 
"  It  is  toy  duly  Iot  to  serve. 

As  I'm  L-ome  here  as  guesL 


When  tlK7  bad  eaiea  uui  <veU  iruakea, 

And  a*  had  tlioni'd  fine; 
Ae  brido'i  lather  be  look  Uie  cap. 


Om  tl  •peak*  tbe  bride^nMm't  ttuthg 

An  31  ileatb  mal  be  die! 
*  I  temr  oar  brid«  tb^t  bom  a  bum. 

Or  «Ik  bas  il  a  dee.' 


Sba'a  ta'en  out  a  Bible  braid, 

And  deeply  has  tJiu  sworn ; 
"  If  I  ha'e  bom  a  bairn,"  she  saySi 

"  Siu'  yesterday  at  morn ; 

"  Or  if  P»e  bom  a  bairn."  she  tajt, 

"  Sin'  yeaierday  at  noon ; 
Tbere'ii  nac  a  Indy  amang  you  a' 
Thill  wou'd  been  here  sac  soon." 

Misi-hauct:  come  over  bit  hcul  I 
"  Will  up,  win  up,  now  bride,"  he  layl, 

"  And  dance  a  ahamefu"  rpiJ." ' 

Then  out  it  ajwaks  the  bride  hiuvell, 

And  a  eorry  heart  had  she ; 
"  Is  there  nae  ane  amang  you  a* 

Will  danec  this  dance  for  me?" 

Tlien  out  it  speaks  him,  sweet  Willie, 
And  he  spake  aye  thro'  pnde ; 

"  O  draw  my  boots  for  me,  briilcgroom, 
Or  I  dance  for  your  bride." 

Tlien  out  it  spake  the  bride  hendl, 

"  O  na.  this  maunna  be  ; 
For  I  will  dance  this  danee  mysell, 

Tlio'  my  bar'k  sliou'd  gang  in  three." 


the  bride  cliooua  tbc  tons  thnt  Eb  to  be  playci]. 


SWEET   WII.LIK   A!tD   FAIR   31AI9RY. 


She  haclna  wnll  gane  thro'  lie  reel, 

Nor  yet  well  on  tlie  green, 
Till  sbe  fell  down  at  Willie's  feet 

As  cauld  as  nny  sUne. 

Be'a  ta'en  ber  in  his  aruu  twa. 

And  ha'ed  her  up  the  stair ; 
Then  Dp  it  came  her  jolly  bridegroom, 

Soys,  "  What's  your  buanesa  there  ?  ' 

Then  Willie  lifted  li]i  his  fbo^ 

Aod  dang  him  down  the  stair  ; 
And  brake  three  ribs  o'  the  bride^^room's  sid«, 

And  a  word  he  apalce  nae  mnir. 

Kae  roeen  was  made  for  that  lady, 

Vfhen  she  waa  lying  dead ; 
But  a"  was  for  him,  sweet  Willie, 

On  the  fields  for  be  ran  outd. 


LADY  MARJORIG.    See  p.  fff. 


"  Given  from  the  reciiation  of  an  old  woman  in 
Kilbarchaa,  RcnfrcwBliire,  from  wbom  the  Editor  liai 
obtained  several  vftluable  pieces  of  a  like  nature.  In 
liiiging,  O  is  added  at  the  e&d  oftbe  second  oud  fourtli 
Ijou  ofeacL  stanza."     Mothcrvrull's  Minairtlsy,  p.  ^ 


Lady  Idoijoriu  was  ber  mother's  only  daugiilei^ 

Her  father's  only  heir ; 
And  sho  is  awa  to  Stt-un-burry  Castle, 

To  get  some  udco  lair. 

She  hnd  nn  been  in  Strawberry  Castle 

A  twelvemonth  and  a  dny. 
!nil  Lady  UarjoriB  she  gangs  big  wi'ehild. 

As  big  tts  she  can  gae. 

Word  is  to  her  father  gane, 

Before  he  got  on  his  shoon, 
That  Lady  M^orio  she  gaes  wi'  child. 

And  it  is  to  an  Irish  groom. 


LADY    UAEUOKIE.  3S 

Bui  woid  is  lo  iier  mother  gone, 

Bclbre  she  got  od  ber  goun, 
Tlifit  Lady  Miirjorie  s!ie  gaea  vi'  child 
ToalorclofhighrUDOwD. 

'■  O  wha  will  put  on  the  pat,"  they  said, 

"  Or  wha  will  put  on  the  pan. 
Or  wlia  wiU  put  on  a  bnuld,  baulJ  fire, 

To  burn  Latly  Marjorie  in  ?  " 

Her  ftit^er  be  put  on  the  pat, 

Her  aislur  put  ou  tbe  pan, 
And  her  bratber  he  put  on  a  bauld,  bauld  fim, 

To  burn  Ividy  Mirjorie  iu ; 
And  her  mother  she  eat  in  a,  golden  ch^, 

To  *ee  her  daughter  burn. 

"  But  where  will  I  get  a  pretty  little  boy. 

That  will  win  hose  and  shoon ; 
That  will  go  quickly  to  Strawberry  CaUle, 

And  bid  my  lord  tome  doun  ?  " 

''  O  here  am  I,  a,  pretl^  little  hoy. 
That  will  win  hose  aod  shoon ; 
'That  will  rin  quiL'kly  to  Slrawberry  Cald^ 
And  bid  thy  lord  eome  dottn." 

0  when  he  cam  to  broken  bri^ 

He  bent  hia  bow  and  vwam ; 
And  when  he  cam  to  gude  dry  land. 

He  set  doun  his  foot  and  raii> 

Will!! 


Naao  was  sso  ruivJ^  as  Uin  gaj  lord  hiniaQll  I 
To  opea  and  let  liiu  m. 

»  O  is  there  any  of  my  towers  burnt, 

Or  any  of  my  castles  won  ? 
Or  Is  Lady  Magoric  brought  to  bed, 

Of  a  daughter  or  a  aou  ?" 

-  0  there  is  n^-ine  of  lliy  tower*  burnt, 
Nor  Dane  of  thy  castles  bruken ; 

But  Lady  Marjorie  is  (.•ondeinned  to  di«, 
To  be  burnt  in  a  fire  of  oaken." 

"  O  gar  saddle  to  me  tlie  bliKk,"  be  safs, 
"  Gar  saddle  to  me  the  broun ; 

Gar  saddle  to  me  the  swiftest  steed 
That  e'er  carried  a  man  frae  toun  I ' 

He  lel\  the  blai;k  into  Uie  elap, 

The  broun  into  the  brae  ; 
But  fmr  fn'  th:tt  bonnie  applo-gray 

That  carried  this  gay  lord  away  ! 

■'  Beet  on,  beet  ou,  my  brother  dear, 

I  Talue  you  not  one  straw ; 
For  yonder  coniea  my  ujii  true  luve, 

I  hear  his  horn  blaw. 

■'  Beet  on,  beet  on,  my  father  dear, 
I  value  yon  not  a  pin ; 

For  yonder  comes  my  ain  tnia  luve, 
I  hear  his  bridle  ring." 

He  [o<jk  a  little  horn  out  ofhispoclte*, 
And  he  blew*t  baith  loud  and  schill ; 


LAUr    MARJORIE. 


But  wiien  he  fame  ialo  the  place, 

He  lap  unto  the  wa' ; 
He  tb(jiii,'ht  to  gut  a  kla*  a'  her  bonnie  lipSj 

But  ber  body  fell  in  Cwa  1 

"  O  TOW  I  O  vow  I  0  vow  I "  he  aaiil, 
"  O  TOW !  but  ye've  been  crnel ; 

Te've  Inkcn  Ihu  timber  out  of  my  mn  wood, 
Anil  liurnt  my  a,ia  denr  jewi^l  I 

"  Now  for  thy  salte,  Lidy  Marjone, 
FU  bam  bailh  father  and  mother ; 

And  for  thy  sake,  Lad}'  Mnijorie, 
I'll  burn  baith  sister  and  brotber. 

"  And  for  thy  saka,  I^iuly  Ktaijorie, 

I'll  burn  baith  kith  aud  kin ; 
But  I'll  aye  remember  the  pretty  little  boj- 

That  did  thy  errand  rin." 


LEESOME  BRAND. 

Buohan's  Baltada  of  tfit  ^arlh  of  Sctiiland,  i.  it 
Tbia  IS  properly  n  tragic  11017,03  mny  be  perceived  by 
^mpariii';  [he  present  corrupted  vonion  (cvidenlly 
made  up  from  several  diSercDt  sources)  wiili  tlie  Dftn- 
lah  and  Swedish  ballads.  See  Herr  MeJeleoUl,  Danite 
Viler,  iii.  SCI,  Dit ' wahnagtndtn  NacktigaUtn,  in 
GriniQi'B  AUddnitche  lleldeniieda;  p.  88,  Fair  Unlet 
ami  Kiisleii  Lijle,  translated  hr  Janiieson,  lUaatraliortt, 
p.  SJ7;  and  HeiT  Rtdeealt,  Saenntn  PolLriiitr,  ii.  Itl9, 
Kriil'  LUla  ocli  lla-r  Tiileman,  Arwidaaun,  L  85i,  Sir 
Wat  and  Lisa  Lyie,  translated  bj'  Jamitwoii,  p.  STS. 

Mr  boj  was  Bcarcelj  ten  years  &uld, 

Whan  lie  went  lo  an  unco  land, 
Whc;re  wind  never  blew,  nor  cwks  ever  craWi 

Ohon  \  tor  my  eon,  Leesome  Brand. 

Awa'  to  [hac  king's  tourt  he  went,  ' 

It  was  to  sen-o  for  me.it  an'  fee ; 
Oude  red  gowd  it  waa  Lis  hira, 

Aud  lang  in  that  king's  court  «Iay'd  be. 

He  badna  been  in  that  unco  land. 

But  only  twnlltnouthj  iwa  or  three; 
Till  b}-  the  glancing  o'  hia  ee. 

He  guu'd  tlie  love  o'  a  ^y  Udye. 


LKESOHK   BKA.KD. 

This  ladje  naa  seance  eleven  yeara  auld, 
Wlien  on  her  love  she  wti?  right  bauld  j 

She  was  scarce  up  lo  my  riglit  knoe, 
When  oft  in  bed  vi'  men  I'm  tauld. 

But  when  nine  months  vere  come  and  gane, 
This  ladye'B  fkue  turnM  pale  and  wane ; 
To  Leeeome  Brand  she  then  did  say, 
"  In  this  place  I  fan  uae  moir  stay. 

"  Ye  do  yoii  to  my  fkihcr'a  stable, 

Where  Eleuds  do  stand  bailh  wight  and  able  J 

Strike  ano  o'  tliem  upo'  ihe  back, 

The  swlileat  will  gie  his  head  a  wap. 

"  Ye  take  him  out  upo'  tlie  green, 
And  get  him  saddled  and  bridled  seen  j 
Gel  ane  for  you,  anither  for  me. 
And  1st  ue  ride  out  nirer  the  lee. 

"Ye  do  you  to  my  mothur'a  coSer, 
And  out  of  it  yell  take  my  tocher ; 
Tlierein  are  si:ity  thousand  pounds, 
Whith  ttU  to  me  by  right  belongs." 

He's  done  him  lo  hor  father's  stable, 
Where  steeds  stood  baitli  wleLt  and  able; 
Then  he  stroke  ane  upon  tlie  liaek, 
The  swiftest  gau  his  head  a  wap. 

He's  la'en  him  out  upo'  the  green, 
And  got  him  sadilled  and  bridled  set-n  ; 
Ane  lor  hira,  and  another  tor  her. 
To  carry  them  baith  wi'  might  and  rirr. 


LzesoxE  nuxD. 


d  tiMn  lw'«  toe*  tii  knvc'*  Hw-Ufj 


WUch  all  10  bcr  bj  rigirt  bdoog-d. 

When  tWy  had  riddan  kbavt  n  Mie, 
Hu  tne  lor*  then  b^ut  lo  &i]; 
"  O  wse*!  mr,"  mU  ibM  pj  I*4t*i 

- 1  fearing  bMk  will  g*i«  in  tluw  I 

*■  O  pn  I  liaH  but  a  gixle  nudaift, 
Here  tb'u  da;  to  nve  my  life, 
And  rau  tne  o'  m;  miaof^, 
O  dear,  how  tiappjr  I  aou'd  bel" 


Tbure  w  nao  Diiilirife  ta  bu  fonn' ; 


III  tlu  lor  joa  what  man  can  dae." 

■■  For  no,  for  no,  tliit  mnunna  be," 
Wi'  It  ■igh,  rvplieai  this  gay  Indye ; 
"  When  I  enilura  my  grief  and  pain. 


Ami  ye  will  liunt  the  deer  anil  roe; 
Re  niTB  ye  touch  not  the  while  hfndBi 


Ui'  too!c  Kiu  pitiasure  in  deor  and  roe. 
Till  hi>  forgot  liis  gay  ladye  ; 
!ni1  hy  it  i-nma  that  milk-nhilo  hynde. 
And  thun  ha  mind  on  hi*  ladyc  ayna- 


LEE^IKE    BB&.'TD. 


He  taiteJ  Mm  lo  jxn  pvtMmoei  Iwe, 
For  lo  rtfietv  !■»  p,f  Ujv; 

.  Liken^  W  jwng  km  at  her  hnd. 


I 


Hi«B 


Akllwe< 


T  IkT  CMtk  «S% 


ihfcrtopbr-«ieHU. 


Bqi  no*  jvtT  vn  m 

Tet  be  Moes  nrr^  lo  ifae  lovB. 

•>  O  I  Imp  IM  BT  po«dMi  Ufe, 

And  1  lae  loM  »  better  tUn^ 
Tic  ^ded  ^cbA  fkrt  it  *M  n.' 

*  Ar  ifcoc  nae  ptwilMuiUw  Wn  IB  PiA, 


"  "O^K  Bie  BM  HJiMilMiilh  hen  in  Rfe, 
Cka  nnfe  «eMe  xgomiem  knifei 

Kar  D>e  dwatb-maken  ia  tbe  Uod. 
Ow  nafce  lo  ne  a  ihi*mh  again- 
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■'  Then  neTcr  was  man  in  Scotland  bora, 
Ordaiii'd  to  bu  so  macb  forlorn ; 
I've  tosc  mr  liulye  I  lov'J  sae  dear, 
Likewaya  die  Hin  the  did  me  bear." 

"  Put  iu  your  hand  at  mj  bed  head, 
Tbera  ye'll  find  a  gude  grer  horn ; 

In  it  three  drapd  o'  Saint  Fanl's  w'n  blmdo, 
That  liae  been  there  sia'  be  was  bora. 

"  Urap  twa  o*  tbem  o'  your  ladye. 
And  ane  upo'  your  little  young  son  ; 

Then  aa  lively  tbey  will  be 

A«  Ibe  &nl  nigbtye  brought  tliem  hame.* 

Ue  put  his  hand  at  her  bed  bead. 

And  there  he  foQod  a  gudi?  gray  horn ; 

Wi'  time  draps  o"  Saint  Paul's  nin  blude. 
That  had  been  there  sin'  he  was  barn. 

Then  he  drapp'd  twa  on  his  Indye, 
And  ane  o'  them  on  his  young  scm ; 

And  now  they  do  at  lively  be, 
As  the  first  day  bu  brought  tbem  bame. 


Mois  Co  V.  4ft-TX.  — A  limilaT  pnusfW  ii  Rxmd  nl  p.  H 
or  tbt>  Tolunie,  V.  B3-36,  also  vol.  v.  p.  ITS,  V.  9T-10S,  sml 
p.  103,  t.  ie'J-17e,  Dnd  in  tbe  Sen  ml  lit*  v  Inn  bnlliuti  eitsd  In 
IliC  prernce  la  thli  ballid-  In  tbess  lut  (he  Isdy  ftaet  h 
•etr  rrom  the  prewncc  of  ths  knight  by  lending  him  to  (M 
licr  some  water,  nnd  the  i<  fouiiJ  Jend  on  bis  r*tnnl.  T  ' 
{iiciHcQl,  reinirka  Griinai,  lAUdinuehe  BtidtMuhr,  pL  H 
j  alBD  found  In  W«lfdiitnck,  Str.  IflBO-M. 


BOOK  IV. 


THE  YOUTH  OF  ROSENGORD.    See  p.  ll>. 


Spen  i  RattaganI,  Seetitta  Fott-Vhor, 
I  Arridaon'iFomjan^,  U.S3:  trandalediD 
I   and  Remaiiet  of  Norikem  Bnrvpe,  L  SO. 

-  So  loDg  where  hart  ^naii  tanrei, 
Vouog  raan  of  fbHengonl  ?  ~ 

"  I  have  been  ioto  mj  subie, 
Onr  motber  dew." 
I>aiig  BUT  yon  look  for  me,  or  look  for  me  nc 

■^  Whal  hut  tbou  done  in  the  stable, 
YOQDg  man  of  Itosengortl '!  " 

"  I  bare  watered  tbe  hones, 
Onr  molber  dear.' 
■  Iia^  tmjr  je  iook  for  me,  or  loiA  for  me  dcti 

"  Why  a  thy  foot  to  btoodj', 

Young  man  of  Rosengord  ?  " 
■■  Tbe  black  bone  hai  trampled  me, 
Oar  mother  dear." 
g  maj  you  look  Ibr  me,  or  took  for  me  □e' 
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"  Why  is  tlij  «worJ  5o  bloodjr. 

Young  man  of  RoaenfrgrJ  ?  " 

"  1  have  uiuniered  my  broibcf, 

Our  luocher  dear." 

Long  may  joa  look  for  me,  or  look  for  me  n 

"  Whitlier  wilt  tliou  boUbc  thee. 

Young  mnii  of  Itosengord  ?  " 
"  I  shall  flue  my  coiiiilry, 

Our  niotUer  dear." 
Long  may  you  look  for  me,  or  look  for  me  nera 

"  ^Vkat  will  become  of  thy  wedded  wife,  , 

Young  man  of  Hosengonl  ?  " 
"  She  mu^  apin  Ibr  ber  living, 

Our  motlier  diiar." 
Long  luay  you  look  for  mc,  or  look  for  me  at 

••  What  will  become  oTlliy  children  «i 

Young  man  of  Roscugonl  ?  " 
"  Tlwy  must  beg  from  door  lo  door, 
Our  mother  dear." 
Long  may  you  look  lor  me,  or  look  for  me  nevdij 

"  Wlicn  comest  thou  bai^k  ogaio, 

Young  mjin  of  liowngord  ?  " 
"  Whcu  the  swan  is  black  as  night, 

0\ir  molher  dear." 
IiOiig  niuy  you  look  for  me,  or  look  for  me  never.  ■] 

"  And  when  will  the  swan  be  blaak  as  k 

Young  man  of  Rosengord  ?  " 
"  When  the  raven  shall  be  white  av  in0W|J 

Our  mother  deAr." 
I^ng  iiuiy  you  look  fur  me,  or  look  for  ma  DevaKil 
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"  AttA  wbeD  win  ihe  raven  be  iilul«  as  tnow, 

Toang  man  of  Baeengord  ?  " 
"  Wh«i)  Uie  gref  rocks  Lake  U>  flight, 
Our  modier  dear." 
I  liOi^  nay  jmi  lock  (or  me,  or  look  for  toe  nev^r. 

"  Aitd  when  iriU  Ay  the  gmj  rocka, 

Tonng  nun  of  Botengord  ?  " 
"  The  rocks  Ibey  will  fly  aerer. 
Our  modier  dear.' 
r  t>ang  may  joa  look  for  me,  or  look  for  me  nerer. 


THE  BLOOU-STAINEU  SON.  — Seep.  I 

A  traiiBlatioti,  nearly  word  for  word,  of  Der  BluHi/t 
Sohn,  prijiled  fTOiu  oral  traditioD  in  Scbriiti^r's  Fin' 
niteke  Hunen,  (Fmnisch  and  DeuUcA,)  ed.   1834,  p 


"  Say  whence  coni'sl  thou,  aay  whence  com'st  thoio. 

Merr  J  son  of  mine  ?  " 
"  From  the  iako-side,  Irom  tbe  lake-wle, 

O  dear  mollier  mine." 

'■  Whai  hiut  done  there,  what  hast  done  there. 

Merry  son  of  mine  ?  " 
'■  Sttttils  I  waiered,  steed*  I  watered, 

O  dear  mother  mine." 

"  Wliy  Ihua  clay-bed aubod  thy  jacket, 

Jlerry  son  of  mine  ?  " 
"  Siee<la  kept  alamping,  Bleeib  kept  iCauijiing, 

O  dear  mother  tnine." 


*■  But  Im>w  cane  tbj  nrord  m  bloody, 

UeiT}'  jonof  m 
"  I  have  bUU>m1  mj  onlj  brother, 

O  dear  inoiher  nune." 

*  Wbilber  wilt  thoa  na-w  betake  thee. 

Merry  son  of  mina  ?  " 
"  Far  awa_T  to  foreign  oiuntriea, 

O  dear  mother  mine." 


I 


**  Let  hini  chop  wood  in  the  fiiraM, 

Never  wish  to  lee  me  mora, 

O  dear  DioLher  miDe.'* 

*  Where  lear'tt  ifaou  ttrj  gr»f-hairei]  modter, 
Mpitj-  son  of  Diine?* 

"Let  her  til,  Iwr  ftu  »-^-king, 
Kevc  wi^  to  aee  me  more, 
O  dear  motber  mine.' 

*  Wher«  lear'st  thoa  th*  wife  to  joatfaAil, 
Merry  Km  of  mine?' 

*  Let  ber  deck  her,  lake  aootber, 
Never  wish  to  aee  me  more. 


••  Where  lar'ft  thoa  thy  km  ao  yontUU. 


"  lie  to  (cbool.  awl  bear  the  rodthMS, 
[Never  wid  to  Me  me  morej 


■  whB 


THK    BLOOD-STAISKD  SOX. 
e  Icav'st  thou  thy  youltiful  [langhlprg  1 


"  She  to  the  wood  and  eat  wild  berries 
Never  wish  to  see  me  more, 
O  dear  mother  miae." 

"  Home  when  com'st  thoa  back  from  k 

Merry  Bon  of  mine?" 
"  !□  rbi;  north  irhen  breaks  the  morning, 

O  dear  mother  mine." 

"  In  the  north  when  breaks  ihe  morning, 

Merry  son  of  mine?  " 
-  When  alonea  dance  upon  the  water, 

O  dear  mother  mine." 

"  When  shall  stones  dance  on  the  wUer, 

Merry  son  of  mine  ?  " 
"  When  a  feather  sinks  to  the  bottom, 

0  dear  mother  mine." 


"  \\'bcn  shall  feathers  sink  to  the  bottom, 

Merry  son  of  mine  ?  " 
"  VMiun  ne  all  shall  come  to  judgment 

0  dear  nioiher  mine.'' 


THE  TWA  BROTHEBa    Sm  p.  990 

Pimn  MotherweO'i  Jlim^ribt,  p.  «. 


TuKHK  were  rwa  brotlien  at  the  scale. 
And  "hen  they  got  awn,' — 

"  It's  will  re  (tiay  at  tbe  ttane-t-iiui-king. 
Or  will  ye  play  at  the  ba', 

Or  win  ye  gae  up  to  yon  hill  be*d. 
And  there  well  wane!  »  &'  ?  ' 

**  I  wnma  play  at  the  Mane-cliDckii^ 

Sot  will  I  pUj-  at  the  W : 
But  ni  ^e  ap  to  yon  Umnie  green  UH, 

Anil  there  well  wane!  a  fit'." 

Ilier  warded  ap,  tbey  wanlej  dowBi 
liu  John  fell  to  the  pwnA ; 

A  duk  fell  out  of  Williani'*  pooeh. 
And  pre  JiAo  a  deadly  wotud. 

"O  lift  me  npon  yoor  biMk, 
T^ke  (Be  to  yoo  veD  &ir, 
rou  tv  23 


i  THE    TW* 

And  waih  my  bluid;  couqiL^  oVr  aod  (^M^l 
And  theyHl  ne'er  lileet]  nae  tnair' 

Bc'«  lifled  his  brother  opon  \aa  back, 

li'ep  him  to  yon  well  fair ; 
He's  wjuifiM  his  Haiilj-  wmiini*  o'er  and 

But  they  bleeJ  ay  mair  awl  wair. 

■•  Tak  _ve  atr  my  IloIUnd  saHc, 

And  rive  it  gair  hy  gnii". 
And  row  it  in  my  bloiiiy  wminda, 

And  iJioy'll  ne'er  bleed  nae  tnaiT/* 

He's  taken  air  hia  Holland  rark. 

And  lorn  it  gair  by  gair ; 
He's  rowit  it  in  hii  bluidy  vrouniUi 

But  they  bleed  ay  mair  and  nuur. 

"  Tak  now  alT  oiy  green  clviding^ 

And  row  me  saftly  in ; 
Acid  lak  me  up  to  you  kirk  style, 

Wliare  the  grass  grows  fair  and  gmen." 

He's  laktn  nlTthe  green  cleiding, 

And  roweil  him  nalUy  in ; 
He'ih  laid  him  down  by  roti  kirk  style, 

Wliare  the  srosa  grows  fair  and  green.    | 

"  What  will  ye  say  to  your  father  dew, 

When  ye  (pw  hame  at  e'en  ?  " 
"  I'll  aiiy  ye're  lying  at  yoii  kirk  style, 

Whare  the  gniw  grows  fair  and  green," 

'■  O  no,  O  no,  my  brother  dear. 
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Bat  say  that  I'm  gane  to  a  foreign  laod, 
Whare  nae  man  does  me  know." 

When  he  sat  in  his  father's  chair, 

He  grew  baith  pale  and  wan : 
"  O  what  blude  's  that  upon  your  brow  ? 

O  dear  son,  tell  to  me." 
^  It  is  the  blude  o'  my  gude  gray  steed. 

He  wadna  ride  wi'  me." 

**  O  thy  steed's  blude  was  ne'er  sae  red. 

Nor  e'er  sae  dear  to  me : 
O  what  blude 's  this  upon  your  cheek  ? 

O  dear  son,  tell  to  me." 
•*  It  is  the  blude  of  my  greyhound. 

He  wadna  hunt  for  me." 

^  O  thy  hound's  blude  was  ne'er  sae  red. 

Nor  e'er  sae  dear  to  me : 
O  what  blude 's  this  upon  your  hand  ? 

O  dear  son,  tell  to  me." 
**  It  is  the  blude  of  my  gay  goss  hawk. 

He  wadna  flee  for  me." 

**  O  thy  hawk's  blude  was  ne'er  sae  red, 

Nor  e'er  sae  dear  to  me : 
O  what  blude  *s  this  upon  your  dirk  ? 

Dear  Willie,  tell  to  me," 
**  It  is  the  blude  of  my  ae  brother, 

O  dule  and  wae  is  me  !  " 

"  O  what  will  ve  sav  to  rour  father  V 

tf  tf  « 

Dear  Willie,  tell  to  me." 
^  111  saddle  mv  steed,  and  awa  111  rile 
To  dwell  in  %>me  far  countrie." 
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"  O  when  will  ye  cono  hame  again  ? 

Dear  Willie,  lei!  to  mo," 
"  When  sun  anil  mune  leap  on  joa  V.\U. 

And  that  will  never  be." 

She  tum'il  her^el'  right  round  about. 
And  her  heart  burst  into  three : 

"  Uy  ne  best  son  is  deid  and  gane, 
Anil  my  tothor  ane  I'll  ne'w  eee." 


THE  MILLER  AND  THE  KING'S  DALGIl- 

TEE.    See  p.  231. 

From  Wk  BesUn^d,  (1658,)  reprinted,  London, 
1817,  L 153.  It  is  there  ascribed  to  ^  31r.  Smith,"  (Dr. 
James  Smith,  the  antbor  of  many  of  the  pieces  in  that 
collection,)  who  maj  hare  written  it  down  from  traiH- 
tion,  and  perhaps  added  a  Terse  or  twa  Mr.  Rimbank 
has  printed  the  same  piece  from  a  broadside  dated  165€, 
in  Notes  and  QueritSj  r.  59* .  A  fragment  of  it  is  giren 
fitim  recitation  at  p.  316  uf  that  volume,  and  a  copy 
qoite  difierent  from  anj  before  puMIsbed,  at  p.  102  of 
ToL  tL  AUhongh  two  or  three  stanzas  are  Indieroas^ 
and  were  prolaUr  intended  for  bariesqne,  this  ballad 
ii  bj  no  means  to  be  regarded  as  a  parodr. 

Thkr£  were  two  sisters,  they  went  a-^ilaying, 
Widk  a  kie  davcnt,  df/vwt,  a  downe  a  ; 

To  see  their  Others  ships  sn}  ling  in. 
Wiik  a  ky  davme,  dmcn^,  a  dment  o. 

And  when  they  came  into  the  sea  brym, 
The  elder  did  posh  the  younger  in. 

*^  O  aster.  O  sister,  take  me  by  th^  g^ownet 
And  drawe  me  up  apon  the  dry  groond." 
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"  O  iistur,  O  aster,  Uiat  toay  not  bee, 

WUh,  Ac 
Till  «all  and  ootmeale  grot  both  of  A  tn 

With,  &c. 

Somtymes  she  sanlce,  mmtymea  the  «w4i 

With,  &c. 
Uutill  she  rame  unto  the  mild&ai. 

mih,  te. 


Q  hastily  downs  the  cliS^ 


The  miller  n 

Anil  up  ho  betook  her  without«i  her  life, 
WUh,  8w^ 

What  did  he  doe  with  her  ItmI  bone  ? 

Wiik,  &e. 
Ilv  made  Itiin  a  vinll  la  play  thereupon. 

Wilh,  &IS. 

What  iljil  he  doe  irith  her  fingers  so  anal! 

Willi,  &e. 
He  maile  hian  p«g^  to  bU  violl  vrithall- 

WUh,  &c. 

What  iljd  he  doe  vrich  her  noM-ridga  1 

H'-iA,  8«j. 
Unto  his  vioU  be  made  him  &  bridge. 

Wilh,  ite. 

\Vh:it  dill  ho  do  with  her  veynes  so  blewa  ^ 

Wilh,  &c. 
He  made  him  strings  to  his  viole  thereto. 

Wilh.  &a. 


DA.C6BTEIC   ^9 


» 


id  b«  dcM  wtd  her  c 


LfpOQ  UBTnfl  M  |Hi|euat  B 


Wbat  &I  ke  doe  via  kr  toogM  Me  lougk  7 


Uato  llie  *kD  it  ipake  « 


Wk«t  did  he  doe  *tth  her  a 


oUieTioa  tberd 


Thrn  bei^aJte  the  trtUe  tfrin^ 
-  O  ;«ader  ii  Mjr  father  the  kiag." 


i  then  baiBk«  tl^  Mriagee  ill  lhr««. 


T  AoA  drovded  a 


Bwr  psj  the  mSlcr  &r  Ui  p«7««. 
Aad  let  Imb  bee  pan  i»  te  dt««li  n 


IHK  BONNY  BOWS  O'  LONDON.    Sec  p.« 

Kmm  Buctisn-1  BaBaJi  of  A,  SvA  of  SaiOaid.  W.  1 


Thxrb  vere  tira  tisten  in  ti  bower. 
Hey  wf  ikt  ijiifi  and  ike  grmding  ; 

And  ae  king's  atin  bae  courted  ihem  buth. 
At  the  bonni/.  baling  bowi  o  London, 

He  courted  the  youngMt  nri'  broach  and  rinq,  I 

Hey  icT  llie  gny  and  the  j/rinding ; 
He  courted  the  eldest  m'  sonie  other  thing. 

At  lAe  bonnif,  bminy  boiBl  o'  Loruloii. 

It  fell  CLnire  upon  &  dnv, 

Hey  u>r  the  gny  and  the  gr'mSng, 
Tlie  eldest  to  the  ^ungest  did  my. 

At  the  buiing,  hanny  bma  n   London! 

"  WilJ  ye  gae  to  yon  Tweed  mill  dam," 

Hr.y  leC  the  gny  and  the  grinding, 
"  And  9ce  our  fathort  riiips  come  to  UndP 

At  the  boitny,  bonny  botos  o'  London. 
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They  bsllh  stood  up  upon  a  staue, 
Hei/  wC  the  gai]  and  ifie  griivling; 

The  el'loat  dang  tJie  younguet  m, 
Al  the  bonny,  bonni/  bovn  o'  Lonilon. 

She  Bwinuned  up,  ue  did  abe  down, 
//ej  wf  ihe  jju'i  and  iht  grinding  ; 

Till  sbe  i-ame  lo  the  IVced  mill-dam, 
Al  lh«  banny,  bonny  howa  o'  London. 

The  raaiert  servant  he  came  out. 
Hey  loi'  the  yny  and  llie  grinding  ,' 

And  saw  the  lady  Soaiing  about, 
Al  the  bonny,  bonny  boms  o'  London. 

"  0  uital«r.  master,  set  your  miU," 
Hey  icf  the  gag  and  the  grinding  ; 

"  There  19  a  fish,  or  a  uiilk-nhita  ewan," 
At  the  bonny,  bonny  boU'S  0'  London, 

They  could  not  ken  her  yellow  hair, 
Hey  lef  the  yny  and  the  grinding ; 

[For]  the  scales  o'  gowd  that  were  laid  there. 
Al  lAe  bonny,  bonny  boaia  a'  London. 

They  could  not  fcen  her  fingers  sae  white. 
Hey  u>f  the  gay  and  the  grinding ; 

The  rings  o'  gowd  llicy  were  sae  briglal. 
At  the  bonny,  bonny  boat  0'  London. 

They  ciiiiti)  not  ken  her  middle  sae  jimp, 
Hty  wC  the  gay  and  the  grinding ; 

The  Btuyg  o'  gowd  were  so  well  laced. 
Ax  the  bonny,  bonny  boiDi  o'  London. 


Tliej  eouIU  not  ken  her  fool  soe  fair. 
Hey  w!  Ike  gay  and  Ihe  grinding ; 

The  shoes  o'  gowil  they  were  ta  rare, 
Ai  the  lionny,  hnnny  bmm  o'  London. 

Her  father's  fiddler  he  came  hy. 
Hey  uiP  ike  gay  anil  the  grinding  ; 

Upalarted  her  ghaist  before  liis  eye. 
At  the  bonny,  bonny  6oid«  d"  London, 

"  Ye'll  take  a  lock  o'  my  yi'ilow  hmr,* 
Heg  wP  ihe  guy  and  the  griiuling ; 

■*  Ye'll  make  a  string  to  your  fiddle  tliare,"  ^ 
At  Ike  bonny,  bonny  bows  o'  London. 

"Tii'll  take  a  lith  o'  my  little  finger  buiei*^ 
Fleg  wC  Ihe  gnij  and  Oie  grinding ; 

"  And  yell  make  a  pin  to  your  fiddta  Am,^ 
At  Ike  bonny,  fionny  haiBx  o'  London. 

He's  la'eo  a  look  o"  har  yellow  hair, 
Iley  lor  Ike  gaij  and  ihe  grinding ; 

And  mode  a  string  to  his  fiddle  there, 
At  Ike  bonny,  bonny  boat  o'  London. 

He's  toen  a  lith  o'  her  little  finger  bane, 
flet/  inr  Ihe  i/ai/  and  Ihe  grinding; 

And  lie's  made  a  pin  to  his  fiddle  then, 
Al  Ihe  bonny,  bonny  baiot  o'  London. 

The  Rntand  spring  the  fiddle  did  play, 
ties  iBi'  Che  gag  antl  Ihe  grinding  ; 

Siiid,  "  Tell  drovrn  my  sister,  u  »he'«  dm 
Al  iSe  ban;y,  bonny  bowi  a'  London. 
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TUB   CKOOULUt   DOO. 

"  She  lioiled  it  in  a  brasi  psM ;  I 

O  inak  my  bed,  niaimiiie,  ooo." 

"  And  wliat  did  ye  do  wi'  Uie  bone*  o% 
Mjr  bonDie  nee  croodlin  doo?" 

"I  gied  them  to  my  litde  dog; 
Mak  my  bod,  niatnmie,  noo." 

"  And  wLat  did  your  little  doggie  do. 
My  bonnla  wee  croodltn  duo  ?  " 

"  He  strelch'd  out  his  head,  his  feet,  andaj 
And  K  will  I,  mammie,  noo  I " 


THE  SNAKE-COOK. 


Fk'^M  oral  tradition,  in  Erk's  Ihutieker  Lriderhori, 
]i.  6.  Our  tiOQicly  translalioti  is,  m  I'ar  as  poanlile,  wihtI 
Tor  word.  Other  German  versions  are  The  Stejimothtr, 
At  p.  5  or  the  same  collection,  (or  Uhland,  L  272.)  and 

Grandmollier  Adiler-eook,M  p.  7,   The  lasliBCrsnjlatril 
hy  -lamieMn,  lUiutratmnM  of  Northern  Antiifuiiitf,  p.  ?,'!<\ 

"  VVhrrk  hast  thou  been  away  so  long, 

Henry,  my  dearest  son  ?  " 
"01  have  been  at  my  true-love'*, 

Lady  mother,  ah  uje  ! 
Mg  young  life. 
She  hai  poisoned /or  me.' 

"  What  gave  the  thee  to  eat, 
Honry,  ray  dearert  *»  ?  ■ 
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"  She  cooked  me  a  speckled  fish, 
Liulj  mother,  oh  me  !  "  &c. 

"  And  Iio"  man}-  [uecca  cut  she  thee, 

Henry  my  dearest  son  ?  " 
"  She  cat  three  tlttie  pieces  from  it, 

Lady  mother,  ah  me ! "  &e. 

"  Where  left  she  then  the  ihird  pleL-e, 

Henry,  my  dearesl  son  ?  " 
**  She  gave  it  to  her  dork-brown  dog, 

Lady  mother,  ah  mc  1  "  &t'. 

"And  what  befell  the  dark-brovn  dog, 

Henry,  my  deareat  son  ?  " 
"  His  belly  hunt  in  the  oiidst  in  two, 

Lady  mother,  ah  mu  I "  &c. 

"  What  irishest  thou  Tor  thy  father, 

Henry,  my  dearest  son  ?  " 
"  I  wish  him  a  thouaandfold  boon  and  blesing, 

Iddy  mother,  ah  me  1 "  &c. 

«  What  widest  Ifaon  for  thy  mother, 

Henry,  my  dearest  son  ?  " 
"  1  widi  for  her  eternal  bliss, 

Lady  mother,  ah  me  I '  && 

"  What  irishest  thou  for  thy  trueJore, 

Henry,  my  deareat  son?" 
"1  with  her  eternal  hell  and  lonnent, 

Laily  mother,  oh  mc  1 "  &c. 
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THE  CHILD'S  LAST  WILL. 

DeniUlai  Tealamenie:  Snenfka  FoUc-VixoT,  iu.  H. 
I'rausialed  in  Literature  and  Romanct  of  Northmn 
Eiirope,i,265.    SeCiilso  ArwidsBOu's  F/rrniionijfr.ii. 90 


■*  Ho  Loxo  wlierc  bast  thoa  tarried. 

Little  daughter  dear?" 
"  I  have  tarried  wltb  my  old  Dime, 

Sweet  slcp-mother  mine." 
For  ah,  aJt  I—l  am  so  iU-~ah  I 

"Wbnt  {jaTe  she  thee  for  dinner, 

Little  daugliter  dear  ?  " 
"  A  few  small  specjiled  fishes, 

Sweet  step-mother  mine." 
For  nh,  ah I-~I am  10  ill — ahl 

"  What  didat  thoa  do  with  the  fish-bonaa 

Little  daughter  dear?" 
"  Gave  them  to  the  beagle, 

Sweet  step-mother  mine." 
For  ah,  ah  ,'— i  am  w  Hi — ah  ! 

"  What  wiali  leav'st  thou  thy  fotlier, 

Little  daughter  dear  1 " 
"  The  blessediiesi  of  heaven. 

Sweet  Bte|)-mother  mioe." 
Forah,ah:—IamioiU^-ak! 


THX   CUILOB   LAST  WILL. 

"  What  wish  leav'et  thou  thy  mother, 

Little  ilaughter  dear?" 
"  All  the  joj's  of  heaven, 

Sweet  sli'p-mother  mine." 
For  ah,  ah !—!  am  no  iU^ak! 

"  What  wish  leav'et  thou  thy  brother, 

Litlla  danghler  dear  ?  " 
"  A  fleet  ship  on  the  waters, 

Sweet  step-mother  mine." 
For  ah,  ah  !—l  am  to  ill-itli  1 

**  Wh;it  wish  Icav'st  tliou  lliy  sister. 

Little  daughter  dear  ?  " 
"  Golden  chests  and  casluta, 

Sweet  step-mother  mine.* 
For  oh,  ah  !—l  am  so  ill—ak  ! 

"  What  wish  leav'st  thou  thy  step-mother 

Little  daughter  dear  ?  " 
•*  Of  hell  the  bitter  sorrow 

Sweet  step-mother  mine." 
For  ah,  oft  .'—I  am  so  iU—ah  I 

"  What  Vfish  leav'st  thou  thy  old  nnrw. 

Little  daughter  dear  ?  " 
"  For  her  I  wish  the  same  pangt, 

Sweet  step-mother  mine. 
For  ah,  ah  I— I  am  to  ili—ah  I 

"  But  DOW  the  time  is  over 

When  I  with  you  can  stay; 
The  little  bells  of  heaven 

Are  ringing  me  away." 
For  ah,  ah  .'—I  am  >o  ill— ah  I 


THB  THREE  KNIGHTS.    Sec  p.  MI.J 


Therb  did  three  Kiiighta  come  from  the  ^ 

Wil!i  Hie  high  and  the  lUy  oh  I 
huA  Uiese  tlirec  KiiigUls  cDurtuil  oiiit  IjW 

^.1  (he  rose  iota  »o  nBeettg  bhten. 

"Xhe  first  Knight  came  was  all  in  white, 

iVilh  the  high  and  the  tily  oh  ! 
And  aski>d  of  lier,  iTahc'd  be  hU  delight,   t 
As  the  ro$e  vias  la  rieeelig  bluien. 

The  iicxl  Knight  came  was  all  in  green. 

Wilh  Ike  high  ami  the  lily  oh  ! 
And  asked  of  ber,  if  she'd  be  his  Queen,  ^ 

j'l]  the  ruie  unm  soiuxellij  blown. 

1'he  tliird  Knight  came  was  all  in  tw 

With  the  high  anil  ike  lily  oA .' 
And  sjikBd  of  hpr,  if  aha  wniiUI  wed. 

An  the  roue  wai  to  sweetly  hlonn. 


THE  THHBE 

"  Then  have  yon  asked  of  my  Father  d«ar, 

Willi  Ute  high  and  Iht  lily  oh  ! 

Likewise  of  her  irbo  did  me  bcarT 

Am  the  rose  too*  mo  taneily  blown. 

"  And  have  you  aakcd  of  my  brollicr  John  ? 

Wilh  the  high  and  tke  lUv  oh  ! 
Aail  also  of  my  nster  Anne  ''  " 

Ai  Ike  Tose  lata  io  riceelhj  blown. 

"  Yi"*,  !  have  asked  af  your  Fnther  dear, 

WilA  the  high  and  tht  lily  oh  ! 

Likevisc  of  her  who  did  you  bear, 

Ai  Iht  roue  wo*  to  ttotelty  bhvm. 

"  And  I  have  asked  of  your  nixicr  Anne, 

With  tht  high  and  the  lili/  oh  ! 
But  I've  not  asked  of  your  brotlier  John," 

A»  the  roie  ma  to  meetly  Uoibr. 


[Htr 


o  be  1fanti^]^'] 


For  on  the  road  aa  ihey  rode  along, 

Wilh  the  high  and  the  lily  oh  ! 
There  diil  they  meet  nilh  her  brother  John, 

At  the  rose  kom  so  tteeelly  Uown. 

She  EUoped  low  to  kiss  htm  sweet, 

Wilh  the  high  and  the  lily  oh  .' 
lie  to  her  heart  did  a  dagger  meet. 

At  the  rote  mu  to  iieeelly  blmon. 

WUh  the  high  and  the  lily  oh  I 
liroL.  II.  24 
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jvtr  briile  (be  looki  woaid'nN 
At  lit  rote  toot  *o  neeetlg  Uovn. 

"  I  null  I  were  on  jwiJer  idle. 

With  lie  hi-jk  aiul  lie  Idg  oA  / 
For  Uicre  1  would  at  and  Ueed  kwkSc, 

At  Ike  rote  no*  to  taeetlf  btama. 

"  1  wiih  I  were  oa  yoodar  biB, 

Wilh  Ike  high  and  Ihe  tU;/  ok  ! 
Tlicre  I'd  Atigiit  and  moke  my  wSl," 

Am  ihe  Toie  via  to  tweeilf  Ufma. 

"  Wliai  would  jou  pve  to  j-our  Fadier  d 

With  Ihe  high  and  ihe  lUy  oh  I 
"  The  galkuil  Ocud  wbiub  doth  me  bev.' 

At  the  rote  mof  to  tuxetij/  blaten. 

"  Wtftl  would  you  gjv8  to  your  Uoifaer  dear  ?  " 

With  lie  high  and  lie  lUi/  oh  ! 
"  My  weddiii};  tblH  whic^h  I  do  wear, 

As  Ihe  rote  was  so  nncelly  blaion. 

''  But  the  niuBt  wash  it  verj'  clean, 

Wilh  the  high  and  the  lilg  oh .' 
Fur  my  heart's  blood  stjclu  in  every  *ei 

Ai  lie  rote  icni  w  tweellg  bloan. 

"  Wliat  would  you  give  to  yciur  aster  Anne 't  * 
*    With  lie  high  and  the  %  oh  I 
"  My  gay  gold  ring,  and  my  foaiherod  (an,'* 
At  Ihe  rote  wai  to  tieeelly  blown. 

"  What  would  you  give  to  your  brother  John  ? ' 
Wilh  the  Aii/h  a7id  the  ll!y  oh  I 


TUe   TOKEt    KXICUTS. 


e  and  gallowi  la  hang  him  on,' 


With  lie  high  and  Ike  IU</  ok  ! 
"  A  widow's  weeds,  and  a,  qui«t  life," 


TU£  CBUEL  MUTHEa.    See  p.  ISI,   . 


FmBSaBhaa'»Baiiadia/lkcyorlhii/Scallaiid,)lt 


It  fell  anccupoQ  a  day,  EiUnbro',  Edinbro', 

It  fell  aiica  upon  a  liny,  SHrlingJor  aye  ; 

It  full  ance  upnn  &  day, 

Tho  clork  iinil  lady  went  to  pky, 
So  proper  SainI  Johntlon  slanilt  fair  tifton  Tag, 

■'  IT  my  baby  be  a  son,  Edinbro',  Edinbnf, 
If  my  baby  be  a  sou,  Stirling  for  aye; 

If  my  bnby  tie  a  son, 

I'll  iiuikc  liim  a  lonl  o'  high  renown," 
Hlprvper  SainI  Johntlon  ttaiids  fair  upon  Tag.    I 

She't  teaii'd  lier  bnck  to  the  wa,'  Edittbrtf,  Sduiln 
Bhe's  loun'd  her  back  to  the  wa',  Stirling  fir  ag»  K 

Shi^'i  leun'd  her  bock  to  the  na', 

Pray'd  that  her  pains  might  &', 
So  proprr  Silnl  Johnston  atanJi  /air  vpon  Tag,  k 


TUK   CRtlEL  UOTREB.  3(.^ 

She's  IfMD'd  her  back  »o  lie  thorn,  Edinlm',  Edm- 

She's  iMnM  her  back  to  the  thorn,  Stirling  for  aye  ; 

She'i  lean'd  her  back  to  the  thorn, 

HieTC  haa  her babj  bom, 
Sa  proptr  Saint  Johmion  ilandt  fair  upon  Tay. 

'  O  bonn}-  babj,  if  ye  rack  sair,  Edinttro',  Edinbro', 
(J  bonnj  baby,  if  ye  suck  rair,  SiV/my  /or  oye; 

O  booD}r  bab}',  if  je  mck  s^r, 

Youll  nerer  rad  hv  my  side  mur," 
Sopn^er  SamI  Jokiulon  ttands  fair  upon  Tag. 

She"*  riren  tbc  muiUD  frae  her  head,  Edtnhro',  Ed- 


I 


Sbe't  nTen  the  mndin  fiae  her  bead,  Stirling  for  aft ; 

She's  riivn  the  tnnslin  frae  ber  head, 

"neJ  the  baby  hand  and  fe«t, 
Se  proper  Saint  Jokntli>a  flandt  fair  xipoa  Toy. 

Oat  she  took  her  Utile  penknife,  Edinbro',  £'/tiiW, 
Out  she  took  her  Utile  penknife,  Stirling  far  aye ; 

Oat  she  took  her  little  penknife, 

Twid'd  the  yoong  thing  o'  its  lift. 
So  pm/ier  Saint  J(Anaon  standi  fair  upon  Tny. 

She'*  howk'd  a  hole  aneni  the  meeo,  Bdaihro',  Edm- 


I  howk'd  a  hole  i 


t  tbe  meeo,  St^Hitjf  fta 


Sbe't  bovk'd  a  bole  anent  the  meen. 
There  laid  her  sweet  baby  in, 
&  proprr  Saint  Johmtaa  ilarub  fair  upon  Toy. 
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She  baJ  her  to  ber  Soba't  W,  Edinhrtf,  EtSiOn^, 
She  had  Ler  lo  her  ^ttier**  W,  Sdriiftgfar  ajr  ; 
She  had  her  to  ber  htber't  la', 
She  was  the  meekcat  maid  amaog  item  a*. 
&  proper  Saijit  Jokiiiton  Mlandt  fair  ^wn  Tajf- 

II  fell  anee  upon  a  day,  Edinbn/,  Ediabnf, 
It  fell  aiic«  upon  a  daf,  Sliriing  far  ayt ; 

II  fell  ance  upon  a  ii»y. 

She  nw  twa  babies  at  their  pUf, 
^proper  Saint  Jokraten  itandt  fair  ujnm  Toy. 

**  O  bonny  babies,  ^n  ye  were  mine,  E<iinbro\  Kju^ 

bro',  ^" 

O  bonny  babies,  ffn  ye  were  mine.  Stirtinff  for  q 

O  bonny  babies,  pa  ye  were  mine, 

Td  cleathe  yon  in  the  alkt  sae  fine," 
Sa  pmper  Saiiil  Joknilon  Mtandt  fair  i^pAa  Talf. 

"  O  wBil  mother,  when  we  were  thitke,  fifinlrw',  £^ 

O  wild   mother,   when    wo    were   thine,  SiHing  fai 

O  wild  mother,  when  we  were  thine. 
You  death'U  lu  not  in  sXi»  Etc  fine. 
So  proper  SamI  Johittoa  ilanilt  fair  npon  Tag, 

"  But  now  we're  in  the  heavens  hi^  Edinbm',  EM^ 

But  now  we're  in  the  beafens  high,  SlirSng  far  aft; 

But  DOW  we're  in  the  hearena  high. 

And  you'ie  the  pains  o'  hell  to  try,* 
Sb  pTopiT  Saint  Johmtoa  ataadt  fair  upon  Toy. 


Oh  «b«-  hmU  Mv   A*  <Md>^'.  aM<9  >r 

Ikcfc  I  nt  ike  px  a  &% 
b  ^Iftr  SmI  JaiMn  JtaiA  jbu-  i^m  Taf. 


THE  MINISTER'S  DOCHTEE  O'  SEWAK 

Sec  p.  362. 

FliOM  Seotlah  TrailUional  Versiom  of  Ancient  Bat 
!adi,  Percy  Society,  vol.  xvii.  p.  SI.  Thu  bthe  tttne 
ballad,    wilh    trifling    varialions,    ta   Tht   MiaitUr't 

Dawjhttr  ofNi^w  York,  Buibao,  n.  BIT. 


TirB  Minidter's  dochter  o*  Newarice, 
Hti)  k!  the  rote  and  the  Unille  0, 

Has  fa'cn  in  luve  wi'  her  latber'a  cleric, 
A!ane  by  the  green  burn  aidie  0. 

She  courted  him  bbx  year?  and  a  day. 

Hen  «'•'  "^  >""•«  "'"'  'A<  ''"'''^  0, 
At  ica^h  her  &UBe-1uve  did  her  betray. 

Atane  by  the  greirn  burn  fiilie  0. 

She  ilid  her  'loun  to  the  [|^uen  woods  gttng. 

Jiey  M'i"  ihe  roie  nnit  the  lin'lie  0, 
To  spend  awa"  a  while  o"  lier  time, 

Alane  by  the  green  bum  tidie  0. 


THK    MIKiaTR<t  e  DOCHTKR  O    KKV-ARK 

&\ie  kilt  UvT  bot'k  unto  a'thorn, 
fleg  wi'  Ihe  nwe  ami  the  lindie  O ; 

And  fliie's  got  ber  Iwa  bonnlc  boys  horn, 
Alane  by  ikt  green  ham  sitlie  0. 

She's  la'eo  the  ribbons  frai;  her  hair, 
//(^  ufT  fjle  »»(•  aii>;  lAe  liitdie  0, 

Boud*  thoir  bodies  &jt  uid  sair, 
Alant  by  the  green  ham  lidie   0. 

She's  put  thetn  anuath  a  marhtt'  stane. 
Hey  wp  Die  rose  and  ihe  liutUe  0, 

TbinlcLa'  a  may  to  goc  liiir  home, 
Alane  by  the  green  bum  nidie  0, 

Leukin'  o'er  her  caetel  wa". 

Hey  loi'  the  nue  anil  the  lindie  0 , 

She  spied  twtt  bonny  I«y«  at  the  ba', 
Alane  by  the  grrcn  hum  tulie   0. 

"  0  bonny  bnlrieB,  if  ye  were  mine, 
Hey  ■n*'  tht  rote  ami  the  lindie  0, 

I  woai!  fe»l  ye  wi'  thu  vrhiti!  brewl  end  wi 
Al/ine  by  the  green  burn  niilie  0. 

*■  I  wou'd  feed  ye  with  ihc  ferra  cow's  mill 
Hey  ipr  the  rose  and  the  Sndit  0, 

An'  dress  ye  i'  the  Gneit  slk," 
Alane  hy  the  green  fium  «ufia  O. 

'*  O  cruel  mother,  when  we  were  thine, 
Hey  aP  the  raw  and  the  lindie  O, 

We  saw  nane  o'  your  bruid  And  wine, 
Atane  by  lie  greeu  barn  nitSe  O. 
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■'  Wo  Mir  nane  o'  your  ferra  tow's  milk. 

Hey  urT  l\e  rwe  and  lAe  linilit  0, 
Nor  wore  we  o'  yoar  finest  ntk," 

Alone  ftjf  the  fftten  6um  Mie  (K 

*'  O  bonnf  bitbies,  con  ye  tell  me, 
Heg  icT  the  rote  and  thr  liiulie  0, 

What  sort  o'  dpath  for  ye  I  maun  dee," 
Alane  by  (A«  grten  burn  rirfie  0. 

"  Yei,  cmel  mother,  well  tell  lo  thee, 
Hei/  loi*  (Ae  roae  and  the  linJie  0, 

Wbal  sort  o*  dcatli  for  os  ye  maut)  dM^ 
AUine  by  the  jrrw  ^m  «ii/(«  0, 

••  Seven  years  a  Too)  i"  the  wooib, 
Hei/  wi*  the  rote  and  Ike  Imdie  O, 

"  Seven  years  a  fiab  i'  the  Aoodi, 
Alane  hi/  Ike  green  hum  lidie  O, 

•  Seven  years  to  be  a  church  bdl, 
Hey  wC  Ae  roue  an-l  tht  linifU  O, 

Seven  years  a  i>orter  i'  hell," 
Alatie  by  the  green  turn  Mie  0. 

"  Welcome,  welcome,  fool  i'  the  wood, 
ffey  B?r  Ihe  rcae  md  ike  Kntlie  O, 

Wek'onie,  wck-ome,  lish  i'  the  llDod, 
Alane  by  the  green  hum  inilie  0. 

**  Welcome,  welcome,  to  be  a  church  bd^ 
Hry  teP  Ihe  roie  end  ike  lindit  O, 

But  heavens  keep  me  oiit  o"  hefl," 
Alane  by  the  gretn  hum  taUt  0. 


I 


BONDSEY  AND  MAISRT.    See  p.  »B, 

Prom  Bnchui'i  Baeail$  of  the  North  of  Seallaad,  IL  M 


*  O  coHK  along  wi"  me,  brother, 

Kow  come  along  »!'  me ; 
And  we'll  gae  seek  our  sister  'HUaaj, 

Into  the  water  o*  Dee." 

The  eldest  brother  he  stepped  in, 

He  stepped  to  the  knee ; 
Then  out  he  jmnp'd  upo'  the  bank. 

Says,  "  This  water's  nae  fur  me." 

The  second  brother  be  stepped  in. 

He  stepped  to  tlie  qint ; 
Thea  out  he  jump'd  upo'  the  bank. 

Says,  "  This  water's  wond'rous  deep." 

When  the  third  brother  stepped  in. 

He  stepped  to  the  chin ; 
Out  he  got,  and  forward  wade. 

For  fear  o'  drowning  ium. 


BOXDSEY    ANU    MAlSltr. 

The  youngest  brother  ho  stejifwil  !n, 

Toot's  aisLcr  by  the  hand ; 
Siud.  "  Here  she  is,  my  aster  Miiisry, 

Wi'  the  hinny  draps  on  her  '-Uin. 

"  0  if  I  wore  in  some  bonny  ship. 

Anil  in  some  strange  countrie, 
For  Id  Gnd  out  some  conjurer,  ' 

To  gnr  Moisry  speak  to  me  1 " 

Then  ont  it  speuks  an  auld  woman. 

As  slie  was  pasang  by ; 
"  Ask  of  your  sister  what  yoii  wnnt, 

And  she  will  spuak  to  thve." 

"  O  siKler,  icll  me  who  is  ihe  man, 

TUsl  did  your  body  win  V 
And  who  i»  the  wret«-h,  tell  mc,  likewise 

Thill  throw  you  in  the  lin  ?  ■" 

>■  O  Bondsey  was  the  only  man 

That  did  my  body  win ; 
And  likowifie  Bondsey  was  the  maD 

That  threw  me  in  the  Tin." 

"  O  will  we  Bon  Jscy  lie«d,  sirtor  ? 

Or  will  we  Bondscy  hfing  ? 
Or  will  wc  set  hint  at  our  bow  end, 

Lat  arrows  at  him  gang  ?  " 

"  Ye  winna  Bondacy  head,  broUieni 

Nor  will  ye  Boodsey  hang; 
But  yu'll  take  out  bis  twa  grey  e'm, 

Make  Bondiiey  blind  to  gang. 


BOND3ET  ANij    UAISRY. 

"  Te'U  put  to  the  gain  a.  I'lain  o'  "old, 
A  rose  garlaud  gar  make  ; 

And  yo'U  put  that  id  BonJse/e  head, 
A'  for  /our  ■iater'a  wke." 


LADY   DIAMOND. 

From  the  Fckj  Society-  Pablicationa,  xtu.  71.  Tho 
Mine  in  Buchan,  ii.  206.  The  ballad  u  ^ven  in 
Sliarpe'i  BuUtiil  BooL;  udiIlt  the  tide  of  Di/tmal,  sad 
hj  Kyloan.  Dtdladt  of  Scollanil,  '2t\  ud.,  il.  173,  under 
that  of  Sjidi/  Dairy.  All  these  names  are  carruptinni 
of  GliiiiiioiKta.  on  whose  well-knoirn  elorj  {Decame- 
rone,  iv.  1,3)' the  pivtent  is  Tounilcd.  —  Tliij  piece  and 
the  ntrxt  might  better  have  been  inserted  at  p.  347,  a> 
n  pan  of  the  Appendix  to  Book  lU. 

TirtiiE  was  8  king,  an'  a  curious  king, 

An'  a  king  o'  rojtal  fatnc ; 
He  hod  ae  iloi'htur,  he  had  never  niair, 

Ladye  Diamond  wiut  her  name. 

She's  fa'en  into  shame,  an'  loet  her  gude  n 

An'  wrougbl  hyr  parents  "noy; 
An'  a'  Tor  her  Inycn  her  luvc  so  loir, 

On  her  father's  kitchen  boy> 

Ac  nii'ht  OS  she  laf  on  her  bed, 

Just  thinkin'  to  get  r«st, 
Up  it  came  her  old  father, 

JiiBt  like  a  wanderin'  ghtust 

"  Rise  up,  rise  up,  kkdye  Diamond,"  he  n}^* 

"  Rise  up,  put  on  ytmr  goun  ; 
Rise  up,  rise  up,  \ai\ye  Diamoml,"  he  Mjra,   j 

"  For  I  fear  ye  gac  too  roun*,** 


LADTE   DtAHOMD.  5 

"  Too  roun  I  gae,  jet  Uain«  m«  nae ; 

Tell  ckBM  me  na  la  fliuiie ; 
For  beUer  luve  I  that  bonaie  boy 

Tban  »'  your  woel-bred  mea." 

The  kia^e  ca'd  ap  his  wa'-irighl  men. 

That  he  paid  meat  an'  fee  : 
"  Bring  here  to  me  that  bonnie  toy, 

An'  we'll  amorc  hiin  right  quiellie." 

Up  hae  they  ta'en  that  bouitte  boy, 
Put  him  'iweec  twa  Teatbcr  bods ; 

Naethin'  was  daoe,  nor  naethin'  said, 
Till  that  bonnie  bonnie  boy  vat  ilead. 

The  king's  ta'en  out  a  braid  braid  bitoi'iI, 

An'  streak'd  it  on  a  strae ; 
An'  thro'  an'  thro'  chat  bonnie  boy's  bean 

He'«  gart  cauld  iron  gac. 

Oot  has  he  ta'iin  his  poor  biuidie  heari. 

Set  il  in  a  taese  a'  gowd. 
And  set  it  before  ladye  Diamonds  face. 

Said  "  Fair  tadye,  behold  t  " 

Up  has  she  ta'en  this  poor  bludie  bean. 

An'  holdeu  it  io  her  han' ; 
"Better  luved  I  that  bontuc  bonnie  boy 

Than  a'  my  father's  Ian'." 

Up  has  she  ta'en  bis  poor  bludie  heart, 

An'  laid  it  at  her  head ; 
The  (ears  awa'  frae  her  cyne  did  flee. 

An'  ere  nudnicbt  she  was  dead. 


^^ 

^^I^H 

^V                        THE    WEST    COUNTRT    DAHOS£L»^^^| 

^H                                                COMPLAINT.                         ^^H 

^H                                   rmaCeaimr;Bott«/SiBimrfk»BaltaA,r.lOI.    ^^^M 

^H                   Gcdden  Bull  in  Weitemiib-fielJ,  ocer  the  HospiuU        1 

^H                     Gale."    Tbe  first  ten  or  twelve  MAnzai  K«m  to  b«          i 

^^H                                                                                                                            1 

^^H                              "  When  will  yon  man}'  me,  MnUiam,                       1 

^^1                                 And  nulce  me  ytna  wedded  wife  ?              ^^^1 

^^1                                 Or  tAke  you  your  keeu  bri^it  sword,             ^^^H 

^H                                 And  rid  me  out  of  my                               ^^^| 

^H                                  "Say  no  more  thcD  so, lady,  1                           ^^^| 

^H                                      Say          no  more  then  m,                              ^^^| 

^H                                 For  you  sliall  unto  the  wild  lorreat,                  ^^H 

^H                                      And  amoDgat  Ihe  buck  and  doe.                   ^^^M 

^^M                                 "  Wbcretbou  shidt  eat  of  the  hips  and  bsw^^^^H 

^^1                                      And  Ihc  rooU  that  are  aa  swvet,                   ^^^H 

^H                                  And  thou  shalt  dnnk  of  llii;           wsMr          ^^^| 

^^M                                      Tliat  rung  uodemeath }  our  fert."                ^^^H 

^H                                                             1  (o  tLcn.                                   ^^^1 

■mE   DAH0BEI.3   COMPLAINT.  3l 

Now  had  she  not  been  in  the  wild  forrpsi 
Pa«eiug  ihri3C  nvoaths  am]  a  day. 

But  with  hunger  and  cold  she  had  lier  fill. 
Till  she  was  quite  worn  awaj-. 

At  laat  she  snw  a  fair  tylM  bouse. 

And  there  she  swore  by  the  roo;l, 
That  she  would  to  that  fur  tyl'd  house, 


There  for  K 


But  when  she  came  itnto  the  gates, 

Aloud,  aloud  she  cry'd, 
"  An  alius,  an  aUns.  my  own  sbterl 

I  ask  you  for  no  pride." 

Her  suiter  c&ll'd  up  ber  merry  men  all, 
By  one,  by  two,  and  by  three, 

And  bid  them  hunt  away  tbat  wild  doe, 
As  far  as  e'er  they  could  see. 

They  hunted  her  o're  hill  aud  dale, 

And  they  hunted  her  so  sore, 
ITiat  they  bunted  her  into  the  forrest, 

Where  her  sorrows  grew  mora  and  more 

She  hiid  a  stone  all  at  her  head, 

And  another  all  at  her  feet, 
And  down  she  lay  between  the:^  two, 

Till  death  had  lull'd  her  asleep. 

When  sweet  Will  came  and  stood  at  her  head, 
And  likewise  stood  at  her  feet, 

A  thousand  times  he  klss'd  her  cold  lips, 
Her  body  being  fast  asleep. 
VOL.  n.  25 


THE    DAMOSEL3   COMl'LAI>'T. 

Tax,  BoaTcn  times  he  stooil  al  livr  feet. 
And  seaveD  times  at  bur  head ; 

A  thousand  times  he  shook  hur  bno'l, 
Althoogh  her  body  was  dead. 

"  Ah  wretehed  ma  !  °  he  loudlj  cry'd, 

■•  What  is  it  that  I  have  done  ? 
O  wou'd  to  the  powers  above  I'de  dy'd, 
When  t}.iul  leaiicr&loiitil 

''  Come,  comi',  you  gentle  red-breast  now, 

And  prepare  Ibr  us  a  Uunb, 
WbiUt  uuta  I'ruel  Death  I  bow, 

Anil  sing  like  a  awan  my  doom. 

"  Why  ooiilil  I  ever  cmel  bo 


>>  For  me  she  tell  her  home  so  f&ir  i 

To  wander  in  thii  wild  grove, 

And  there  with  sighs  and  pensive  care 
She  ended  her  life  for  love.  | 

"  O  constancy,  in  her  thou'rt  lost  I 
Now  let  women  boast  no  more  ; 

She's  fled  unto  the  Ellzian  coaflt. 
And  with  her  carry'd  the  store. 

"  O  break,  my  heart,  with  sorrow  fillM, 
Come,  swell,  yoti  strong  tides  of  grief  I    I 

Toil  ihal  my  dear  love  have  kill'd. 
Come,  yield  in  death  to  nic  reliof. 


TttK    UAMOSELS    COMPLAINT. 

"  Cruel  bcr  sister,  was't  for  mu 
Thai  to  her  gho  was  unkind  ? 

ller  liusbaud  I  will  never  be. 
But  witU  t!u8  my  love  be  joyn'd. 

'■  Uriin  Death  shall  tye  Ihe  marringe  bands 
^VhiL-ll  jitalousie  shan't  divide ; 

Together  shall  lye  our  colJ  hands, 
Whilst  here  we  lye  side  by  side. 

"  Witnes,  ye  groves,  and  chrystol  stnumu 
How  faithless  I  late  liave  been ; 

Bui  do  repent  with  dying  leaves 
Of  tliat  my  ungrateful  sin  ; 

"  And  wish  a  thousand  times  that  I 
Had  been  but  to  her  niore  kind, 

And  not  have  let  a  vir^n  dye, 
Wliose  «iual  there's  none  eaii  lind. 

"  Now  heaps  of  sorrow  pn-ss  uiy  sou! ; 

Now,  now  'tis  she  takm  her  way ; 
I  tome,  my  love,  without  fcinLronlu, 

Nor  from  thee  will  longer  slay." 

With  Uittt  he  feli'h'd  a  heavy  groan, 
Which  rent  his  lender  breast, 

And  then  by  her  he  laid  him  down, 
Whi!n  as  Death  did  give  him  rest . 

Whilst  mournful  birds,  with  lenvy  bows, 

To  them  a  kind  burial  gave, 
And  warbled  out  their  love-sick  vowi, 

Whibt  they  both  alupt  iu  iheir  grave 


TIIE  BRAVE  EARL  BRAND  AND  THE  KING 
OF  ENGLAND'S  DAUGHTER.     Seep.  114. 

From   bell's    Balladt  a/  Ike  Ptiwntry  ef  Engtard,  ^.  ISL 

This  ballail,  which  was  pnnted  by  Bt-U  from  the  pbc- 
itatioo  of  All  old  North utubv Hand  tiddler,  U  defective 
in  the  tenth  and  the  last  Btaozas,  and  has  suffered  much 
from  corruption  in  the  course  of  traDEinission.  Tlw 
name  of  the  hero,  however,  is  uncommonly  well  pt^- 
served,  and  affords  a  link,  rarely  occuriing  in  English, 
with  the  eorresponding  Danish  and  Swedish  ballad*,  a 
gooi]  number  of  which  have  Hildtbrnnd,  though  more 
have  Ribold.  It  may  be  observed  that  in  Hildebrand 
og  H'dile  (Gniiidivig,  No,  83),  the  kuight  has  the  rank 
here  ascribed  to  the  lad  v. 


The  "old  Carl  Hood"  who  gives  the  alarm  i 
ballad,  ig  called  in  most  of  the  Danish  ballads  "  a  hob 
earl";  in  one  a  treacherous  man,  in  another  a  young 
Carl,  and  in  a  (bird  au  old  man  ;  nhich  together  fut* 
nish  the  elements  of  his  character  here  of  a  treacher- 
0U3  old  Carl. 

0  DID  you  ever  hear  of  the  brave  Earl  Brandt 

Heylmit,hoiaiielame! 
He's  courted  the  king's  daujihter  o'  fair  England,   I 

r  Ihe  hratt  nigha  <o  early. 


THE   URAVK    EARL    BBa: 


Slie  WHS  scarcely  fifteen  years  that  tide, 
Whcti  tiae  boldl/  sbe  came  to  hU  b«d-aide- 


"  O  Earl  Brand,  how  faia  wad  1  see 

A^>a(.'k  o(  bounds  let  loose  on  the  le^" 


"  O  Earl  Brand,  but  my  father  has  two, 
And  thoQ  shtJt  have  Ihe  best  of  Iha" 


Non  ihcy  liave  riilden  o'er  mo&a  and  moor 
And  tbey  bare  met  neitiier  rich  nor  poor. 


nil  at  last  ihpy  mot  with  old  Call  Hood, 
He's  aye  for  ill,  and  never  fur  good.  ' 


"Now,  Karl  Brand,  an  ye  love  mc. 
Slay  thU  old  i:art,  and  gar  bim  dee." 


"  O  lady  fair,  but  that  would  be  lair. 

To  slay  an  auld  carl  that  wears  grey  hair- 


"My  own  lady  fair,  I'll  nol  do  lliat, 
111  pay  him  hia  fee    .....    . 


"  O  where  have  ye  ridden  this  lee  lang  day, 
And  where  have  ye  stown  this  fair  Udy  away  l" 


"  I  have  not  ridden  (his  lee  lang  day. 
Nor  yet  have  I  stown  this  lady  away. 


"  Fur  she  is,  I  trow,  my  rit-k  sister. 
Whom  I  have  been  Lringinij  fro  Win 


THE   BRAVB   EARL    BRAND. 


"  If  sho'9  been  sick,  aud  like  lo  die. 
What  make*  her  wear  the  gold  lae  high  ?  " 


Wbeu  uatue  the  car)  to  the  lady's  yttlt. 
Be  ruilely,  rudely  rapped  tbereut. 


»  Now  where  b  the  lady  of  tliis  hall  ?  " 

"  She's  out  with  her  muds  a-playing  at  the  b 


"  H,i,  ha,  ha  1  ye  are  all  mial 
Ye  ma;  count  your  maidens 


"  I  met  her  far  heyonil  the  lea, 

With  the  j'oiiDg  £arl  Brand,  iiis  leuian  to  be."^ 


Ucr  father  of  hU  best  men  armed  fltlven, 
And  they're  riddea  after  theoi  bidcnc. 


The  laJy  looked  owre  her  left  sboultJer  then ; 
Says,  "  0  Earl  Brand,  we  are  both  of  u 


"  If  they  tome  on  me  one  by  one. 

You  may  stand  by  till  the  fights  be  done. 


"But  if  they  ctmiQon  mr 
You  mrty  stand  by  and  s( 


They  cnmc  upon  liim  one  bj  one, 
Till  fourteen  battles  he  has  won. 


And  Iburleon  men  ho  has  them  diun, 

EoL'h  nficr  cavh  upon  the  plain. 


;   BR4TE    E4RL   I 


Bat  the  fiOeentti  man  behind  stole  round, 
And  denlt  h\ta  a  deep  and  deadly  vound. 


Tliougli  he  was  woundtd  to  the  deid, 
He  set  his  lady  on  her  steed. 


They  rode  lill  they  c 
And  there  they  light 


e  10  the  river  Doune, 
to  waah  hjs  wound. 


"  O  Earl  Brand,  I  see  your  heart's  blood  I " 
"It's  nothing  but  the  glenl  and  my  scarlet  hood"' 


Thpy  rode  till  Ihcy  cumo  to  bis  mother's  yeit, 
So  faint  and  fiiebly  he  rap|)ed  thereaL 


"  O  my  sob's  slain,  hn  i«  falling  lo  si 
And  it's  all  for  the  sake  of  an  Engl: 


"  O  say  not  so,  my  dearest  mother, 
Bui  marry  her  lo  my  youngest  brother. 

"  To  a  maitlon  (rue  he'll  give  his  band. 
To  the  king's  daughter  o'  Tair  England. 

"  [To  the  king's  daughter  o'  fair  England,] 

HeyUUit,homiieialliel 
To  a  prise  that  was  woo  by  a  ^uo  brother's  brand,'' 

r  Oie  brave  niyhte  eo  early. 

'<ir.T  of  mj  aculet  hood. 


LA  VENDICATRICE.     See  p.  273. 

From  Oinri  Popolari  Inedili  f/mirt,  Piceni,  Pieman- 
esi,  Lalini,  raccolli  e  illuilrali  da  Orkbtb  MabcO- 
ILI<[.     Geaova,  1836.  p.  1S7. —  Froiu  Alessandi'A. 


>  "Oq  varda  ben,  Munfrenna, 
1  Oh  vnrda  qui  ciislfe  ; 

t  Tk  trentittrk  funtcnni 

*  Cli'  a  j"  ho  nwnigi  me. 
1  I  m'  ban  iiegJi  I'  amure, 
t         La  tesia  a  j'  ho  tajh." 

t  "  Ch'  u  'm  diggu  Ili,  Sior  Coate»  | 

•  Ch'  o  'm  lassa  lu  so'  apA." 
»  "  Oh  dim!  ti,  Monfrc'ima, 

V         Cosa  oh'  a  'l  na  voi  fa'  ?  " 
u  "  A  voi  lajfe  *na  frasca, 
II         Per  ombra  al  me'  cavi  " 
-■»  Lesta  con  la  apadenna 
It        Al  cor  a  j'  ha  paadL 


LA   VENDICATRICE. 


■  "  Va  Ik,  va  \h,  Sior  Conte, 


Saran  loi  compagnon." 


'  gunrdtt  ■ben,Mim-    '  UgHftl 


1*  cavnllo. 

1'  (OiitcuB)  cespi^h. 


MoTB.  Tbis  billed  ii  undoabtedly  the  Ilnliim  repreMnta- 
tlon  of  Jfny  CoMn.  It  is  Riven  more  complete  by  Nign,  Cis- 
■mi  Popolari  del  Fitmmie,  RiriHa  Om.,  tilv.  T3,  hIid  bIso 
furnlslias  these  adilitionii!  references:  (Spanish)  Sico  Franco, 
Waif  and  Hoffmaini'i  Primavtra,  [1.33;  (Vortvgueia)  A  Ro- 
no>(i,A1aieia>-GfUTelt,Ai>«i'iic(in),  ill.  4;  (French)  Amp^ra, 
InMntctiom  rtlaliva  nut  Po/iiti  popalaira  di  la  Aviee,  p. 
10;  (Breton)  Uer»«t  da  la  Villemftiiiu*,  Barva-Brdi,  i.  334 
[eti.  le-tU). 


